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    The descriptions of companies, organizations, restaurants, and products appearing in this novel have been written subjectively without any form of compensation.



    



    Prologue



    



    After a long, anxious wait, I put the perfectly grilled pork belly into my mouth.



    



    The fat that melts and sizzles on the grill boasts a savory flavor.



    



    "The samgyeopsal here is good."



    



    The steamed eggs with a crispy bottom and a bouncy top are also excellent.



    



    "Thanks to the side dishes, they gather."



    



    "Right." How long has it been since we've seen each other like this? "Let's do cheers once."



    



    I tilted the soju glass.



    



    I don't like alcohol, so I just took a sip, but as expected, it didn't suit my taste.



    



    Quickly grabbed and ate the pork belly.



    



    "Didn't you say you had something to say, hyung?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin flipped the meat and asked.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    I looked around at Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin.



    



    The main monk of the cooking YouTube channel 'Banya Shikgyeong,' which has secured 570,000 subscribers.



    



    Chajichan, who runs the 'GYM꾼' channel with 2 million subscribers.



    



    Recently, Baek Woo-jin, who achieved 1 million subscribers on the knowledge channel 'Ugenius,' has become close with people who have been editing since the early days of the broadcast.



    



    Now, since each of us has an editor as a staff member, we don't handle everything like we used to, but we still take care of one or two tasks a week.



    



    "I'm going to stop editing now."



    



    "What?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin shouted simultaneously.



    



    His voice was so loud that it drew attention even in the bustling barbecue restaurant.



    



    "What's the reason?"



    



    "Are you feeling hurt?"



    



    "Calm down." Let's hear what Chanyong has to say.



    



    While Cha Ji-chan questioned as if he would jump in immediately, Baek Woo-jin asked with concern, and Ju Ji-seung soothed the two, making sure I could speak.



    



    "I want to grow my channel."



    



    Side dish store.



    



    The mukbang channel 'Banchan Store,' named after my name Banchan Yong, currently has 87,000 subscribers.



    



    At first, I started streaming because I felt lonely eating alone, and I opened the channel to practice video editing. Before I knew it, I was on the verge of reaching 100,000 subscribers.



    



    It was a job where I could communicate while eating and also earn money, so I was determined to switch to it full-time once I reached 100,000 subscribers.



    



    "Wait a minute."



    



    Cha Ji-chan interrupted.



    



    Advertisements



    



    "Side dishes, honestly, tell me." Do you want to do your broadcast? Or is it that you don't like the treatment?



    



    "Treatment?"



    



    "Were you upset?"



    



    No. Not at all."



    



    All three places—Banya Shikgyeong, Jimkkun, and Ugenius—treated me like the best in the industry.



    



    "That's a relief, but then let me make a suggestion too."



    



    Cha Ji-chan crossed his arms.



    



    A bodybuilder who is 169 cm tall and weighs 82 kg has his forearm muscles violently stand out when he crosses his arms.



    



    "As an incentive, I'll give you 30% of the revenue from the video you worked on."



    



    We were all taken aback by Cha Ji-chan's words.



    



    The YouTube channel GYM꾼, run by Cha Ji-chan, is a major channel that has recorded 300 million views this year alone.



    



    I couldn't help but be surprised that they were sharing a portion of the revenue from a massive channel that generates 1 billion won annually just from YouTube ad revenue.



    



    "Instead of doing other things like now, just come work at my company."



    



    "Don't make me laugh!"



    



    The chubby, white cheeks of the little one, who looked just like a rice cake, shouted loudly.



    



    Baek Woo-jin is a YouTuber who recently gained a million subscribers and is also an old friend.



    



    "Hyung, don't listen." You joined just for the money, and now you're regretting it, aren't you? In the end, it's all about the incentives. If Ji-chan fails, we won't get it.



    



    "This guy can say anything."



    



    Cha Ji-chan pinched Baek Woo-jin's cheek but continued speaking without paying any attention.



    



    "Moreover, commuting is such a hassle." Isn't it?



    



    "That's true."



    



    Right? So, come work at our company. "I'll guarantee remote work without fail."



    



    "Oh."



    



    Baek Woo-jin made an enticing proposal.



    



    "The annual salary is a measly 100 million won, just the base salary without any incentives." I'll give you the incentive as an incentive, literally. How is it?



    



    "What, petty?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin glare at each other.



    



    It seems like we're going to end up fighting at this rate.



    



    "First of all, I won't be doing Woojin's channel."



    



    "Huh?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked with wide eyes.



    



    "Why on earth?"



    



    "You're talking too much."



    



    The concept of "WooJenius," run by Baek Woo-jin, is to convey miscellaneous knowledge or fact-check phenomena.



    



    However, since this guy loves explaining so much, if he were to explain Picasso, he would cover not only contemporary artists like Henri Matisse and Georges Braque, but also figures from earlier periods like Toulouse-Lautrec and Van Gogh, and even Manet, Monet, and Renoir, so it's not uncommon for a single video to last 10 hours.



    



    Advertisements



    



    From an editing standpoint, they are truly a YouTuber that's hard to handle.



    



    "Hmph."



    



    Baek Woo-jin furrowed his brows and let out a groan.



    



    "And I won't do Ji-chan's stuff either."



    



    "Why!"



    



    "It's too noisy."



    



    The Gymgoon channel, run by Cha Ji-chan, who is also a bodybuilder, is full of energy in every video.



    



    If you listen to videos of muscular men going "Hwa, Uwa, Hwa" for hours on end, you start to feel dizzy.



    



    "You did well for five years!"



    



    You endured for five whole years. Anyway, I can't do it anymore. I won't do it.



    



    When the line was drawn, both Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin looked sullen.



    



    "I know too." Finding a good editor isn't easy, is it? But the people working now have also gotten used to it, right? It'll be fine without me."



    



    A good editor is not just someone who is technically skilled.



    



    You need to have a deep understanding of the channel to maintain its identity while also utilizing the direction desired by subscribers and the memes they enjoy to produce high-quality content.



    



    In the case of Cha Ji-chan, I even set up his YouTube channel, and considering that I helped Baek Woo-jin grow by editing his 10-hour-long videos, I know both Jimkkun and Woojinus best.



    



    Right now, both the porter and the genius have been professional editors for over a year, so things will run smoothly even without me.



    



    "When are you going to stop?"



    



    The monk asked.



    



    "I'm planning to do it until this year."



    



    "There's only a month left!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin cried out.



    



    "There's still a month left, so I'm telling you in advance." If you suddenly say you won't do it, there could be problems.



    



    "Can't we keep going?"



    



    Sorry. No.



    



    Cha Ji-chan filled the cup.



    



    "Okay." He wants to do his own work, so how can I stop him? Do your best. If you have any difficulties, just let me know.



    



    "Thank you."



    



    Everyone clinked their glasses together once more.



    



    "So, are you going to keep doing mukbangs?"



    



    The monk asked.



    



    The only person who cares about me is this brother.



    



    Born in 1985, he is four years older than me and one year older than Cha Ji-chan, but he is the most mature among us.



    



    After experiencing hair loss and shaving his head, he started the Gungye concept, and the channel rapidly grew. Despite feeling embarrassed, he stubbornly maintains the concept, making him a fascinating person.



    



    Right? Since I've grown this far with mukbangs, I guess I should keep doing them. I like eating.



    



    "Stop eating already." You're going to get into big trouble doing that.



    



    Advertisements



    



    Cha Ji-chan is bullying me.



    



    "It's okay." When I had a health check-up the year before last, they said everything was fine except for a little fatty liver.



    



    "……."



    



    Everyone suddenly fell silent.



    



    When I looked up, everyone was staring at me, but when our eyes met, they turned their heads.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "No." No.



    



    "Eat." Eat.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "Ugh."



    



    When I woke up, I felt terrible.



    



    I can't understand why people drink soju when just having two glasses makes me feel this bad.



    



    I stopped by the bathroom and noticed a full trash bag, so I took it out, and something was stuck in the mailbox.



    



    "Ah."



    



    It seems they sent the results of the examination I had two weeks ago by mail.



    



    When I came home and opened it, it said "33 years old, for side dishes" with my age and name written on it.



    



    Since I don't have anything to talk about on today's broadcast, I guess I'll look at the health check-up form while eating.



    



    "Where."



    



    While editing the outsourced video, before I knew it, it was already evening.



    



    I ordered two chickens to eat on today's broadcast, took a shower, and then logged into the YouTube channel management page.



    



    Side dish store



    



    @banchan2 87,100 subscribers



    



    Seeing the steadily increasing subscribers and views makes me feel proud.



    



    If the current trend continues, we can expect to reach 100,000 subscribers by February next year.



    



    If the view count supports it, it becomes possible to work as a full-time YouTuber.



    



    Finally.



    



    The desire to eat delicious food and communicate with people has finally come within reach.



    



    When I first stepped into society, my working hours were so erratic that I didn't have time to meet friends.



    



    Even if I found something I wanted to buy, I had to give up because of my thin wallet.



    



    I couldn't even think about pursuing hobbies and just kept repeating giving up and resigning, but starting the 'banchan store' brought me solace.



    



    I searched for good restaurants just to enjoy meal times, and even though I sat alone at the table, I could forget my loneliness by interacting with viewers through my smartphone.



    



    Although it was a small and seemingly insignificant time, as I recorded and edited it into videos, before I knew it, more people started visiting the 'side dish store.'



    



    It is a place I built solely with my own strength without anyone's help, so I feel proud and can dream of tomorrow.



    



    When I turned on the broadcast, people started coming in one or two at a time.



    



    Advertisements



    



    Why is it broadcasting two days in a row?



    



    What's the title? Health check-up?



    



    Yeah, I really need to pay more attention to my health.



    



    Chicken chicken



    



    Is this your house?



    



    What kind of chicken is it?



    



    "Crackling chicken." They advertised it as crispy, so I ordered it to see how delicious it is.



    



    I opened the chicken box.



    



    The chicken is definitely appetizing with crumbs, seaweed flakes, and sesame seeds stuck to its surface.



    



    Starting with the legs, the texture is definitely good enough to be promoted as a strong point for its crispiness.



    



    The tender and bouncy meat beneath the crispy batter is even more exquisite.



    



    "It's delicious." It's really crispy, isn't it? If I eat it with rice, I could keep eating it.



    



    Stop eating so much.



    



    Are you going to eat both of them?



    



    Take care of Mr. Ajo. Then you'll really be in big trouble.



    



    Are you going to eat too?



    



    Pig.



    



    "I know." I know I'm a pig and that I should take care of my health. What is this chicken? It's meat, you know. It's protein, you know. There is also fat. Then what's lacking? That's right. There are no carbohydrates. So, chibap is the perfect combination of carbs, protein, and fat. This is what I mean.



    



    You're talking nonsense again.



    



    hahaha excuse



    



    Take care of your health. How come every time I see you, you're only eating meat? Eat some vegetables.



    



    "Okay." That's what I'm saying. You have to eat vegetables too, you know. So, I said to bring me some food.



    



    Viewers repeatedly posted question marks.



    



    What is rice? It's rice, right? What is rice? It's a plant. So, it's clearly a vegetable. It's vegetarian. I don't gain weight.



    



    What are you talking about now?



    



    Are you okay?



    



    hahahahahaha



    



    I feel like I'm going crazy, haha.



    



    You don't really think that, do you?

  
    Look at that sound.



    



    I'm going crazy.



    



    I want to eat chicken too.



    



    I'm going crazy, I just had dinner.



    



    Do your broadcasts consistently.



    



    I put the rice in the microwave and when I came back, there were several messages in the chat window.



    



    Among them, complaints about the broadcast schedule caught my eye.



    



    "I was planning to do broadcasts more often starting next year anyway." I'm going to go full-time.



    



    Come to think of it, it's almost 100,000.



    



    Do you make a lot of money?



    



    What did you originally do?



    



    "Didn't I mention it?" I edit videos. I'm getting freelance work from all over, and there's so much to do. I also want to stream often, but it's tough until I can do it full-time.



    



    When you think of freelancing, it's easy to imagine working when you want to and resting when you want to, but that's not actually the case.



    



    Due to the anxiety of not knowing when work might stop, I make sure to handle incoming tasks even if it means overexerting myself.



    



    Oh, so that's why the video was so neat.



    



    Where are you editing the channel?



    



    Is your current income okay?



    



    "It's tough right now." If we only consider YouTube, 1.2 million won a month? I earn a little more than 1 million won.



    



    The viewers are worried.



    



    "It's okay." I've saved up a lot of money. It's not like I'm jumping in without thinking.



    



    I witnessed firsthand how hard countless YouTubers worked and how much they struggled.



    



    There are countless people who can't even gather 1,000 subscribers, and even if they barely manage to gather 100,000 subscribers, they soon see no views and end up closing their channels.



    



    Even large channels with over a million subscribers can be forgotten in an instant, so the YouTube ecosystem is an environment where just surviving is a challenge.



    



    "Hmm."



    



    Taking a big spoonful of white rice and tearing into the chicken makes my heart feel abundant.



    



    Thanks to the grace of the sun, the rice grains conceived and the chickens that used to catch and eat insects in the fields have such a heartwarming reunion in my mouth, and I can only be overwhelmed with emotion.



    



    "Chicken goes with rice, you know?"



    



    You sure do eat well.



    



    Stop eating already;;



    



    It seems like this is the only place that tells mukbang people to eat moderately.



    



    "My point exactly." No, didn't you come in to watch me eat? Why do you keep telling me not to eat? I'm telling you, I'm healthy!



    



    I don't understand why these people have to be such a nuisance and ruin my appetite.



    



    Advertisement



    



    They said the health check-up results came out.



    



    Just tell me after you see it.



    



    If there are no issues with the results, I won't stop.



    



    "Is it real?" If I say there's no problem here, then they won't complain about the food anymore.



    



    I held up the booklet and showed it to people.



    



    "Look." The date of the examination here is November 20, 2022, name Banchan Yong. 33 years old. That's me, right?



    



    How can a person's name be used for side dishes? lol



    



    Was Banchan-yong's real name?



    



    hahaha



    



    Where's the food?



    



    "My mom gave me this name."



    



    Pretending to be serious, the viewers fuss and apologize.



    



    I'm sorry.



    



    No wonder it sounded good.



    



    I thought it was a stage name because it's so cool~



    



    Since we've been together for almost two years now, I can somewhat predict their reactions.



    



    The change in attitude is quick as expected.



    



    I like a relationship where we can comfortably laugh and chat like this.



    



    "Anyway, I'll take a look." I haven't watched it yet either because I was planning to watch it together with you...”



    



    The first page I opened without thinking contained information that shouldn't have been shown.



    



    It's height and weight.



    



    138kg?????



    



    Crazy, lol.



    



    Oh, you're tall. 184 cm?



    



    Hey, eat in moderation!



    



    Wow, I can't believe it. I've never seen numbers like that before. Is the person's weight correct?



    



    "Ah, not now." 138 kg, no way.



    



    When I had my health check-up, the nurse told me I weighed 138 kg, but since I've been careful for the past two weeks, I don't think I'll weigh 138 kg.



    



    "I've been constantly worrying about my weight." It can't be this bad, right? Show me?



    



    Even while bringing the scale and adjusting the camera angle, the chat window was still flooded with "kek."



    



    This guy always shows up, haha.



    



    If I had gained more weight, I would have, not lost it. You said you had samgyeopsal with your friends yesterday too.



    



    You ate samgyeopsal yesterday and two chickens today, and you expect to lose weight? Conscience?



    



    They're setting this up for a broadcast. You're trying to show off that you lifted 140 kg, right?



    



    What kind of confidence is that to show off like that?ㅋㅋ



    



    Anuncios



    



    LOL



    



    "Wait a minute!" I'm really upset, you know? I haven't eaten breakfast for a week!



    



    I felt so wronged that I immediately stepped on the scale.



    



    Taking a deep breath and tightening my stomach, the viewers start laughing again.



    



    hahahahahahahaha



    



    Will that really help you lose weight?



    



    Uncle, holding your breath and sucking in your stomach won't make you lose weight, lol.



    



    This is so freaking funny lol idiot lol



    



    "Am I an idiot?" If you just stay there, you won't be seen! I can't see the numbers on the scale! You should be looking at your weight, right?



    



    LOL



    



    Ah, hahaha, right, hahaha.



    



    I never even imagined itㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋㅋ



    



    LOL, I can't see my weight because of my belly fat, LOL.



    



    Crazy lolololololol



    



    No way, lol. How do you make the scale numbers not show up, lol?



    



    "Look!" It's 133 kg! I told you so! I take care of my body in my own way, you know?



    



    I lifted the scale and showed it.



    



    I thought everyone would have nothing to say since I showed that I've been watching my weight for a week, but the reaction is strange.



    



    Did you lose 5 kg in just a week?



    



    Hey, are you sick or something?



    



    Yeah, I fell too much.



    



    How can you lose 5 kg when you eat like that? Is there really something wrong?



    



    "What's the problem?" I told you. I said I didn't eat breakfast. You should be able to handle this much.



    



    The moment I turned the page of the health check-up report, thinking I was worrying too much, both I and the chat window froze.



    



    I couldn't believe it, so I slowly turned my head, and just then, a chat popped up.



    



    Uncle, do you have diabetes?



    



    I didn't see it wrong.



    



    I have diabetes.



    



    An event I had never imagined before has suddenly arrived.



    



    At this crucial time, with 100,000 subscribers just around the corner.



    



    "Does this make sense?"



    



    If I become a full-time YouTuber, I decided that I should at least achieve 100,000 subscribers before starting.



    



    If I can't do mukbangs anymore, what will happen to me in the future?



    



    What should I do?



    



    └I guess I should go to the hospital first tomorrow.



    



    Anuncios



    



    └Haven't you been feeling off lately?



    



    A viewer recently asked about my health condition.



    



    "I'm just often tired." "I was really thirsty."



    



    └Ah;;



    



    └That's a symptom of diabetes. Next, please.



    



    No matter how much water I drink, I'm still thirsty. It's diabetes.



    



    My uncle collapsed from diabetes, and the complications are really scary.



    



    Mister...



    



    The chat window, which had been almost entirely filled with "kek," was now filled with posts devoid of any humor.



    



    Everyone was worried about me, but nothing registered.



    



    Banchan Store is an eating show channel.



    



    Although not as much as a food fighter-level YouTuber, I have grown so far with the concept of eating a lot of spicy food.



    



    For someone like me, diabetes is more deadly than any other disease.



    



    "……."



    



    The channel has an identity.



    



    Most of the people who visited the side dish store came after searching for mukbangs or food names.



    



    You usually end up eating the food you want to eat deliciously or finding a YouTuber that matches your taste.



    



    If I suddenly stop doing mukbangs, in other words, if I can't upload the videos they want, there's a possibility they might leave.



    



    "No."



    



    How could I let a channel that I've built up like this collapse?



    



    I can't let the only hobby I have left and my connection to the world disappear.



    



    You must have really been shocked.



    



    That makes sense. I'm only 34 years old.



    



    You should really take better care of yourself.



    



    How can you say something like that in this situation?



    



    There's always that one guy who blames everyone else. I can't even offer comfort.



    



    It's just that it's so unfortunate.



    



    Does it make sense to hurt someone who's already in pain just because you're feeling bad?



    



    In the midst of the confusion in my mind, the viewers started to fight.



    



    Small-scale broadcasts inevitably have a significant impact if viewers start fighting among themselves.



    



    They might not join my broadcast to avoid seeing each other.



    



    Even without that, I'm already at a loss about how to manage the channel, what direction to take with future content, and how to live moving forward. I can't let viewers leave too.



    



    Even if I give up everything else, I can't lose the side dish store.



    



    He said as he put down the booklet.



    



    "Actually, it's better."



    



    Anuncios



    



    Suppressing the overwhelming emotions and forcing a smile, they showed the reaction the viewers had been expecting.



    



    ?????



    



    What do you mean?



    



    What are you talking about at a time like this?



    



    Mister, seriously, get a grip. Diabetes is really a scary disease.



    



    It feels like I'm losing my mind.



    



    It's not that I don't understand the seriousness of the situation.



    



    I might have to manage my diet for the rest of my life and do exercise that I hate more than anything.



    



    You have to give up a considerable amount, no, most of the food you love.



    



    But no matter how difficult it gets, I will protect the side dish store.



    



    "Anyway, if I'm going to go full-time, I need to upload a lot of videos, and I need content, right?" This time, not only will I do an eating show, but I'll also share some stories about the food and try out a cooking broadcast. Isn't that right?



    



    Mental



    



    Sure, it's good to think positively.



    



    └Since I'm good at storytelling, it might be okay.



    



    Are you completely giving up on mukbangs?



    



    "Eh." How do you fold it? You don't have to starve yourself completely. There must be something to eat.



    



    └It must be tasteless.



    



    My father has diabetes, so he is really strict about managing his diet. It's a completely healthy meal, but will it get views on YouTube?



    



    └Today, I'm going to try some healthy sanchae bibimbap~



    



    "Is pizza, samgyeopsal, and ramen the only food?" There are also healthy dishes, you know. 그래. Bibimbap is pretty good.



    



    I tend to think positively, but in fact, the viewers' opinions are not wrong.



    



    Thumbnails have a significant impact on YouTube views.



    



    Stimulating color combinations or generally unappetizing amounts or unusual foods are well-received.



    



    "Also, show the process of me, who weighs 133 kg and is classified as morbidly obese, losing weight and becoming slim." 크. Content is just coming out.



    



    └Hahaha, I'm getting slimmer, haha



    



    If you really take it out, I'll give you ten thousand won.



    



    If the uncle succeeds in his diet, I might pass the civil service exam next year.



    



    So, are you going to start a diet show now?



    



    "I'm willing to try anything when it comes to food." I told you. I've done a lot of editing, so I've learned a lot just by observing.



    



    I have been with the cooking channel "Banya Sikgyeong," which has 570,000 subscribers, from the very beginning until now.



    



    Even a dog at a village school can recite poetry after three years, so after editing cooking channel videos for three whole years, I should be able to cook at least.



    



    If it were easy, everyone would be successful.



    



    └I'm starting to settle in a bit now.



    



    └힘내



    



    "Then." I'm fine, so don't worry about me. This isn't even a crisis. Compared to when I worked at my first company, this is nothing. 암. So, this story is over. Don't do it.



    



    Anuncios



    



    Actually, I want to lean on someone a bit.



    



    I pretend to be okay, but I feel overwhelmed about whether I can manage in the future.



    



    However, if I whine here, I might get some sympathy for a moment, but there is no one who will stay with me through my misfortune until the end.



    



    No one takes responsibility for me.



    



    Above all, I don't want the side dish store to become gloomy.



    



    Just as I found comfort while running my side dish shop, I hope this broadcast becomes a channel that people can comfortably turn to while eating.



    



    I can't just lie down and do nothing.



    



    "I told you, didn't I?" "Actually, it's better."



    



    I want to pursue various kinds of fun, not just a channel that eats a lot of spicy food.



    



    Anyway, if I want to boost the view count, I need to shorten the upload cycle, but I thought it would be tough to do it with just mukbangs.



    



    Perhaps now could be the turning point for the side dish shop.



    



    No, I'm going to make it that way.



    



    "I think the broadcast will be a bit different from now on." Still, you know me, right? When it comes to food and cooking, I'm serious about it.



    



    He said while looking at the chat window.



    



    "Maybe the cooking won't be bad either." I edited a cooking channel for a long time, so I learned a lot by watching. Next time, I'll do a full-on cooking show.

  
    "Early intervention is crucial for diabetes." "First, I'll prescribe some medication, so take it consistently and let's start losing weight."



    



    The next day, I went to the hospital.



    



    No matter how much water I drank, my thirst was never quenched, and I frequently needed to urinate.



    



    It is said that the dizziness, frequent fatigue, and sudden weight loss were all due to diabetes.



    



    Hearing the explanation from the doctor made me realize how neglectful I had been towards my body all this time.



    



    "Since you're young, if you take good care of yourself, you'll get better soon." You should also start exercising. If you go outside, I will explain the diet to you.



    



    Since I had already prepared myself to some extent, I was calmer than I expected.



    



    As I stepped outside, the nurse guided me.



    



    You shouldn't consume simple sugars like sugar. You also need to be careful with salt and cholesterol. Eat plenty of dietary fiber. If you look at the booklet, it is explained in detail.



    



    The booklet I received introduced foods to avoid and foods to be cautious about.



    



    I understand foods like juice, chocolate, and ice cream.



    



    I have to be careful with carbohydrates like rice, bread, and noodles, as well as fatty foods like pork belly—it's much harsher than I expected.



    



    "Do I have to do this for the rest of my life?"



    



    I asked the nurse.



    



    "It's up to the patient, but you need to keep managing it." As the doctor explained, you need to be careful about complications as well.



    



    Thank you.



    



    I got out of the hospital and took the bus to the mart near my house.



    



    I sat down and examined the pamphlet I received from the hospital and the items I bought from the pharmacy.



    



    The blood sugar monitor, the small notebook to record blood sugar, the medication taken every morning before breakfast, and even the diet management manual—it's all so overwhelming.



    



    Since I'm planning to stop ordering takeout and start cooking for myself right away, I need to check what food I can eat.



    



    When I opened the manual, it stated the reasons for frequently checking blood sugar levels.



    



    It is said that to control blood sugar, one must understand which foods raise blood sugar, how much they raise it, and when they raise it.



    



    As I turned the page, there was a table summarizing what to eat and what to avoid.



    



    "……."



    



    No matter how much I see it, it's just infuriating.



    



    I don't understand what I'm supposed to eat if I can't even eat fruits, fish, tofu, rice, noodles, and milk freely.



    



    If you only eat things like cabbage, lettuce, and cucumbers, it's no different from living like a rabbit.



    



    I got off the bus and arrived in front of the supermarket, but I still don't know what to cook.



    



    I took out my smartphone to ask Jujiseung, who is good at cooking, but it happened to be broadcast time.



    



    "Somehow, it will work out."



    



    As I entered the supermarket and headed towards the fresh produce section, mushrooms caught my eye.



    



    It seems like it would be good if you grill it and dip it in salt sauce.



    



    I wondered if there were other dishes, so I searched for mushroom recipes and found stir-fried mushrooms.
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    Mushrooms, garlic, oyster sauce. I don't think we should add oyster sauce, so let's leave it out. All you need is sesame oil and salt, right?



    



    Since I have sesame oil and salt at home, it seems like just buying some mushrooms and vegetables would be enough, but it's too unfair to solve a meal with just this.



    



    It's a side dish I wouldn't even glance at on a normal day.



    



    "……."



    



    I turned my eyes to the meat section I always visited, and an employee was grilling something.



    



    When our eyes meet, they wave with a friendly face.



    



    I tried to pass by, but I was drawn by the subtle fragrance and found myself heading to the meat section without realizing it.



    



    Hello.



    



    "Try this." It's so well-made that it melts in your mouth. Melting.”



    



    It definitely looks so tender that it would melt in your mouth.



    



    The thinly sliced red meat, like the red dress of a tango dancer, dances on the grill.



    



    The bubbling oil is just like my heart.



    



    I want to eat.



    



    I want to mix it with scallion salad and savor that abundance in my mouth.



    



    "Try eating it."



    



    "Ah."



    



    When the employee picked up a piece of brisket and brought it to his mouth, the subtle aroma of the meat hit his nostrils with a whoosh.



    



    Thick.



    



    I am soda. I am the beef.



    



    One cannot help but be amazed by the strong assertion of being beef in the aroma.



    



    I unknowingly took a bite.



    



    "Uh."



    



    A healthy Hanwoo leisurely grazing on grass in the highland pasture dances before my eyes.



    



    This brisket is definitely Hanwoo that has grown up loved by a kind-hearted gentleman from Hoengseong, Gangwon Province.



    



    "It's American-made, but it's so delicious, right?"



    



    Next to the grill, it says "American beef."



    



    I enjoyed the meal. But I'm on a diet, so I'll come next time.



    



    I barely managed to decline and was looking around for something edible when I spotted the soybean meat.



    



    "Is this for bulgogi?"



    



    These days, it seems like they have beef for bulgogi.



    



    If it's made with soy meat, it somehow seems healthy, and bulgogi is a dish that can't possibly be bad.



    



    "Mm."



    



    The worry didn't last long.



    



    I put a 500g pack of soy meat for bulgogi in the cart.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.
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    I set the table myself for the first time in ages.



    



    I stir-fried shiitake mushrooms and onions together, and marinated the soy meat for bulgogi in soy sauce, minced garlic, and pepper before cooking it.



    



    I prepared instant brown rice instead of white rice, which raises blood sugar levels significantly.



    



    It's a perfect meal.



    



    Hello. Hello.



    



    When I turned on the broadcast, people started coming in one by one.



    



    Are you feeling okay?



    



    What did the hospital say?



    



    "It's worse than expected." My fasting blood sugar is 380, and my HbA1c is 10.9, and they say these are extremely high levels. So from now on, I plan to stop eating delivery food or takeout and prepare my own meals like this. Look.”



    



    I showed the stir-fried mushrooms and bulgogi I made myself.



    



    Why does it look so unappetizing?



    



    It really looks like someone who has never cooked did it



    



    Shiitake mushrooms are delicious, aren't they?



    



    Isn't it bulgogi? Can I eat this?



    



    "I tried to avoid putting in as much sugar as possible, and the meat is made from soy." I went to the store, and they had it. These days, they even have bean curd for bulgogi.



    



    It's truly a desirable world.



    



    "Then, I will enjoy the meal."



    



    With brown rice in my mouth, I picked up the stir-fried mushrooms.



    



    The subtle aroma of shiitake mushrooms is not bad.



    



    When I put it in my mouth, I feel a chewy texture beneath the slippery surface. The more you chew, the more the flavor comes out.



    



    It tastes bad.



    



    hahahahahahahahahahaha



    



    Look at that expression, lol



    



    Did you eat shit?



    



    Mushrooms are delicious.



    



    “Uh…….”



    



    I have no idea what to say.



    



    I don't even know how to deal with all this stir-fried mushrooms, but what's more despairing is the thought that I might have to eat this kind of food for the rest of my life.



    



    "No." No.



    



    Let's not look at it negatively.



    



    You have to think positively.



    



    "It's all up to how you think about it." This isn't bad. Delicious.



    



    When they were supposed to be worried, they laughed and said to the viewers who were giggling.
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    It's tasteless~



    



    If you think it's warm when it's cold, does it become warm?



    



    self-hypnosis



    



    "Fried and stir-fried food is always delicious, right?" Stir-fried mushrooms are essentially stir-fried. I'm eating a very delicious stir-fry right now.



    



    I cleared my mind and took another bite of the stir-fried mushrooms.



    



    "Spit."



    



    hahahahahaha



    



    My eyes!



    



    How did you make it so bad that I had to spit it out? LOL



    



    Hypnosis fail lol



    



    You used to eat mushrooms well when you had them with meat. Why did you do that? Haha



    



    "Seriously, it feels like a dog's turd." Why is this happening? Is it because of the salt?



    



    └What kind of salt did you use? LOL



    



    Did you use flavored salt?



    



    Did I put in too much salt?



    



    I thought it would taste good because it was herb-flavored salt, so I bought it. Ew, that's disgusting. If it only smelled like mushrooms, I would eat it, but it smells really weird because it's mixed with the herb scent.



    



    Looks like herbs don't suit my taste, haha.



    



    Why did you even put herb-flavored salt in the first place, lol?



    



    If you just follow the real recipe, it will be half done.



    



    Idiot lol



    



    I'm trying my best to eat it somehow, but they are trying to tease me no matter what.



    



    However, I somewhat expected this situation.



    



    My cooking skills will gradually improve over time, but the real issue is whether "Banchan Store" can continue airing.



    



    In this atmosphere, I think we can pull it off even without the existing content.



    



    "I don't think this will work." I'll try the bulgogi. Have you all tried soy meat? It's my first time.



    



    I was really worried thinking that I might not be able to eat meat in the future, but I'm glad I can still eat it like this.



    



    The viewers are still teasing me, but a show needs a twist.



    



    I'm confident about this bulgogi.



    



    The smell is no joke.



    



    Still, bulgogi would be delicious.



    



    Right? That would be hard to mess up.



    



    Soy meat is surprisingly delicious.



    



    "......Are you saying that bean meat is delicious?"



    



    It's the first time I've ever tasted such dryness.



    



    "This can't be called meat." Calling something like this meat is an insult to meat.
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    If it were the Middle Ages, it would have been brought before the Inquisition.



    



    "What's the problem?" I put everything you told me to put in, you know?



    



    Even if the stir-fried mushrooms had an odd smell because of the herb-flavored salt, the bean sprouts were made with the right ingredients.



    



    "Is the meat always this dry?"



    



    You've probably tried meat made from soybeans, right? The stuff that goes into Wangttoek or Jjajangbeomjeok is bean meat.



    



    The texture is different from meat, though.



    



    It's different from real meat, but it's not that tasteless.



    



    If the meat in the ramen is made from soybeans, it can't possibly taste this bad.



    



    After gulping down the cup noodle broth, the small bits of chewy noodles left in my mouth were a delicacy.



    



    However, the texture of the bean sprouts I made is so dry that it crumbles.



    



    How did you make it?



    



    Did you put the ingredients in weirdly again?



    



    "No." I only put in exactly what you told me to. Soy sauce, minced garlic, and pepper were added properly, right?



    



    I brought the ingredients I used for cooking and showed them.



    



    What are you doing using soup soy sauce, you idiot?



    



    If you just add that, it probably won't taste good, right?



    



    Even if we can't add sugar, we should at least add ginger or cooking wine.



    



    Soy sauce is a problem too, but was it a disadvantage?



    



    "Then what soy sauce do you use?"



    



    While waiting for the chat, everyone replied that they should use regular soy sauce.



    



    "And I have to be called?" "Do you eat this after soaking it?"



    



    I have nothing to say.



    



    So you just marinated it and grilled it as is??



    



    So it's not tasty, lol. You soak it in water, then dry it off before eating.



    



    "Hey, why does everyone know so much about this?" "Was I the only one who didn't know?"



    



    Only you don't know.



    



    I didn't know either, lol.



    



    It should be written on the packaging, right?



    



    The typical trait of people who can't cook. Doesn't do as told.



    



    For real, they don't do what they're told and always put in substitutes according to their own whims.



    



    Even if I write down how to eat it, they won't look at it.



    



    You only know how to eat, you don't know anything else, haha.
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    "No, don't say anything." As a mukbang YouTuber, isn't it enough to eat well? Do I really have to cook well too? If that were the case, I would have become a cooking YouTuber!



    



    LOL



    



    Right, it's a mukbang, so as long as I eat well, it's fine, right?



    



    I saw something while editing yesterday, so I said well done, right?



    



    "I'm already sensitive, so don't mess with me." Got it?



    



    Because I've been pushed to the limit yesterday and today, I have no peace of mind.



    



    I got angry as usual, but just then the dishwasher finished its cycle, and the alarm went off, bringing me back to my senses.



    



    "But did I really do something that wrong?" Wait a minute. I'll show you how I made it.



    



    To accurately show how I cooked, I switched the screen with a portable camera.



    



    When I went to the kitchen, the dishwasher beeped again. If I leave it as it is, it will keep making noise, so I opened the door to let out the steam.



    



    "Huh?"



    



    I'm checking inside the dishwasher, and the cutting board looks strange.



    



    "Why is this happening...?"



    



    The cutting board is split in half.



    



    I was so shocked that I took out the cutting board from the dishwasher, shone the camera inside, and placed it on the table.



    



    "Everyone, does this normally split like this?"



    



    What is this again? LOL



    



    What did you do to break the cutting board in half? LOL



    



    They cut the cutting board and put it in to make me laugh.



    



    Crazy, lol.



    



    "Why would I cut a perfectly good cutting board?" Even if I try to cut it, how can I cut it so neatly like this?



    



    For real, lol. The cross-section is so neat, lol.



    



    Why would you put something made of wood in the dishwasher? LOL



    



    It cracks when you boil it in hot water.



    



    “Did I really get cursed this year? "Why does everything you do turn out like this?"



    



    The viewers laugh without knowing what others are going through.



    



    I was so taken aback that I kept watching the chat, but then I thought it wasn't such a bad thing after all.



    



    "Actually, it's better." It would work well as an intro.



    



    I'm going crazy, Why is this guy like this today.



    



    Broadcasting genius



    



    Doma knows about the broadcast.



    



    I should learn a bit about housework from the uncle. If things keep going like this, it feels like we'll lose everything and starve to death.



    



    Okay. There are a lot of cooking videos, right? Learn by watching.
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    You said you watched it a lot while editing. This guy isn't just bad at following along; he's just really terrible.



    



    hahahahahahahahah



    



    "Should I?"



    



    Surely, this won't do.



    



    You can always buy a new cutting board, but eating tasteless food is unacceptable.



    



    Eating is the last remaining pleasure in this harsh world.



    



    "I can't do it." I guess I'll have to use a cheat code.



    



    What cheat code?



    



    I called Joo Ji-seung, a cooking YouTuber with 8 years of cooking experience and 570,000 subscribers.

  
    After the phone rang a few times, Jujiseung answered the call.



    



    -Oh, Chanyong.



    



    "Hyung, we're live right now. Is it okay if I talk?"



    



    -Oh. It's okay. About 10 minutes?



    



    I turned on the speakerphone.



    



    Hello, Mr. Joo Ji-seung. "Please say hello to our viewers in the room."



    



    Hello. I am the abbot of the Heart Sutra.



    



    Prajnaparamita Sutra?



    



    Whoa, is this for real?



    



    Who?



    



    Large corporation



    



    In this humble place, a noble person has come.



    



    Wait, how do you know Mr. Gungye?



    



    Was Uncle Dang a world-class player?



    



    "Who is the boss here!" Don't give me a weird nickname!



    



    The viewers laugh as he yells in anger at the nickname that seems to shorten "Diabetes Uncle."



    



    Anyway, it's true that the Heart Sutra is a major channel. There are people who don't know it, but most seem to be familiar with the Heart Sutra.



    



    "Bro, I bought some soy meat and made bulgogi." But was it always this dry?



    



    -Weren't you soaked in water?



    



    "Yeah."



    



    -How did you eat that?



    



    "......Just?"



    



    -Isn't it too stiff? If it doesn't get called, it's just a rock.



    



    hahahahahaha the chef is confused



    



    Our way of thinking is different from ours.



    



    Come to think of it, that's true. How were you planning to eat that hard thing



    



    "I thought it was always like that." When I added soy sauce and some other things and cooked it, it did get a bit softer.



    



    -Oh dear. This little brat. Does it even get eaten just because you say it does?



    



    "So I asked."



    



    On the other end of the phone, the voice of PD Choi Michael from the Heart Sutra was heard.



    



    -Chanyong, I have to go on air, so let's talk later.



    



    “Take care."
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    -Otherwise, just come over this weekend. I'll make you a meal sometime.



    



    "Really?"



    



    I will hang up.



    



    Joo Ji-seung hung up the phone urgently.



    



    You said you were fine, but it seems you were busy.



    



    Is it about merging with the Heart Sutra?



    



    A big one is coming.



    



    Doesn't anyone know who I am?



    



    I don't know either.



    



    How do you know Mr. Gungye?



    



    “ If you lack the ability to edit the Heart Sutra, please let me know. It's been about three years, and since we've been working together, we've become close. No, you don't know the Heart Sutra? It won't work. "Wait a moment."



    



    I searched for the Heart Sutra on YouTube and played the most recently edited video.



    



    -Om mani padme hum. I am the chief monk of the Heart Sutra.



    



    The more I think about it, the more the name fits perfectly.



    



    The channel name derived from the Heart Sutra, the use of a completely balding head to adopt a Gungye concept, and the unique name all come together perfectly.



    



    Is the temple not doing well these days? The monk is also doing YouTube.



    



    hahahahahaha



    



    Not a monk, lol



    



    He's bald, wearing a monk's robe, and even has a blindfold on, but he's not a monk?



    



    Viewers who didn't know Jujiseung are chatting and having fun among themselves.



    



    -These days, everyone seems to be really tired, right? No matter how much I sleep, I still feel like I haven't rested, and it seems like I can't digest anything I eat. Today, I have prepared a meal that you can easily cook and enjoy.



    



    I guess that's it. Temple food.



    



    If it's vegetarian, it would be perfect for Mr. Dang.



    



    They managed to gather as many as 570,000 people with healthy food ㄷㄷ



    



    That's true. Don't you usually make spicy food?



    



    -It's boiled pork belly that's easy to digest and nutritious.



    



    In the video, the monk placed a 6 kg chunk of pork belly on the cutting board.



    



    - Today's ingredients are just this pork belly, soy sauce, green onion, and this magical drink, cola. It's cola boiled pork.



    



    No way, lol. It's already weird for a monk to be cooking pork belly, but what did you say?



    



    What the heck is going on;;;



    



    A plate of samgyeopsal is 6 kg. If we divide it into six parts, each would be 1 kg, right? Put this in the pot and roughly chop the green onion and add it. If you're too lazy to add the green onion, you don't have to, but please make sure to include this 1.25ℓ cola.



    



    In the video, the monk poured cola into the pot without hesitation.



    



    -You can put all of this in, it doesn't matter. I always tell you, right? You need to add seasonings like sugar or salt to the point where you think, "Is this really okay?" for it to taste good.



    



    Guaaaaaaaah
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    Stop it.



    



    Madness



    



    Crazy monk, lol



    



    Gungye is right, lol.



    



    "Alright, from here on, each of you can take care of it on your own." This is the kind of brother he is. It's a bit strange, but it's delicious.



    



    I was also taken aback when Jujiseung first recommended cola boiled pork.



    



    As I was cosplaying as Gungye, I wondered if I had been consumed by the concept, but surprisingly, it had a sweet taste that lingered and a very refined flavor.



    



    “But now you can't eat stuff like this, right?"



    



    My situation is so miserable that I have to eat the scraps of bean curd left on the desk.



    



    Please provide the text you would like me to translate.



    



    It's been three days since I was diagnosed with diabetes.



    



    I'm weak because I'm not eating properly.



    



    Freelance editing is currently only handling the tasks that have already been accepted and rejecting all new requests.



    



    "I'm hungry."



    



    It's only been 2 hours since I had lunch, and I'm already hungry.



    



    If I can eat a bowl of kimchi stew with pork and a serving of fluffy white rice, I would have no regrets.



    



    However, eating white rice causes a rapid increase in blood sugar, and consuming salty foods like kimchi stew raises blood pressure.



    



    "Sigh."



    



    I turned on the broadcast because I felt like I wouldn't be able to resist my appetite if I stayed like this. I think if I work, I won't think about food as much.



    



    I was zoning out, and then the viewers started coming in.



    



    The average number of viewers for the live broadcast is around 200, but since I was diagnosed with diabetes, the number of viewers has actually increased a bit.



    



    Even though the broadcast just started, 180 people have already gathered.



    



    I was worried that the number of viewers would decrease because I couldn't eat spicy food, but I'm glad it didn't happen.



    



    Why does your face look like that? LOL



    



    I'm dying here?Hahaha



    



    Uncle, what's wrong? Is something bothering you again?



    



    A sigh naturally escapes.



    



    I gulped down the oolong tea.



    



    I started drinking it yesterday because it's good for diabetes, and while it's not as good as cola, it's tolerable when cold.



    



    If it were a food binge, I would have been confident, but now I'm relying on this cup of oolong tea.



    



    "Am I really okay?" No, I'm not okay. "Seriously, it's so hard."



    



    Until the day before yesterday, it was still okay.



    



    I gave up on the dish I couldn't even make and started looking for other ways.



    



    The first method that came to mind was roasting it.
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    It wasn't a task that required special skills, so I thought it would be easy, but in the end, I failed.



    



    The tofu fried without oil didn't taste like the tofu I used to love.



    



    It turns out that it's not just about frying the tofu; you need to coat it with flour, add a good amount of cooking oil, and even sprinkle some seasoning salt to get the taste you had at the restaurant.



    



    Since flour raises blood sugar levels significantly, I have to avoid it, and I also need to limit foods high in oil and salt, so I can't enjoy delicious fried tofu.



    



    At least the chicken breast salad I bought from the salad shop was decent, so I ate it for three days straight, but even that got boring.



    



    I, who was happier than anyone else when it came to eating, am now cornered to the point of finding the act of eating tedious.



    



    "I can't live like this." "This isn't living."



    



    It must be really tough.



    



    That makes sense. You've been eating the same thing every day.



    



    Isn't it okay to eat regular food instead of dining out?



    



    I ate one Hetbahn and my blood sugar shot up to 300. It's worth being picky about. Even I wouldn't be able to eat it because I'd be too scared.



    



    Honestly, the problem is that the uncle is really bad at cooking.



    



    Is there anything else worth buying besides salad?



    



    Exactly. Cooking can be learned slowly, but first, you need to eat to live.



    



    Most of the restaurant food is salty and sweet, so it might not be easy to find.



    



    That's right. These days, everything has sugar in it. They put an enormous amount of sugar in dishes like kimchi jjim, kimchi jjigae, and stir-fried pork.



    



    Go to a place like a side dish store and see if there's anything to eat.



    



    Isn't something like namul okay?



    



    1,666/5,000  Characters Translate



    



    "I ordered sweet potato salad for delivery and ate it this morning." I'm so tired of chicken breast. But when I checked my blood sugar two hours after eating, it went up to 371.



    



    The diet that almost completely excluded carbohydrates and sugar for a few days seemed to be effective, as my fasting blood sugar dropped from 380 to 260.



    



    Since the target is 100, there's still a long way to go, and because of the stress from my blood sugar skyrocketing every time I eat, it's really overwhelming.



    



    "Thinking about it, I think it's because of the sweet potato and the dressing." I thought sweet potatoes were okay? Where did you hear that eating sweet potatoes while dieting is a thing? But no. My blood sugar has really gone up a lot. I looked at the dressing ingredient list again, and it had a ton of sugar in it too.



    



    Dressing isn't good for your body, huh?



    



    These days, the salads from franchises are not exactly what you'd call diet food.



    



    There's so much sugar that eating vegetables doesn't even make sense.



    



    "Shall we look for a side dish store?"



    



    Over the past few days of checking my blood sugar, I've gradually been able to distinguish what I can and can't eat.



    



    Among the side dishes sold at the banchan store, you should avoid sweet foods like sweet potato tempura or braised lotus root, and you should also avoid foods with a lot of sauce, like stir-fried sausage and vegetables.



    



    Still, I thought a side dish of seasoned vegetables would be fine, so while I was looking for a banchan store near my house, one of the viewers said something shocking.



    



    Even the side dishes sold at the banchan store have sugar in them.



    



    For real?



    



    If you don't do it that way, it won't taste right. If possible, it's better to do it yourself.



    



    "......No." So how do people with diabetes live? No, I mean, I work from home, so I can just prepare my own meals, but what about people who go to the office? Aren't we supposed to eat outside?



    



    These days, it's the thought that crosses my mind the most.



    



    There is absolutely nothing to eat.



    



    Advertisements



    



    To live, a person obviously needs to eat, but the food you buy is all just sugar.



    



    "The number of diabetes patients in our country has exceeded 6 million." How do those people even eat?2)



    



    My dad walks for three hours after dinner.



    



    Are you saying there are as many as 6 million people??



    



    Since you can't completely stop eating, think about eating and exercising.



    



    But do you all eat like old men? It looks too extreme. Even the patient food isn't that bad.



    



    "Right?" Am I eating weirdly right now?



    



    So, exercise already.



    



    └ㅇㅇ It seems like that's the only way for now.



    



    "But how can you walk for three hours after eating?" Even a 30-minute walk requires a lot of mental preparation for me. You know my weight, right?



    



    Of course, I'm also trying to exercise.



    



    However, I had been so out of touch with exercise that I had forgotten the last time I went for a long walk.



    



    Just walking for 30 minutes a day made me sweat all over and my knees hurt.



    



    Even at the hospital, they said not to overexert myself until I've lost a certain amount of weight, so right now, I'm focusing on the activity itself.



    



    The doctor said to be careful because if you walk too much now, you'll injure your knee joint. I can't do it right now. I'm not in good shape either.



    



    That's right. If you push it when you weigh over 130 kg, your joints will give out.



    



    I guess I'll have to endure for a while.



    



    I just want to eat delicious food, but the reality that I can only live like this is driving me crazy.



    



    "I just want to eat delicious food." "Why can't I be happy?"



    



    [Banya Sikgyeong has donated 100,000 won]



    



    "Are you happy?"



    



    Crazy lol



    



    Ah, hahaha, I can't resist financial therapy.



    



    Prajnaparamita Sutra: Just hang in there a little longer. I'll treat you to something delicious tomorrow.

  
    Saturday.



    



    It's the day of the union with the monk.



    



    I left home early in the morning and headed to the Banyasikgyeong Channel studio in Bucheon.



    



    I used to visit the old office often, but since moving, I haven't been able to come even once, so I got a bit lost.



    



    "This must be the place."



    



    I took my eyes off my smartphone and looked up, and a new building was soaring towards the sky.



    



    As expected from a channel with 570,000 subscribers, they use quite a spacious officetel as their studio.



    



    While waiting on the first floor, a bald man with a strong build approached with a smile on his face.



    



    I am a monk.



    



    Even over his clothes, his broad shoulders and firm chest stood out, and with his big nose and fierce eyes, I thought he was a gangster when I first saw him.



    



    "Hyung."



    



    "You're early?"



    



    I'm so hungry. "Save me."



    



    "Ugh." I've prepared everything.



    



    A handsome gangster, you say?



    



    I got on the elevator.



    



    "Have you eaten anything?" I watched the broadcast, and it wasn't good at all.



    



    "My point exactly." Whenever I eat something, my blood sugar spikes, so I can't eat anything. "When I eat meat, my blood sugar doesn't rise, but they tell me not to eat it."



    



    "Neck meat is fine." "Grill it without any grease."



    



    "Really?"



    



    As Jujiseung nodded, the elevator came to a stop.



    



    It's the 7th floor.



    



    "Mr. Chanyong."



    



    When I opened the studio door and walked in, a man with short hair and rimless glasses greeted me with a kind smile.



    



    I am Michael Choi, the PD of the Heart Sutra.



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Choi Michael, what an amazing channel that has even achieved religious harmony.



    



    Hello.



    



    "Come in." "Have you eaten yet?"



    



    “I haven't eaten anything since last night."



    



    "Why?"



    



    "I'm planning to get a free meal." Please give me something delicious.



    



    "Hehe." Even so, Ji-seung hyung told me to prepare snacks.



    



    "Snacks?"
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    Choi Michael smiled slightly and headed to the kitchen. I sat with Ju Ji-seung and looked around.



    



    "Cool."



    



    Right? It cost a lot of money.



    



    "I think so." You did it, bro.



    



    "Success, what success?" "It's all thanks to you."



    



    The monk said something embarrassing.



    



    "I don't not have my ball."



    



    Joo Ji-seung and I both smiled slightly.



    



    The channel that Joo Ji-seung initially operated was called "Yori Gosu," and it didn't even have 10,000 subscribers.



    



    It's a channel I enjoy watching, but it's a shame it isn't growing, so I meddled.



    



    I was sharing tips on editing styles and how to pick thumbnails, and later on, I ended up editing one or two videos a week.



    



    There, Choi Michael established the concepts of the Heart Sutra, the monk, the bald head, and Gungye, leading to the present.



    



    "I hope it suits your taste."



    



    "Ah, thank you."



    



    Choi Michael placed a plate in front of me and ended up trailing off while greeting.



    



    It's a cake.



    



    I can't believe they put a cake in front of a diabetic patient.



    



    "Hyung, this."



    



    "It's a sugar-free cake."



    



    "Mortgage?"



    



    "Instead of using flour, we use almond flour, so the carbohydrate content is lower." Instead of sugar, a substitute sweetener called erythritol was used.



    



    I slowly shifted my gaze.



    



    Joo Ji-seung explained the situation with a proud expression.



    



    In 100g, there are only 0.6g of sugars. If you eat as much as you want... it might be a bit troublesome, but one piece should be fine.



    



    "Really?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung nodded instead of answering.



    



    Is it Sariputra?



    



    "I bought one more, so please take it with you when you go back."



    



    Choi Michael said.



    



    "......Are you an angel?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    Choi Michael turned around with a warm smile, like a freshly steamed bun just taken out of the steamer.



    



    "Try it."



    



    Jujiseung offered the cake.
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    "This is the first time my heart is racing like this."



    



    "Ugh." Yoonan is.”



    



    It's not being overly dramatic.



    



    The past few days have been like a real nightmare.



    



    Looking for foods that raise blood sugar less, I ended up eating tofu, cabbage, seaweed, and mushrooms as my main meals. While I could tolerate it for a meal or two, eating them for five days straight was torture.



    



    A cake was given to me like that.



    



    "Phew."



    



    I took a deep breath, collected my thoughts, and cut the cake.



    



    Suddenly, I thought that perhaps I should at least recite a prayer or chant before this noble act, or rather, this ritual.



    



    However, since I have no religion, I put the cake in my mouth with a solemn attitude.



    



    Cold and moist.



    



    It's not the soft texture of a typical cake, but it's somewhere between a chiffon cake and a pound cake.



    



    The carrots that you occasionally bite into add an interesting texture, and the cream cheese layered between the cake adds to the flavor.



    



    It feels like my tongue and brain are melting from the sweetness I haven't tasted in a week.



    



    How long has it been since I had delicious food?



    



    "Isn't it delicious?"



    



    The monk asked.



    



    If there was no food in my mouth, I would want to chant "Namu Amitabul Kwanse-eum Bosal."



    



    "Really." "It's really delicious."



    



    "Ugh." Right now, how could anything about you not be appealing?



    



    Jujiseung rested his chin on his hand.



    



    "When I was strictly following my diet and then ate something like that, I was like, 'What is this?'" It's definitely food I've eaten before, but it feels much more diverse.



    



    “I wonder if cream cheese has always been this rich. Is it because it's made with almonds? I didn't know bread could be this delicious."



    



    "It's delicious, but it's just the wheat that makes it good." "I haven't had anything stimulating for a while, so it tastes even better now."



    



    If it were up to me, I would want to devour it in one bite, but since it's a pity to see the cake slowly disappear, I savor it slowly.



    



    "I also had a hard time when I was diagnosed with diabetes."



    



    The monk comforted me.



    



    "What's your HbA1c level right now?"



    



    "6.0"



    



    "Huh?"



    



    I was startled.



    



    Glycated hemoglobin is a measure that indicates the average blood sugar levels over approximately three months, and it can serve as an accurate criterion for assessing long-term blood sugar control.



    



    When the hemoglobin A1c level is between 4-6%, it is considered normal, and if it is higher, it is regarded as a diabetic patient.



    



    When I was first diagnosed with diabetes, my HbA1c level was 10.9%, which was very serious.



    



    The doctor said that the goal should be to lower this figure to the level of 6.5-7%.
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    In other words, it means that Joo Ji-seung is already maintaining blood sugar levels within the normal range.



    



    "How?" If it's 6.0, isn't that totally average?



    



    I took the medicine, followed the diet, and exercised too. Learn exercise from Jichan. Blood sugar management absolutely requires building muscle.



    



    It looks like I'll end up doing the exercise I hate more than anything.



    



    Please provide the text you would like me to translate.



    



    After eating the cake, I prepared for the broadcast.



    



    I can't just keep taking advantage of others, so I decided to appear on the Banya Sutra broadcast today, but the scale is quite daunting.



    



    Joo Ji-seung, who had gone to the next room to prepare for the broadcast, turned his head as he entered the studio and was taken aback.



    



    The monk, dressed in a golden robe, is wearing a matching eye mask, has a large prayer bead necklace around his neck, and is holding a long staff in his hand.



    



    Seeing it in person after only watching it on video is even more shocking.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "It's really scary." The brother who couldn't even ask for more side dishes at the restaurant has changed so much.



    



    "You've seen it a lot."



    



    "It's different from seeing it in person."



    



    Joo Ji-seung chuckled.



    



    "If you want to make a living, what can't you do?" But is it weird? I even wore an eye patch today. Not funny?



    



    "Mm."



    



    Someone who doesn't know Jujiseung might laugh, but to me, it's pitiful.



    



    "Let me see."



    



    Choi Michael looked up and down at Joo Ji-seung and nodded.



    



    "It's okay." It's funny.



    



    "Really?"



    



    “It's very funny."



    



    "What?"



    



    Choi Michael, who turned his back on the furious Jujiseung, handed me the iron hammer.



    



    "Try touching it." It's squishy, right?



    



    "Yes."



    



    "When we go live, Ji-seung hyung will probably overdo it a bit." "I'm going to slam this on the desk according to the situation, so don't be surprised."



    



    Have I been too casual with my broadcasts all this time?



    



    I haven't edited the Heart Sutra much, but I don't know when the broadcast style changed to this skit format.



    



    "I'll start." When I call, Chanyong comes out for me.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    Joo Ji-seung stood in front of the camera setup, and Choi Mi-kael sat in front of the computer.



    



    "I turned it on." Please let me know when you're ready.



    



    The microphone and camera are not on yet; only the standby screen is up.
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    A 32-inch monitor installed vertically at the front displays the chat window, allowing you to see the viewers' reactions from a distance.



    



    Om Mani Padme Hum



    



    Who is Banchan-yong?



    



    Leader! Open the door!



    



    What is the background music?



    



    Taejo Wang Geon background music



    



    The opening BGM of the drama is playing.



    



    This is something that the Heart Sutra has been doing for a long time, so I'm used to it.



    



    When Choi Michael raised his hand, Ju Ji-seung lifted his chin and solemnly looked around.



    



    hahaha



    



    I even wore an eye patch today, lol.



    



    Doesn't it get in the way while cooking?



    



    Seriously, how is that person an ordinary person?



    



    The monk struck the floor with his staff.



    



    "Who made that sound?" "Who made a laughing sound during this sacred broadcast time?"



    



    "Ugh."



    



    I've improved a lot in acting over time.



    



    I did so well that I couldn't help but laugh.



    



    So, the monk glared at me with bulging eyes.



    



    "Truly unfortunate." The king is currently imparting teachings to the people, so how can one dare to laugh?



    



    I felt like I couldn't just stay still, so I went in front of the camera and lay flat on the ground.



    



    "Please kill me!"



    



    Originally, I was going to go out and greet when the host called, but it seems more appropriate for the flow of the broadcast.



    



    Maybe this was a sign.



    



    "Oh no." Did you see something lewd?



    



    "Lecherous?"



    



    I lifted my head.



    



    "I see that your head is full of nonsense." "Hey, Chief Choi."



    



    "Yes, Your Majesty."



    



    Choi Michael answered.



    



    "Kill this bastard."



    



    "Yes!"



    



    Choi Michael approached with a fluffy mace and struck my head.
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    It's not easy to act because I have to collapse from a blow weaker than a kitten's paw.



    



    hahahahahahahahahaha



    



    Why are you dying? LOL



    



    Who the heck is this again?



    



    Not a guest? What, the guest died before even being introduced, lol.



    



    "Ugh." Wake up, Chanyong.



    



    Joo Ji-seung approached me with a smile and helped me up.



    



    "I told you we have a guest today, right?" We have Mr. Banchan, who runs a banchan store and a mukbang channel, with us. Chan-young, introduce yourself.



    



    I checked the chat window.



    



    The chat is moving up too quickly, so I can't read it, but I see a lot of "kek."



    



    I got swept up in a skit I couldn't prepare for in advance, but the reaction isn't bad.



    



    It's only been a short while since the broadcast started, and already there are 4,100 viewers. It really is a rising channel.



    



    Hello. It's for side dishes. I came over because you said you would treat me to something delicious today.



    



    "Chan-young's broadcast is really fun, so everyone please subscribe once."



    



    Jujiseung openly asked for a subscription.



    



    I turn my head, and Jujiseung smiles. Promoting my close brother who has secured 570,000 subscribers.



    



    It's incredibly reassuring.

  
    "Does Chanyong like bibimbap?"



    



    “ like it, but it has to have meat."



    



    Not only bibimbap, but all food should contain meat.



    



    "Today, it's bibimbap without meat and without gochujang."



    



    Jujiseung put on gloves and uttered a terrifying remark.



    



    "How is that bibimbap?" Meat and gochujang are the identity of bibimbap.



    



    "There's bibimbap that doesn't fit either."



    



    Joo Ji-seung smiled slightly and looked at the camera.



    



    I'm anxious.



    



    "Today, I'm going to make a really good bibimbap for people with diabetes, like me and Chanyong."



    



    Choi Michael moved the ingredients onto the table one by one.



    



    "First, I'll sit down to eat." Chan-young, you haven't been eating lately, have you?



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "Why aren't you eating?"



    



    "Because my blood sugar is too high."



    



    "Right." White rice really raises blood sugar levels a lot.



    



    Nodded.



    



    The glycemic index (GI) of white rice is 80, which is very high.



    



    "Rice is rich in carbohydrates, and the term 'carbohydrates' itself refers to sugar derivatives like glucose, maltose, and fructose." In other words, rice contains a lot of sugar.



    



    I didn't know that the term "carbohydrates" refers to all types of sugars.



    



    "That's why it's delicious."



    



    "Ugh." That's right. So, why does rice particularly raise blood sugar levels?



    



    It's because it's well absorbed.



    



    Absorption



    



    “When you harvest rice, you mill it, right?"



    



    "Peeling it off?"



    



    "Okay." The best part is completely removing the husk. White rice with a bit of bran left is brown rice. But this bran interferes with the absorption of rice in our bodies.



    



    "Oh, so that's why white rice without the husk is easily digested and raises blood sugar quickly?"



    



    "That's right." So, people like us who have diabetes or want to lose weight should eat brown rice.



    



    Jujiseung showed Hyunmi.



    



    The husk remaining on this brown rice. The husk is made of fiber. "Have you heard of dietary fiber?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "This is why you need to eat a lot of fiber when you're on a diet." Dietary fiber prevents the food that enters the body from being absorbed. So even if you eat the same amount, if you eat it with dietary fiber, you gain less weight. Blood sugar levels also rise less.
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    "Ah."



    



    The problem is that there are many people who dislike this texture. The taste is also better with the best rice. So today, I'm going to cook rice with a ratio of 4 parts white rice, 3 parts brown rice, and 3 parts oats.



    



    "Oats?"



    



    I've heard that people on a diet eat oats.



    



    "This is also made up of dietary fiber and complex carbohydrates, so it's good for blood sugar control." Complex carbohydrates are absorbed less than simple carbohydrates.



    



    It seems that complex carbohydrates are absorbed less than simple sugars.



    



    Jujiseung adjusted the ratio of white rice, brown rice, and oats to 4:3:3.



    



    "Mikael, wash the rice and cook it."



    



    Choi Michael received rice from the monk and headed to the kitchen.



    



    "Then we need to season the vegetables now." I've already prepared everything else, so let's just focus on the spinach for now.



    



    Jujiseung rested his chin on the basket filled with spinach.



    



    "Do you like spinach?"



    



    "No."



    



    "Why?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung asked in surprise.



    



    "Because it's a vegetable."



    



    I don't understand why they're asking something so obvious, so I just blink, but Jujiseung looks flustered too.



    



    They just kept staring at each other, and then Jujiseung ended up laughing.



    



    "Today won't be easy."



    



    Right? Vegetables are tasteless.



    



    So confident, lol



    



    Crisis of the Abbot



    



    "First, I'll blanch the spinach, rinse it in cold water, and then squeeze out the excess water."



    



    The monk lit the fire.



    



    "What did Chanyong originally like?"



    



    I like all kinds of meat. I like fruits and I like noodles too.



    



    "One will be added today."



    



    "No." It's not spinach."



    



    Even if the world were to split in two, spinach wouldn't taste good.



    



    "This is really delicious." Spinach is originally delicious in winter. The more it freezes and thaws, the more it wears away.



    



    "Spinach is sweet?"



    



    "When it gets cold, the leaves freeze, right?" To overcome that, they increase the sweetness. So winter spinach is really delicious.



    



    "When your blood sugar rises, it's not good, right?"



    



    "That's a good point." You can taste the sweetness, but spinach has a very low glycemic index of 15. Moreover, one of the ingredients in diabetes complication treatments is alpha-lipoic acid, and it's also found in spinach.



    



    Jujiseung quickly took out the spinach he had just put into the boiling water.
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    They rinsed it with cold water and then wrung it out to remove the moisture.



    



    "Alright, I'm going to add the pre-made soy sauce here, and I'll put the ratio in the subtitles."



    



    Looking at the broadcast monitor, Choi Michael uploaded the soy sauce recipe as an image.



    



    It seems you just need to add soy sauce, kelp, garlic, onion, Cheongyang chili peppers, shiitake mushrooms, and whole peppercorns and boil it.



    



    Add minced garlic to the soy sauce. Ah, Chanyong. Garlic must be minced or sliced thinly like this.



    



    "Is there a reason?"



    



    Garlic contains a compound called alliin, but when garlic is damaged, it transforms into a compound called allicin. But this improves blood sugar, blood pressure, and cholesterol.



    



    "Oh."



    



    "So, garlic must be processed like this~"



    



    "Must do it~"



    



    Jujiseung drizzled sesame oil over the spinach, mixed it, and finished by sprinkling sesame seeds.



    



    "Try it."



    



    I just blanched the spinach and drizzled some soy sauce and sesame oil on it, but I wonder if it will taste good.



    



    But just like the mortgaged cake, there must be a reason this time too.



    



    The moment you pick it up with chopsticks and put it in your mouth, the nutty aroma of sesame oil fills your nasal passages.



    



    The garlic aroma rises from below, enhancing the flavor, and finally, the umami of the seasoned soy sauce tantalizes the tongue.



    



    "It's delicious." And……



    



    How can vegetables be like this?



    



    "It's really delicious."



    



    I blinked in disbelief and then asked.



    



    "Why is it delicious?"



    



    "Ugh." "Isn't it delicious?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung asked with a beaming smile.



    



    Spinach is that delicious?



    



    What the heck I thought it was spinach, but it looks like someone ate beef.



    



    Stop overreacting.



    



    Fiddling fiddling fiddling fiddling fiddling



    



    Now they're bringing in a mukbang YouTuber and insisting it's delicious, lol.



    



    "Oh dear." These bastards. Why would I manipulate my close younger sibling? Where else would you find a kid as good as her? 봐요. Where do I look like a liar? "How can someone look so innocent?"



    



    The nickname for the subscribers of the Heart Sutra is "Hwasang."



    



    How can you tell just by looking at the face?



    



    I saw this guy put cotton candy in his black bean noodles, and since no one else is doing it, he's just saying it's delicious no matter what.



    



    hahaha



    



    Clarify! Explain yourself!
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    “I feel really wronged. "This is really sweet, you know?"



    



    The more Joo Ji-seung feels wronged, the more the viewers tease him.



    



    It seems like both the cast and the viewers are having fun like this.



    



    Now I somewhat understand the atmosphere of this room.



    



    "I'll give you just one word."



    



    When the monk and the viewers focused on me, I spoke confidently.



    



    "Look at me." Do I look like someone who would lie about food?



    



    I patted the belly.



    



    "Right now, even though I'm down to 132 kg, I’m a true professional who has hit a personal best of 138 kg." There aren't many people in Korea who are as serious about eating as I am.



    



    No way, lol.



    



    It's perfect logic.



    



    Gabulgyeok



    



    I acknowledge it.



    



    When I turned my head, Joo Ji-seung burst into laughter. Choi Michael is the same.



    



    "I had something delicious to eat, and now I really can't stand it anymore." "When are we eating?"



    



    Now. Mikael, please bring me some rice and vegetables.



    



    Choi Michael, holding back laughter, brought a rice cooker and several side dish containers.



    



    "Alright, the bibimbap we're having today is Andong-style bibimbap."



    



    The monk scooped rice and put it in the bowl.



    



    Then, she took a little bit of the side dishes from the container and placed them around the rice.



    



    Including the freshly seasoned spinach, carrots, fernbrake, radish greens, bean sprouts, and bellflower root.



    



    There are six types of wild greens that I usually don't eat, but the way they are gathered together looks quite neat.



    



    It's not my favorite food, but since I just tasted spinach, I'm looking forward to it.



    



    "You've never had Andong-style bibimbap, have you?"



    



    Jujiseung placed a poached egg in the middle of the bibimbap and said.



    



    So glad to see you.



    



    “ It's my first time."



    



    "In Andong, we mix it like this with just the vegetables, without gochujang." Try it.



    



    I heard that gochujang also raises blood sugar a lot. The problem lies with the starch syrup and glutinous rice used in gochujang.



    



    But I wonder if bibimbap without gochujang will actually taste good.



    



    You're eating bibimbap without gochujang?



    



    Try saying that this is delicious too.



    



    It's really absurd, but when that person says it, you can't help but believe it.



    



    The viewers also don't believe it.



    



    But since I've shown something today, I'm thinking of giving it a try.
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    I'm also really hungry.



    



    Thank you. I will eat well.



    



    I mixed it just right and put it in my mouth.



    



    Every time you chew, the various types of greens each boast their own unique texture.



    



    As soon as you feel the crunchiness of the bean sprouts, the bellflower root showcases its unique aroma and texture.



    



    The bracken I used to hate swims gracefully between the greens, and the finely sliced and stir-fried carrots intertwine perfectly.



    



    Was namul always this delicious?



    



    Without realizing it, my chewing speed increases.



    



    Every time you chew, the subtle aroma of sesame oil gently wafts through your mouth.



    



    The umami that lingers on the tip of the tongue must surely be soy sauce.



    



    The uniquely flavored ingredients each boast about their own merits, while the nutty sesame oil and savory soy sauce elevate the excitement.



    



    The egg yolk melted between the grains of rice and in the gaps of the vegetables, binding them into a single dish.



    



    They said it was Andong-style.



    



    The pungmul troupe, with gongs, jingles, janggu, and drums, joyfully entered the mouth, celebrating a feast.



    



    "How is it?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung asked with a confident expression.



    



    It's a taste I never expected.



    



    "Isn't it delicious?"



    



    There was food left in my mouth, making it hard to answer, but Jujiseung kept asking.



    



    Now it's out in the open



    



    No way, lol. At least pretend to be deceived, lol.



    



    Don't force it, lol.



    



    How much did you get?



    



    Your expression is serious, isn't it?



    



    Where do you go to acting school?



    



    I understand your feelings. It really looks unappetizing. Honestly, who likes bellflower root?



    



    After swallowing the food and opening his mouth, the monk blinks rapidly.



    



    "But you really have to try it to know." What it feels like is that when I was young, I really hated going outside. But my parents keep insisting that we go to the valley.



    



    What are you talking about all of a sudden?



    



    I also hated going to the beach, mountains, and valleys. I have to play a game.



    



    "So I was resisting going, but after getting scolded, I had no choice but to come." So, since they couldn't stand up to them, they protested by sticking their lips out like this from inside the car, right?



    



    Choi Michael, sitting across from him, furrowed his eyebrows and tilted his head.



    



    "But after arriving at the valley, we ended up playing again." 어? It's more fun than I expected. Splashing around with my younger cousins, swimming, and catching freshwater clams. After playing for a long time, my mom asks. It's fun to come out, right? 라고. But you have pride, right? I was pouting the whole way here, and now you're saying it's fun? But it was fun. Anyone can see that I'm excited. So, it feels like I have no choice but to just nod my head.



    



    He pointed to the bibimbap and said.
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    "I really don't eat food like this temple meal, you know?" It's not tasty. But this Andong-style bibimbap is undeniable. Delicious. Really.



    



    What are you talking about? LOL



    



    But I think I know what you mean, lol. I think I know how you feel, lol.



    



    What even is that flavor? LOL



    



    This guy doesn't seem normal either.



    



    I guarantee you, there's no better way to describe this situation.



    



    The bibimbap I like must have raw beef, spicy stir-fried pork, bulgogi, or at least stir-fried liver.



    



    I never imagined bibimbap without gochujang. Bibimbap without gochujang and meat is not tasty.



    



    But this Andong-style bibimbap is frustratingly delicious.



    



    Just adding a poached egg to the vegetables can make such a delicious dish; it's almost a shame for all the hard work that went into it.



    



    I couldn't stand the hunger, so I started eating bibimbap in a hurry, regardless of the broadcast.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "Thank you for your hard work."



    



    "You've worked hard."



    



    After about 2 hours of live broadcasting, we finished Part 1.



    



    In Part 1, we will take a short break to tidy up the disordered surroundings and continue with Part 2 in the evening.



    



    It feels like a restaurant's break time, but true to the channel name "Banya Sikgyeong," the second part is a late-night snack.



    



    "You were eating so well, weren't you?"



    



    "It was really amazing." It's been so long since I've eaten something this delicious. Thanks, bro.



    



    Jujiseung smiles slightly.



    



    "Chanyong."



    



    "Huh?"



    



    "Come by often and have a meal." Promote the channel too.



    



    "Eh." I have some dignity too, how could you say that? "Thanks enough for today too."



    



    Jujiseung shakes his head slowly.



    



    "You helped me when I was struggling because my broadcast wasn't going well and I couldn't edit." "Don't feel burdened, come when you're hungry, eat some food, and learn to cook."



    



    "......Hyung."



    



    "And I need to quickly grow the side dish store too."



    



    I'm so grateful that I can't actually express my thanks properly.



    



    "And this."



    



    Jujiseung took the sugar-free cake and the side dishes out of the refrigerator and packed them into a paper bag.



    



    "It's cake and seasoned vegetables." Take it and eat it.



    



    "……."



    



    It was a really tough week.



    



    I tried to stay strong, but as days went by, the thought of losing even my last hope consumed my mind.
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    At a time when I was thinking that if things continued like this, I might end up with depression, I never expected to receive such great help.



    



    I was taken aback without realizing it.



    



    "And don't think too pessimistically." They say that people who were diagnosed with diabetes when they were young live longer than others.



    



    "What does that mean?"



    



    "If you recognize the seriousness and take care of it from a young age, you will live longer than a healthy person."



    



    "Really?"



    



    "Really." If you manage it diligently, there will come a time when your HbA1c stabilizes. From then on, it's okay to eat occasionally. If it becomes a habit again, it will be dangerous.



    



    I thought I would never be able to eat delicious food for the rest of my life, but I found hope.



    



    "And work hard, and sometimes give yourself a reward." That's how you can maintain it for a long time. "Managing diabetes is a long-term battle."



    



    "What award?"



    



    "Have you heard of Cheating Day?"



    



    Nodded.



    



    Whether it's once every two weeks or once a week, eat a meal without being picky about the menu. You shouldn't binge eat, just one serving.



    



    "Is it okay?"



    



    The party is on the rise. But it's much better than holding back and then binge eating, giving up on managing it altogether. I managed it that way too.



    



    Joo Ji-seung smiled slyly.



    



    "Do you know when I was the happiest after being diagnosed with diabetes?"



    



    "When the HbA1c was 6.0%?"



    



    Jujiseung shook his head.



    



    "When I have low blood sugar."



    



    "That's dangerous, you know."



    



    The doctor said that if I have hypoglycemia, I could go into shock, so I should always carry something like juice with me.



    



    "It's dangerous." So, we need to quickly raise the blood sugar.



    



    I couldn't understand it right away, so I hesitated and ended up opening my eyes and mouth wide.



    



    "When I had low blood sugar, I immediately boiled ramen and ate it." . I can't forget that taste.



    



    I thought it was food I would never eat again.



    



    But there's no law that says you have to die, as there are healthy and delicious foods like Andong-style bibimbap and low-sugar cake.



    



    Sometimes, thinking that I can eat the foods I used to love gives me a sense of hope.



    



    "Thanks a lot for today, bro."



    



    "Thanks." "Go on, get some rest."



    



    “See you again. PD, goodbye. Thank you for today."



    



    "Please go in carefully."



    



    Joo Ji-seung exchanged greetings with Choi Michael and headed outside.



    



    The cake and side dishes in both hands are quite heavy, so I feel reassured.



    



    I got on the bus, and fortunately, there was a seat available, so I sat down and opened YouTube.
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    I'm looking through the comments I couldn't check during the live stream, but something feels off.



    



    Side dish store



    



    @banchan2 102.7 thousand subscribers



    



    "......Huh?"



    



    *Andong bibimbap.



    



    I tried to mix the vegetables myself to show a reference image, but it was too cumbersome, so I gave up.



    



    I bought ingredients from the local side dish store and mixed them together to eat. Even without gochujang, mixing it with well-seasoned vegetables is delicious.

  
    The collaboration with the Heart Sutra significantly increased the number of subscribers.



    



    It's a major channel, and during the broadcast, Joo Ji-seung was so blatant in his promotion that I had some expectations.



    



    I never dreamed that it would increase by about 13,000 people in just one day.



    



    Even though the increase has slowed, even now, two days later, more people than usual are still coming in.



    



    The even more joyful news is that the video views have started to rise noticeably, and the number of live broadcast viewers has also increased.



    



    "When the water comes in, you have to row the boat."



    



    Since being diagnosed with diabetes, I've been struggling continuously, but finally, an opportunity has come my way.



    



    I can't miss it.



    



    It really feels like a job where I can eat delicious food and communicate with many people is finally within reach.



    



    If I can make a living doing what I love and be loved and recognized for it, I couldn't ask for anything more.



    



    "To do that."



    



    It seems like the time to make a choice is approaching.



    



    Since I've surpassed the minimum threshold of 100,000 subscribers to be a full-time YouTuber, I should now focus on growing my side dish store without taking on freelance work for other channels, except for Jimkkun, WooGenius, and Banya Sikgyeong.



    



    To do that, there's still one task left: content.



    



    The current trend should be seen as a combined effect.



    



    To retain the incoming people and also appeal to more, I need my own content.



    



    "What should I do?"



    



    Originally, I mainly posted videos of myself eating food, but now the main content is videos of me suffering while making and eating healthy meals.



    



    The response isn't bad, but it will be hard to expect a greater effect with just this.



    



    What would be good?



    



    It's still daunting to dive into full-time without solid content.



    



    "……I'm hungry."



    



    After worrying for a long time, I feel hungry.



    



    In the past, I would have opened a delivery app to check out my favorite places or newly opened restaurants, but now I have to cook for myself.



    



    I set the table half-heartedly, and just looking at it makes me sigh.



    



    As instructed by the monk, mix white rice and brown rice in a 5:5 ratio and cook.



    



    Even that is quite insufficient because my blood sugar has risen significantly, and I can only eat a third of what I usually do.



    



    The chicken breast I bought to consume protein without fat is so dry that I can't even describe it.



    



    I'm surviving on the side dishes my mother sent, but I can't keep up this diet.



    



    Because the food has to be delicious.



    



    Even if it's not as good as Jujiseung, we must keep expanding the range of foods we can make.



    



    I tore the chicken breast and put it in my mouth.



    



    Even if you fry it, it won't taste good, so there's no way it can taste good when boiled.
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    Even if I don't expect a whole chicken, I want to enjoy a delicious piece like a leg or wing without any worries.



    



    "You said that if you exercise, you can eat a bit more."



    



    However, since it's hard to improve my cooking skills right away, it's quicker to exercise if I want to eat something delicious.



    



    "What should I start with?"



    



    I heard that thigh exercises are good, but after searching, I found that there are so many types of squats, like wide squats, single-leg squats, sumo squats, jump squats, and so on.



    



    Boo-woo- boo-woo-



    



    The smartphone vibrated.



    



    I checked and found that there is a meeting scheduled for today at 3 PM.



    



    It is a regular meeting held once a month with 'gym-goers.'



    



    Please provide the text you would like me to translate.



    



    I listened to Jichan about this month's content direction for the baggage handler and summarized it.



    



    "Are you really not going to do it?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    It seems that Cha Ji-chan is still quite regretful about me stopping the editing.



    



    "Yeah." ……Sigh. Thinking about finding an editor already feels overwhelming.



    



    "Stop whining." If you say you're looking for an editor at the porters' place, who wouldn't go looking for one?



    



    "The problem is that there's no one like you."



    



    Cha Ji-chan twirled the glass and said.



    



    Banchan. Did you go on Ji-seung's show?



    



    "Did you see it?"



    



    "Why don't you come on my show?" You asked me once before, remember?



    



    A while ago, Chajichan asked if I would be interested in appearing on his show.



    



    "Hyung makes me exercise, and Jiseung hyung feeds me."



    



    "When you exercise, you feel good, right?"



    



    "Fuhahaha!"



    



    Cha Ji-chan's eyes widened.



    



    It was funny. Just now.



    



    Saying that exercise is good, the sense of humor of a 2-million-subscriber YouTuber is indeed exceptional.



    



    "Don't do that, just come to our gym."



    



    "I don't like it."



    



    "I'll take care of it."



    



    “I won't do it."



    



    "While we're at it, let's shoot a video too." You need content anyway. I also needed new content lately, so this is great.



    



    The conversation is heading in a bad direction.



    



    To follow this human exercise routine, I'll catch the person before I catch the blood sugar.
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    "No." "It's okay."



    



    "Hey, why are you feeling burdened between us?" Come out.



    



    "Contractual relationship."



    



    "What?"



    



    "Since we're on very dry terms, you don't have to go this far."



    



    "Hey, dude." Why do you say things like that? Making people feel disappointed. How much time have we spent together?



    



    "5 years."



    



    "Isn't that a bit old by now?"



    



    "At least 10 years."



    



    Cha Ji-chan blinked and then got angry.



    



    "Then why are you speaking informally to me?" In our contractual relationship, I'm three years older than you, and as you said, we're not even close, and we've only known each other for five years.



    



    It's being petty.



    



    "I will treat you with utmost respect from now on."



    



    "Hey!"



    



    As I bowed my head and greeted, Cha Ji-chan wiggled his hips and threw a tantrum.



    



    The well-developed deltoids, trapezius, and pectoralis major swaying from side to side are extremely intimidating.



    



    "Stop it." Gross.



    



    "Let's do it." I told you I'm doing well. "Where else are you going to find a trainer like me?"



    



    "......Is that so?"



    



    I participated in a competition and even came in first place, and the gym I opened two years ago is running well, so it doesn't seem like a completely wrong statement.



    



    "Okay." "Do you think someone who told you not to learn from someone who was once fat like me and then got healthy would know about your body condition?"



    



    Strangely persuasive.



    



    In a Q&A video celebrating 1 million subscribers, Cha Ji-chan revealed a photo of himself from high school, disclosing that he was 168 cm tall and weighed 98 kg at the time.



    



    There will surely be a difference between someone who has experienced obesity and someone who has not.



    



    "Side dishes, think carefully." "Didn't you want to eat something like this?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan shook the Java Chip Frappuccino.



    



    When you sip the drink, the mocha frappuccino fills your mouth along with the finely crushed ice.



    



    Enjoying the sweet aroma that flows through the nasal passages while savoring the texture of chewing java chips and ice pieces together is pure art.



    



    It was once my holy water.



    



    "If you eat that now, it'll be a big problem."



    



    "If you work out hard, you can eat stuff like this, you know?"



    



    "How do you know that?"



    



    "I also have diabetes, you know?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan showed me his smartphone. It is the blood sugar recorded daily in Google Sheets.



    



    I am maintaining my fasting blood sugar between 90 and 100, and my postprandial blood sugar has not exceeded 180.
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    It's at the level of an ordinary person.



    



    "If you exercise with me for just 2 hours every day, you can be like me." I promise.



    



    The sweet words that you can eat delicious food.



    



    And the audacity of drinking a grande-sized Java Chip Frappuccino that's even sweeter than that.



    



    If I have to exercise anyway, wouldn't it be better to learn from someone who knows it well?



    



    I almost lost my sanity for a moment at the hope that one day I might get to drink a Java Chip Frappuccino.



    



    However, I came to my senses when I heard that I could lift 120 kg with the bench press and work out for two hours every day.



    



    "I won't do it." I can't do it.



    



    "Why!"



    



    Cha Ji-chan shouted.



    



    "Hyung, you know exactly how to exercise, so why should I do it?"



    



    Over the past five years, I have edited or reviewed most of the videos uploaded to Jimkun.



    



    If I follow this guy just because I want to eat, I'll end up eating funeral rice.



    



    "What are you talking about?" "Of course, I'll take your condition into account."



    



    "......Really?"



    



    "Okay." I won't make you do anything unreasonable.



    



    Cha Ji-chan glanced at me.



    



    "Running is usually good for losing weight, but if you overdo it now, you'll mess up your joints."



    



    I know exactly.



    



    The doctor also warned me not to do any strenuous exercise right now.



    



    So, just walk for exactly 2 hours at the pool. If you do it in the water, it won't strain your joints, and you can also manage the intensity of the workout due to the resistance.



    



    No. I can't do it.



    



    "The words 'I can't do it' have stuck in my mouth." What's the problem this time? "Who do you think is going to see your belly fat?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    “I misjudged the side dishes."



    



    "What are you talking about?"



    



    "Is that really more important than a Java Chip Frappuccino?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan raised his glass.



    



    "You can drink it, you know?" Besides this, you can still have pizza and jjambbong, the things you like, sometimes, you know?



    



    "Are you a doctor?" "Where's the guarantee that I'll end up like you?"



    



    I almost wavered for a moment.



    



    Even if Cha Ji-chan manages his blood sugar well through exercise, that's ultimately a personal experience.



    



    It cannot be applied to everyone.



    



    "I've had diabetes for 10 years." Better than an average doctor.



    



    Cha Ji-chan ostentatiously slurped his Seongsu, no, Java Chip Frappuccino, and then rested his arm on the table.
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    "You're going to do it anyway." Building muscle to control blood sugar and manage content, how great is that?



    



    The problem is doing it with you. "I'll just do it alone."



    



    "I can't."



    



    "Why can't you do it?" "Just watch the workout video and follow along."



    



    "My video?"



    



    No. Physical House.”



    



    Cha Chi-chan's eyes widened like an axe.



    



    Physical House, the leading health channel in our country with over 3 million subscribers, is a rival of Gym Koon.



    



    It seems like you don't really care about it over there, though.



    



    "There's only strange things with the porters." I don't remember handling proper exercise information while editing the video, bro.



    



    If there had been such a thing, I wouldn't have even had to worry about how to start exercising.



    



    You must have seen it so many times while editing that you got tired of it.



    



    The porter dealt with videos like "Diving Contest with an Octopus," "Hanging on a Pull-Up Bar Longer than a Sloth," and "How to Show Off Your Muscles: Glute Edition," rather than professional videos.



    



    Cha Ji-chan sighed as if feeling frustrated.



    



    "Hey, do you think I became a trainer without knowing anything?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "This bastard."



    



    Cha Ji-chan got angry.



    



    He's the kind of brother who finds joy in teasing.



    



    Listen carefully. A diabetes patient must always have an assistant when exercising.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "When fasting blood sugar is above 300 mg/dL, exercise can actually be harmful." On the contrary, it could actually raise your blood sugar levels. Did you know?



    



    "I didn't know."



    



    I only heard to exercise, but they didn't tell me the details.



    



    See? "You don't know, but I do."



    



    "……."



    



    "If your fasting blood sugar is over 300, exercising won't have much effect." Even if you exercise, you can't utilize the glucose you consume.



    



    It seems like it's because there's too much sugar.



    



    So if you have diabetes, you need to check your blood sugar before exercising. If you overexert yourself when your blood sugar is high, you could collapse. On the contrary, you shouldn't exercise on an empty stomach either. Because hypoglycemia symptoms can occur.



    



    I heard that if you have hypoglycemia, your life is in danger.



    



    Joo Ji-seung also said that when hypoglycemia occurs, one should quickly consume sugar, whether it's ramen or cola.



    



    "So, diabetes patients must always have someone with them when exercising."



    



    "Mm."



    



    "Do you still want to do it alone?"



    



    "Yeah."
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    Are you worried someone will gossip about you if you go to the gym? Even if they seem kind on the outside, they might laugh behind your back.



    



    There's nothing to say since it's the right answer, but Cha Ji-chan smiled.



    



    "I did too, man." But at least in our gym, there are no people who mock those trying to get healthy. Even if they are here, I'll kick them all out.



    



    It's a trustworthy face.



    



    But when I actually try to start exercising, I can't bring myself to do it.



    



    "What's your fasting blood sugar today?"



    



    "210."



    



    Sure. I managed my diet well and took my medication properly, so I brought it down to that level. You've reached the stage where you can start exercising now. You did well.



    



    Suddenly, it's a compliment.



    



    "Of course, if you keep doing it like this, your blood sugar will drop." Then it will get closer to the normal range.



    



    "That's good enough."



    



    "No." Even if I try to control it, my blood sugar spikes again when I drink stuff like this. "Are you going to drink only Americanos for the rest of your life?"



    



    "……."



    



    "Are you not going to drink the Java Chip Frappuccino?"



    



    "I'm going to drink it."



    



    "Then I should exercise."



    



    "......Is that so?"



    



    "Yeah, man." After we finish exercising, I'll treat you to something delicious.



    



    "Really?"



    



    "Sure." Then.



    



    "You're not deceiving me, are you?"



    



    "Hey, have you just been living a lie?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "That didn't work." But I can trust you. You got beef from me last time, didn't you?



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "Was there someone else besides me who bought you beef?"



    



    There wasn't. "There's no way someone who buys me beef could be a bad person."



    



    "That's right." Now we're finally on the same page.

  
    A good person, my ass.



    



    My thigh is burning.



    



    "Alright, straighten up." I told you, right? If you don't maintain the right posture, you'll get hurt. Slightly spread your toes. When you come up, put your butt in. "Don't arch your back too much."



    



    I don't have the energy to think about my posture.



    



    One, two, three, four, five. It was. It was. I will read. I will read it. Eight, eight, ahop. Nine."



    



    "What are you doing?"



    



    I was so angry that I wanted to jump up, but I couldn't because my thighs wouldn't cooperate.



    



    Not only did I not get up, but as I lay there, I looked up to see Cha Ji-chan grinning.



    



    It's not even a subtle deception, but a blatant mockery, and it makes me even angrier because of the viewers.



    



    Nine games



    



    Hahaha, hurry up and add one more.



    



    Why is he so funny?



    



    Hurry up and do one more!



    



    It's hilarious how they collapse helplessly while having a seizure, lol.



    



    Physics engine bug appeared lol



    



    “They say even the viewers have nine."



    



    Cha Ji-chan said with a big smile.



    



    I was deceived by sweet talk about buying delicious food and ended up at the gym studio, but when I came to my senses, I was doing squats in front of the camera.



    



    "Nine? What do you mean by nine!" You must have done 70 of them!



    



    "Wow, our Chanyong has great stamina." I have the mental capacity to handle that kind of thing too.



    



    "Uh?"



    



    "You can do more, right?" Let's do just five more.



    



    "Ah, hyung." I really can't do this. I can't put any strength in my legs.



    



    "Eh." You can do it."



    



    "There's none!" Even if you tell me to eat and die, there's nothing!



    



    "Really?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan pretended to be surprised, opening his mouth wide in a mockingly exaggerated manner.



    



    "Are we going to eat Hanwoo?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan put his arm around my shoulder.



    



    "Chanyong, do you think I'm doing this to bother you?" It's about working out hard and eating delicious food, right?



    



    "……."



    



    "Let's finish our workout and then have some Hanwoo later."
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    "……."



    



    "Since you've been working hard on your diet and taking your medication, think of this as a reward for yourself.”



    



    "Are you not coming up?"



    



    "It's okay." It's okay.



    



    "Really?"



    



    "Sure." So let's grab that passion and just do 30 more.



    



    "You said it was 5 earlier."



    



    "It's Hanwoo." "Since I'm getting Hanwoo for free, I should at least do this much."



    



    "Right." You have to do at least this much.



    



    Crazy lol



    



    Switching gears, lol



    



    What, you were convinced that quickly? LOL



    



    Even if you tell me to eat and die, I don't have the strength, haha.



    



    My brother is an angel. I make my younger sibling exercise and buy them Korean beef.



    



    When I think about it, I wonder if there will ever be someone who teaches me exercise, promotes my channel, and buys me Hanwoo beef.



    



    After a long time of not moving my body, it was so hard that I couldn't think rationally.



    



    If you get Hanwoo beef for doing 100 squats, it's a total win.



    



    One! That's right! That's right! Well done! Hold on to your passion! Put your butt in! When you get up, squeeze your butt!



    



    "Crack!"



    



    "Squeak!"



    



    "Hmph!"



    



    "Stop it already, bro!"



    



    Sorry. I'm from the humanities, so I can't count.



    



    "What are you talking about!"



    



    hahahahaha



    



    I'm sorry.



    



    Right. If you're in the humanities, you might not be able to count.



    



    You crazy bastards, stop it, lol.



    



    Twenty-one. Hold onto your passion! That's right! You can do it! I can do it!



    



    That guy's passion.



    



    I have no idea what I'm supposed to catch or how to catch it.



    



    It's hot!



    



    Now my thighs really don't move as I want them to.



    



    I'm so out of breath that I don't even have the strength to respond.
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    "Three left!" Three!



    



    If I have three more, won't I die?



    



    Still, I have to eat Hanwoo beef.



    



    If I'm going to live eating only tasteless food anyway, it might be better to eat Hanwoo beef and die.



    



    Two! Two!"



    



    If I don't touch the ground, I feel like I'll fall, and then I won't be able to get up again.



    



    As I was trying to get up by pushing the ground with my palms and soles, I lost my balance and staggered, but Chajichan caught me from behind.



    



    "Last!" There's one left. Just one.



    



    As I bent my knees and collapsed, Cha Ji-chan, the broadcast staff, and the chat window came into view, all shouting to cheer me on.



    



    It's too fast, I can't understand a single word.



    



    Cheering, Hanwoo, and broadcasting have long since disappeared from my mind.



    



    There hasn't been any time to think about such things for a long time.



    



    I can only think about standing up.



    



    "Ughhh!"



    



    Even squeezing out the last bit of strength to stand up, my body wobbled before I could fully rise.



    



    Then, Cha Ji-chan supported my body, and I was barely able to stand up.



    



    Well done



    



    Ooooooooo



    



    You've got some grit.



    



    I won't be able to walk tomorrow.



    



    Since it's 130 kg, even doing 100 without any weights would have been tough.



    



    Wow, it's hot, it's hot!



    



    For real, with a body like that, even bodyweight squats are heavy squats.



    



    Awesome



    



    When I first appeared on the Jimkkun broadcast, there were occasional comments like 'so disgusting,' 'like a pig,' and 'what is he doing.'



    



    After doing 100 squats, I can't see any of those messages.



    



    "Just do it."



    



    Cha Ji-chan handed over a towel and smiled broadly.



    



    I didn't even have the strength to wipe off my sweat, so I just lay down on the gym floor.



    



    "Huff." Huh."



    



    It seems like it took about 20 minutes for my breathing to return to normal.



    



    I just watched as Cha Ji-chan finished the broadcast while lying collapsed.



    



    The front screen reflecting the chat window mostly shows stories about my belly fat.



    



    They like to see it swell and shrink every time they take a deep breath.



    



    I want to ask for a refund for the emotions I received a little while ago.
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    "Thank you for your hard work."



    



    As the staff began to greet me, I regained my senses and barely managed to get up.



    



    "You worked hard, Chanyong."



    



    The PD of the Jimkkun Channel, Ahn Sang-kyu, handed over a bottle of water and started a conversation.



    



    "Thank you for your hard work."



    



    "The chemistry with the boss was great." You're still coming out, right?



    



    "I think I need to reconsider."



    



    If the preview is this intense, I might really die when we get started for real.



    



    I end up resenting the day I did this, blinded by the mere thought of food.



    



    "Haha."



    



    PD Ahn Sang-kyu is laughing.



    



    I guess they think it's a joke.



    



    "I'll upload the original video to the cloud today." How long do you think the editing will take?



    



    "Yes?"



    



    At that moment, I didn't understand what was being said.



    



    It means we should coordinate our schedules because we need to edit today's footage and upload it separately to the luggage carrier and the side dish store.



    



    It's really chaotic.



    



    "Isn't it better to just put it on the porter?"



    



    Even if you edit them differently, if you upload the same content to two channels, the views will be split.



    



    If I upload a video featuring Cha Ji-chan, it would be beneficial for me, but it would only be a loss for the porter.



    



    "The boss told me to do it."



    



    I turned my head and saw Cha Ji-chan drinking water and wiping his sweat.



    



    "Really?"



    



    “The boss really likes you, Chan-young."



    



    I guess I should forgive him for messing around with the numbers during squats today.



    



    "Then I think it will be possible the day after tomorrow."



    



    I took out my smartphone, checked the schedule, and then informed them until when editing would be possible.



    



    “Then I'll take it as such and contact you tomorrow. Let's coordinate the upload time and the next filming schedule together."



    



    “Thank you."



    



    Producer Ahn Sang-kyu gave a thumbs up.



    



    "Wait, the next shoot?" I didn't say I would do it.



    



    "Fighting!"



    



    They leave without even listening to what I have to say.



    



    Cha Ji-chan approached.



    



    "Is it tough?"
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    "I didn't say I'd do it next time!" Why are you scheduling the next shoot?



    



    “Seeing you shout, it seems you still have some energy left? Should we do a bit more?



    



    He shook his head, and Cha Ji-chan smiled.



    



    "How is it?"



    



    "I feel like I'm going to die."



    



    "That's how it is." That means getting healthier. Come out after you wash up. Let's go eat.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    My body won't move as I want it to. Dragging my legs almost as if I were limping towards the shower, I suddenly remembered something I had forgotten.



    



    "Hyung."



    



    I called Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "Uh."



    



    "Thank you."



    



    Cha Ji-chan gave a thumbs up.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    I was sprawled out in the car, and before I knew it, I had arrived at the underground parking lot of a building in Yeouido.



    



    Barely managing to drag myself onto the elevator, I got off on the 4th floor.



    



    The restaurant's interior is clearly visible through the transparent glass walls, but since it's all private rooms, the people eating are not visible.



    



    Welcome. "Did you make a reservation?"



    



    As I stepped inside, an employee came out to greet Chajichan.



    



    “It's Cha Ji-chan."



    



    The employee who confirmed the identity of Cha Ji-chan widened their eyes in surprise and then politely guided him.



    



    These days, he's so famous that he even appears on TV, so there are people who recognize him wherever he goes.



    



    The room we were shown had a table for four.



    



    Traditional interiors such as doors, chairs, lighting, and ink wash paintings hanging on the walls are quaint.



    



    Cha Ji-chan ordered without even looking at the menu.



    



    "Please give me 130g of Course B."



    



    "Yes, I will prepare it for you."



    



    As soon as the employee left the room, they asked.



    



    "Isn't it expensive?"



    



    "Moderately?"



    



    "How much is it?"



    



    "I don't know." It'll be a bit over 100,000 won, I guess?



    



    "He."



    



    This person clearly has a warped sense of money.



    



    I expected it to some extent because it's Hanwoo, but it's too much for a single meal.
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    "This is my first time trying Hanwoo course."



    



    "Looks like I can eat today." The food here is good.



    



    The menu says M Restaurant. I don't have any reason to come to Yeouido, and I certainly don't have any reason to come to such an expensive restaurant.



    



    "I've never been to a place like this, so I feel a bit weird." I wonder if it's okay to take advantage of it.



    



    "Since you said you're going full-time, I'm buying this to cheer you up." Enjoy your meal.



    



    "Hyung……."



    



    "Did it move you?"



    



    “But I'm a bit flustered."



    



    "Okay." "Who buys the beef?"



    



    "Exactly." We're not close enough to buy each other things like this.



    



    "This bastard."



    



    I laughed at the silly joke.



    



    "Ah, but can I start the broadcast?" I feel like I'll just collapse as soon as I get home.



    



    "Make yourself comfortable."



    



    When I turned on the broadcast with my smartphone, viewers soon joined.



    



    Wow, it's a porter.



    



    I saw you were doing a collab earlier, are you hanging out now?



    



    I thought you weren't going to do the broadcast today because you were tired, but it seems like you were just pretending.



    



    "What's with the dramatics?" I'm dying right now. You all know Ji-chan, right?



    



    It seems hard for everyone to believe that I'm with a celebrity who has 2 million subscribers.



    



    Jichan hyung?? Is it Jichan?



    



    Don't call me "Gechan-hyung" when we're not even close, mister.



    



    Hey, mister, what's wrong with you these days? It appears in the Heart Sutra and also in the Jimbun. Did you give the money?



    



    Why are we close???



    



    "Why, why?" Can't I be friends with famous people? I followed because you said you'd buy me dinner after today's collaboration.



    



    We're not close. It's a cold and dry contractual relationship.



    



    It seems like you were keeping in mind what we talked about during lunch.



    



    The viewers are laughing.



    



    Well, that's how it is, lol



    



    Stop clinging already. It's a nuisance.



    



    LOL pretending to be close



    



    You really stuck the straw in properly.



    



    I let out a hollow laugh in disbelief, and Cha Ji-chan gave a satisfied smile as if he had gotten his revenge.



    



    Immature.
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    Just as I was about to say something, an employee knocked and came in.



    



    "I will prepare for your arrival."

  
    "Cheese was added to the yak-sik, seaweed chips, and dried persimmons." "Enjoy your meal."



    



    Thank you.



    



    I'm used to the simple meal, but there's a lot piled on the seaweed chips. Putting cheese in dried persimmons again. I can't imagine what it would taste like.



    



    "I will eat well."



    



    I put a piece of dried seaweed in my mouth.



    



    The crispy texture is so perfect, and as I chew, I can subtly taste the nutty aroma.



    



    "That's nonsense."



    



    "What?"



    



    "Why is this seaweed snack so delicious?" This is cheating. Everyone, the seaweed is so delicious. No, it's gone beyond just being delicious.



    



    Seaweed is delicious.



    



    But no matter how delicious it is, seaweed is still seaweed, so it seems almost too rich to be this tasty.



    



    Stop overreacting.



    



    This guy is really pushing it now.



    



    Since I keep eating only cabbage and bean sprouts, it feels like my taste buds are going numb.



    



    That person who went out to the Prajnaparamita Sutra and said spinach was delicious. Now there's no honest side dish left.



    



    He was a real man who used to shove burgers down his throat like they were destroying his blood vessels.



    



    hahahahahaha



    



    "Try something else."



    



    Cha Ji-chan chuckled.



    



    Since I know the taste of the traditional rice cake, this time I picked the dried persimmon with cheese.



    



    I lived forgetting what dried persimmons tasted like, to the point where I don't even remember.



    



    If it was delicious, I wouldn't have let it go, but it was definitely food that didn't suit my taste.



    



    But since it's an expensive restaurant, I thought I'd at least give it a taste and put it in my mouth.



    



    "......Did I like dried persimmons?"



    



    It's so absurd.



    



    The cheese hidden beneath the chewy flesh reveals its rich flavor.



    



    "Wait, what is this place?" How do you get this flavor with seaweed and dried persimmons? It's a real scam.



    



    "What could you possibly eat right now that wouldn't taste bad?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked with a bright smile.



    



    "Has it been about a week since I started managing my diet?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "I had gotten used to salty, spicy, and sweet foods all this time, and now my taste buds have come back to life." Since I exercised, it can't possibly taste bad.



    



    After finishing the prepared food, I quickly want to eat something more.
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    The desire to eat something delicious is always the same, but this is the first appetizer that has ever whetted my appetite like this.



    



    "I feel like I could eat anything right now."



    



    Mister, you already ate everything.



    



    You talk as if you never ate before, lol.



    



    I don't know why, but seeing you eat something delicious makes me so happy, Is it just me?



    



    It's a relief, but that ecstatic expression is so infuriating.



    



    This uncle has been hilarious lately, suffering every time he eats.



    



    Jimggun-nim, please don't be nice to our uncle.



    



    No way, lol. How good can dried persimmons be for you to be overreacting like this?



    



    "Everyone, I'm not exaggerating right now." I'm telling you, my appetite is really coming back!



    



    As soon as he finished speaking, the employee knocked on the door.



    



    I've never been so happy to hear a knock.



    



    I will prepare the food for you. Scallops, mantis shrimp, and sauce, please mix them together and enjoy.



    



    I placed petals on something jelly-like, and underneath are shrimp, vegetables, and scallops.



    



    The surrounding sauce has a refreshing aroma, but I can't quite imagine what it would taste like.



    



    "Small."



    



    However, the amount is too small.



    



    You could even put it in your nostrils.



    



    "There's still a lot left." Try it.



    



    Cha Ji-chan smiled and ate his share.



    



    I mixed it well with a spoon as you told me and took a bite.



    



    The jelly-like texture isn't great, but the bouncy shrimp meat underneath pops in your mouth.



    



    With the addition of the refreshing scent, I can't wait to see what's coming next.



    



    “This back-and-forth here is no joke."



    



    "It's delicious."



    



    “Delicious."



    



    While eating, I looked at the chat window, and in the meantime, the number of viewers increased, causing the chat speed to pick up.



    



    It's difficult to check on a small smartphone screen.



    



    "It's nice to see you eating well." I work out hard and do mukbangs too. The viewers seem to like it too.



    



    "That's right."



    



    I put down the chopsticks.



    



    I think I can only feel at ease if I definitely settle the matter that I couldn't understand all day today.



    



    "Hyung."



    



    "Why are you acting all serious?"



    



    "I don't quite understand." "Why are you being so nice to me?"
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    "Can't I just treat you well?"



    



    "No, it's too good."



    



    Cha Ji-chan chuckled.



    



    "Do you really need a reason? You have more than enough."



    



    Cha Ji-chan drank water.



    



    "You helped me when I was having a hard time."



    



    It's already been five years.



    



    At that time, Chajichan's broadcast had fewer than 50 viewers, but strangely, it caught my attention.



    



    It was a surprisingly dignified broadcast, almost unimaginable, considering it was a diving competition with an octopus.



    



    For someone like me who disliked shows with swearing and shouting, it was a channel I could comfortably watch.



    



    Above all, I often felt a sense of pride when Chajichan finished exercising, wondering if this too was a form of vicarious satisfaction.



    



    It's just a pity that it wasn't popular.



    



    Even back then, I had four years of broadcasting experience, but since I didn't even have a YouTube channel, I asked in the chat.



    



    I didn't know how to edit, so I started studying, but it wasn't easy, so I began helping out of fandom, and it has continued until now.



    



    "I was unknown for four years." When you created the YouTube channel and hit 500,000 subscribers in just six months, I was like, "What is going on?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan smiled.



    



    "I haven't said anything until now, but I think it's time." Thank you.



    



    I have already received enough in return through actions.



    



    It's not just today's task.



    



    When I got the job, my net salary was only 1,380,000 won.



    



    After deducting the rent and food expenses, there was almost nothing left, so it was burdensome to buy even one piece of clothing.



    



    As the Jimkkun channel grew, Chajichan started giving me a lot of money, and my life became more comfortable.



    



    The reason I have hope that I can challenge myself to become a full-time YouTuber after saving up until now is entirely because Cha Ji-chan valued my salary higher than anyone else's.



    



    So don't feel pressured. "While collaborating, let's build our recognition, take care of our health, and occasionally enjoy delicious food like this."



    



    When Cha Ji-chan finished speaking, the conversation paused for a moment.



    



    Thinking about the past makes my heart flutter for no reason, but when I look at the chat window, my once-warm heart has gone cold.



    



    and Cha Ji-chan's personality



    



    Was the uncle the editor of the Jimkun channel?



    



    Long-term investment success



    



    You really did take advantage of Cha Ji-chan.



    



    What is Uncle Dang's network? The porter went crazy over the Heart Sutra.



    



    Teaching me exercise, buying me meals, helping with broadcasts. At this point, it seems like three generations should revere and serve him.



    



    Did you complain about exercise to someone like this?



    



    I can't believe I lost my mind.



    



    Cha Ji-chan's face became grim.
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    I think I saw a chat saying they put a straw in.



    



    "Right." I stuck a straw in it, you know.



    



    Cha Ji-chan had a surprised look on his face.



    



    "When Ji-seung hyung appeared on the show, we gained ten thousand followers that day." I couldn't confirm it, but since you went on the show, you must have improved by that much. Going on a major corporation's broadcast is something that others might want to do, but they can't. Straw, right?



    



    "Side dish."



    



    "But you shouldn't be the one to say that." Even if we can joke around among ourselves, who do you think you are calling me a straw and all that nonsense? You get out.



    



    When they forcibly ejected the guy who was talking nonsense, Cha Ji-chan chuckled.



    



    Right? Who do they think they are?



    



    I like it when you do this. Dealing with trolls without mercy.



    



    The food has arrived again.



    



    I will prepare your order. Pumpkin soup, shrimp pancakes, tenderloin sandwich, sesame rice cake. You can start with the soup and then continue clockwise. Enjoy your meal.



    



    "Crazy."



    



    All I can say is that it's really insane.



    



    I had heard that food should be plated beautifully, but seeing food plated so neatly and elegantly, I finally seem to understand what that means.



    



    "Where."



    



    As explained, I took a spoonful of the sweet pumpkin soup first.



    



    "Huh?"



    



    There's no choice but to be bewildered.



    



    I never knew pumpkin porridge could be this smooth.



    



    The moment the smooth pumpkin soup, so soft it feels like it's been cooked and finely ground, is spread on the tongue, a rich pumpkin aroma gently rises.



    



    Instinctively, I feel that I shouldn't eat, but I can't stop.



    



    "I was diagnosed with diabetes, and this is the first time I'm eating something so sweet."



    



    Even carrot cake wasn't this sweet.



    



    "It's okay."



    



    Cha Ji-chan smiles broadly.



    



    I'm really worried about whether I'll be okay, but I did work out hard today.



    



    Since Chajichan said it was okay, I finished the soup without worry.



    



    "This time."



    



    I examined the shrimp pancakes.



    



    I've never seen a pancake made with shrimp before, but it looks quite thick, so I wonder if a lot of starch powder was used.



    



    "Where."



    



    The moment I put the shrimp pancake in my mouth, I realized how narrow-minded my imagination was.



    



    "Hehehe." "Is it really that delicious?"
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    I nodded at Chajichan's question.



    



    No matter how many times I nod, it's not enough.



    



    "Does this make any sense?" It's ripe, isn't it? It's ripe, but how come it's so firm and bouncy?



    



    Under the thin starch coating, the shrimp boasted a texture indistinguishable from when it was alive.



    



    Several plump shrimp are swimming in my mouth, and at this moment, nothing in the world is more enviable.



    



    It's that abundant.



    



    There is no better way to enjoy shrimp than this.



    



    The shrimp meat that navigates between the gums and tongue while chewing is present everywhere in the mouth.



    



    Everything I thought was starch turned out to be shrimp.



    



    "Wow."



    



    The aftertaste is as long as the shock.



    



    None of the food I've had until now has brought me this kind of happiness.



    



    Shrimp pancake. Delicious.



    



    In the process of shifting my gaze, I realized that I was on air, but there was no time to check the chat window.



    



    You need to eat the next dish.



    



    "This is."



    



    Next is katsu sando.



    



    Unlike the food I had eaten earlier, which I couldn't predict the taste of, I had bought and eaten katsu sando a few times from the convenience store.



    



    Since they served it here, there will definitely be some difference, but it's a dish I like, so I know what it tastes like.



    



    The moment I picked up the sandwich with my hand and put it in my mouth, I couldn't help but blame my impatience once again.



    



    The tenderloin steak nestled beneath the toasted bread was the true star of the day.



    



    As the meat, wrapped in a crispy batter, touched the tongue, a rich meaty aroma filled the nasal cavity, and the melted juices enveloped the tongue and gums.



    



    It's a taste that numbs the senses.



    



    Other than chewing and tasting, no other information is input.



    



    "I think this is the most delicious."



    



    I completely agree with Cha Ji-chan's words.



    



    "The pork cutlet sandwiches I've eaten so far were fake."



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan smiled contentedly.



    



    I was so deeply moved that I can't help but look forward to the next dish.



    



    "Mochi."



    



    I've eaten mochi a few times too.



    



    I like chewy textures, so I think I will probably enjoy this too.



    



    I took a small spoonful and put it in my mouth.



    



    Anuncios



    



    "......Hmm?"



    



    What is this?



    



    The texture is closer to pudding than mochi, but it's astonishingly soft.



    



    The nutty taste of sesame and milk harmonizes exquisitely, and the flavor deepens the more you move your tongue.



    



    "It's delicious."



    



    "Next."



    



    I can't stand it.



    



    "Next!"



    



    Next, I was so excited about what delicious food would come out that I shouted, and there was a knock.



    



    Embarrassed, I closed my mouth and looked down, and Cha Ji-chan on the opposite side was chuckling.



    



    I'm really so embarrassed, lol.



    



    Why is this guy so excited today? LOL



    



    When I was doing squats, I felt like I was dying, but now that I'm eating, I feel like I'm living.



    



    I'm sorry. I'll apologize on your behalf.



    



    I will prepare the next dish for you. Grilled sea bass aged with barley, braised radish, and basil risotto. "When you eat, I recommend trying all three dishes at once."



    



    The staff cleared the dishes and brought new food to the table.

  
    They said it was a Hanwoo course meal, but I don't see any Hanwoo and they're just giving me other dishes, but I don't care about that anymore.



    



    The taste of well-cooked sea bass with radish and basil risotto is also important.



    



    I took a small bite of the sea bass flesh.



    



    "The food here is all soft."



    



    Sea bass grilled is a very classic taste.



    



    The fully baked crust adds a crispy texture, which is fun, but you end up seeking the cozy feeling that the soft interior provides.



    



    "Martial arts."



    



    The most important ingredient in braised fish is none other than radish.



    



    The key point is how well the seasoning has penetrated and how tenderly it has been cooked.



    



    Since I've eaten this dish countless times, I can definitely tell what the braised radish here is like.



    



    "Huh?"



    



    It gets cut so easily without any crunchy feeling. Even so, it was cooked just right and maintained its texture without becoming mushy.



    



    In the meantime, it's still full of sauce.



    



    Perfect.



    



    I've never had such a perfect braised radish in my life.



    



    Let's calm down.



    



    Since we've tasted each one, it's now time to eat together.



    



    I picked up the spoon, scooped up the basil risotto, placed the sea bass on top, and put it in my mouth.



    



    Before chewing, I picked up the pickled radish, held it in my mouth, and then started to chew carefully.



    



    The barley grains dance between the thick basil sauce.



    



    The sea bass flesh crumbles, supporting the radish soaked in sauce, enhancing its texture and flavor.



    



    It feels like the barley sugar is dancing on my tongue.



    



    The bass that provides a sense of weight and the passionate cello accompaniment are exquisite.



    



    I can understand why they told us to eat this together.



    



    Each of these dishes, which were delicious on their own, come together as a trio to create a perfect harmony.



    



    Suddenly lifting my head, I see Cha Ji-chan irreverently eating this perfect trio separately.



    



    “We have to eat this together."



    



    "I'll eat separately."



    



    "Just once." Just try eating together with me just this once. There's a reason why I'm explaining to eat like that here, you know?



    



    "When you go inside, it's all the same anyway."



    



    "No." That's a sin. It's a crime."



    



    "What are you talking about?"
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    Cha Ji-chan picked up the spoon as if there was no other choice.



    



    Then, he piled all the elements on the plate and put them in his mouth, and his eyes widened in surprise.



    



    "It's delicious."



    



    "Delicious, right?" Bro, this is... This is art. How did this bass make it all the way here?



    



    "What nonsense are you trying to say again?"



    



    "He lived in the deep sea where he couldn't even get any light." 왜? When the weather gets colder, the water surface also gets colder. If I wanted to survive, I had no choice but to go deep. Even though I like freshwater, I couldn't come up to the surface, you know?



    



    Sea bass prefer shallow waters like coastal areas or river mouths.



    



    "But then, a fisherman caught such a child." What about the effort of the fisherman who caught that sea bass?



    



    Cha Ji-chan slightly turned his chin to the side and furrowed his eyebrows.



    



    "Is the barley in this risotto?" Even in that cold weather, it bore such beautiful eggs. What about the sweat of the farmer who sowed seeds in the winter for this child?



    



    Cha Ji-chan shakes his head vigorously.



    



    “Isn't it amazing? "Remarkably, despite enduring the cold in the highland fields of Gangwon Province, they managed to fill themselves up completely. You've grown up like this. Three raw gems gathered from the sea, field, and mountain met a perfect producer who is a chef and made their debut. This table is like the Sejong Center for them. After overcoming so many hardships, we achieved a perfect string trio, and this is what we get? Is it just tasty? Delicious, right! So delicious!



    



    "Did your dialect come out?"



    



    Is there a script somewhere?



    



    Why can't I stop talking? LOL



    



    Seriously, that's just crazy.



    



    Mr. Chanyong's old self is coming out. I remember the time when I felt an orgasm while eating kimchi stew.



    



    That was just a month ago.



    



    What is "Orr"?



    



    I blurted out nonsense in my excitement, but it really is delicious.



    



    I have never been this happy since being diagnosed with diabetes.



    



    "Hyung."



    



    "Why again?"



    



    "Have you ever kissed someone?"



    



    "Gulp."



    



    Cha Ji-chan, who was drinking water, choked. Struggling and clearing my throat, but right now the important thing is the rockfish.



    



    "I'm not here." But when I eat this. I think I understand.”



    



    I really think I understand.



    



    This ecstasy.



    



    The poignant sensation of the tongue brushing against the gums.



    



    Even the strong scent.



    



    "This was a kiss."



    



    "No."



    



    "Huh?"



    



    "No."
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    "This ecstasy can only be expressed by the word 'kiss.'"



    



    "No, you crazy bastard."



    



    "Seeing that you don't understand, you haven't kissed before either, huh?"



    



    "Stop it!" "Even if we're on air, you shouldn't go this far!"



    



    "What are you talking about?"



    



    "Does it make sense that I've never had a kiss at 33 years old?"



    



    "......Hyung."



    



    "Uh?"



    



    After savoring the grilled sea bass, basil risotto, and braised radish once more, he opened his mouth.



    



    "Hyung taught me how to kiss today."



    



    "No." No! Don't say that! "It's strange!"



    



    F*ck



    



    I'm going crazy, lol.



    



    Seriously, this side dish is so ridiculous, lol.



    



    Haha, right? With that amount of food, it has to be a kiss.



    



    Not true.



    



    I've never seen Cha Ji-chan act like that before, haha.



    



    I'm freaking out, lol.



    



    The level of the side dish joke is insane



    



    When Cha Ji-chan was shocked, the viewers burst into laughter and it became a huge commotion.



    



    I said it to be funny, but the reaction was better than I expected.



    



    I'm glad we got through it well.



    



    It seems like I successfully got my revenge for being teased about being awkward in front of the viewers earlier.



    



    "I will prepare the next dish for you."



    



    The employee knocked and came in.



    



    "This is grilled Hanwoo beef brisket." It has been pre-cooked, and you can grill it to your liking. Enjoy your meal.



    



    "It's meat."



    



    Since I was so satisfied earlier, I completely forgot that I had ordered the Hanwoo course meal.



    



    The meat the staff served is neatly arranged.



    



    After the frying pan placed in the middle of the table was adequately heated, I placed a piece of meat on it.



    



    The sound of meat sizzling is more beautiful than any singer's voice.



    



    "Side dishes, eat while listening."



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "I have content that I'm preparing for next year." It's nothing special, just gathering people to walk to Busan together.



    



    "Are you crazy?"
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    "This bastard."



    



    "Why are you walking all the way there?"



    



    "Because I wanted to try it at least once." We've gotten older, and we gradually stop taking on challenges. We gather together, focusing our minds and encouraging each other as broadcasters. We also share a close friendship.



    



    When will I flip it?



    



    "Are you listening?"



    



    "Uh."



    



    As I flipped the meat, the beautifully cooked Hanwoo smiled at me.



    



    "I'll stop by the local areas from time to time and do some good deeds." "We distribute rice and kimchi to places that need help."



    



    "Nice."



    



    Right? Let's do it.



    



    "I don't like it."



    



    I couldn't hear anything, so I looked up and Cha Ji-chan was frowning.



    



    "Isn't it good?" What's the problem?



    



    "How do you walk all the way to Busan?" I can't do it.



    



    "Even if I can't go now, I can do it around June next year." If only we manage it well.



    



    "If we do it that way, we should be able to go."



    



    "Let's go."



    



    "I won't."



    



    "Hey!"



    



    "No, bro." I really can't imagine it. How do I walk to Busan? There must be luggage too, right? When I was marching 20 kilometers in the army, I felt like I was going to die, so how am I supposed to do 400 kilometers?



    



    I was curious about what the viewers thought, so I checked my smartphone, and surprisingly, opinions were all in one place.



    



    said they would help with the broadcast, but they declined.



    



    When the uncle says to do it, do it.



    



    I exercise, broadcast, and do good deeds through volunteer work. What on earth is the problem?



    



    Pack your things and leave right now. If I start walking today, I should arrive by June next year.



    



    They're really crazy.



    



    "I'm going to take it slow." Don't worry.



    



    If you do something big, variables come into play. Even if we try to go slowly, the participants also have their own schedules, so it won't be easy, right? And how's the weather? It's not just a day or two, what are you going to do if it rains? I can't go.



    



    "Are you really not going?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "You could eat something tastier, you know?"



    



    I lifted my head.



    



    I was tempted by his stern expression, but I'm not foolish enough to jump into the fire for a moment's pleasure.



    



    There are plenty of delicious things in Seoul too.



    



    I'll admit it. I was a bit surprised. But still, some things just can't be done.
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    "As you know, I've been everywhere in the country." Chungju, Sangju, Daegu, Busan. "I've been to just about every decent restaurant."



    



    "……."



    



    I'll load the luggage into the car for you. Sometimes we travel by car in between. On days when we walk instead, I'll definitely treat you to something delicious.



    



    I put the well-cooked Hanwoo beef in my mouth.



    



    I couldn't help but admire the meat that melted in my mouth, and that was my downfall.



    



    "Is it more delicious than here?"



    



    "There are some delicious places and some that are a bit less so."



    



    "Or?"



    



    "Side dishes, don't you trust me?" "I am a man who has lived with loyalty and passion."



    



    Cha Ji-chan gave me his share of beef.



    



    He is definitely a loyal person.



    



    "You said your subscriber count went up a lot after collaborating with Ji-seung, right?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "Even if you do it with me, it'll be the same." Even if you meet someone else, there will be a reaction. Do you know why there are so many collaborations in this field?



    



    "Because the subscribers feel it."



    



    "Okay." Even if I have 2 million and you have 100,000, it's still beneficial for both of us. 왜? Among the people who watch my channel, there are those who don't know you, and among the people who watch your videos, there are those who don't know me either.



    



    It's not entirely wrong.



    



    "Also, the broadcast itself is becoming fresh." It can't be any different than usual.



    



    This is the right thing to say.



    



    Since we have different areas of expertise and different personalities, the topics of conversation are different from usual, and as a result, we can have a wider variety of discussions.



    



    "Moreover, it's fun when people who get along well come together." Us too, the viewers too. "But there's something more important."



    



    I put the grilled meat in my mouth.



    



    "Eventually, there will be a limit to the content when you're alone." How much does one person know to be able to upload videos every day? "Even if I study and research every day, it's not enough."



    



    "......Right."



    



    I know it well too.



    



    I'm currently trying to supplement my recent content, but it's hard to come up with a really good idea.



    



    If someone has been on air for a long time like Cha Ji-chan, it would be even more so.



    



    "Meeting new people and helping each other." If you show your face at such a big gathering, it will be helpful.



    



    That's the right thing to say.



    



    "And people like us find it hard to connect." Because I'm always just at home.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "Then, without even realizing it, you end up with something like depression." I'm not very sociable either, so I'm not forcing you to do it, but think it over carefully. It's not bad to interact with people while keeping a reasonable distance.



    



    While working as a freelancer, my social circle naturally shrank.



    



    I never had many friends to begin with, and since life is so tough and my job doesn't involve meeting people, it naturally turned out that way.



    



    Sure, make some friends.
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    You really know how to sugarcoat telling someone to get involved in social activities.



    



    Don't just stay at home all the time; it would be good to meet people.



    



    I checked the chat window, and the viewers are teasing me again.



    



    "You all are not here either." "Talk as if you have friends when someone is watching."



    



    Do you really have to say it like that?



    



    Brutal honesty



    



    Ah, hahahaha, if I had friends, would I be watching a show of two old men eating at this hour? Hahaha



    



    Poisonous



    



    "I'll think about it."



    



    What is there to think about? "Let's give it a try, and if it doesn't work out, then it doesn't."



    



    There was a knock on the car, which was in a difficult situation where I couldn't say anything more positive or refuse.



    



    The staff brought the Damyang-style grilled short ribs, poached egg, white rice, and seaweed soup.

  
    "Where."



    



    The grilled short ribs and poached egg were ordinarily delicious, but surprisingly, the seaweed soup was the one that moved me.



    



    I was so surprised by how tender the beef hidden among the slippery seaweed was.



    



    Usually, the beef in seaweed soup is tough or too fatty, so I don't really like it, but it seems like they use good quality meat here.



    



    The flavor is rich.



    



    "The seaweed soup here is also delicious."



    



    I feel like I'm recovering from a hangover even though I haven't had any alcohol.



    



    It would be really nice to eat rice mixed with it, but since white rice raises blood sugar a lot, I reluctantly gave up on the idea.



    



    The food I ate earlier probably raised my blood sugar quite a bit.



    



    Let's be satisfied with this much for today.



    



    Sigh. I ate well.



    



    "Are you okay?"



    



    “It was really delicious. How did you know about this place?



    



    "Meeting people here and there." In the past, when we had a meeting about advertising, the other person suggested to meet here. Since then, he often comes.



    



    Meeting a lot of people definitely has its advantages.



    



    You can find out about other people's favorite restaurants.



    



    I will prepare dessert for you. It's a shaved ice made from grinding Cheonghyang oranges and green grapes. Enjoy your meal.



    



    "……."



    



    This is delicious.



    



    You can tell just by looking at it that it's delicious.



    



    "Not eating?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan took a bite of the shaved ice, chewed with a happy expression on his face.



    



    I said we should stop eating here today.



    



    In a restaurant like this, there should definitely be dessert left, but it's a mistake.



    



    "Just eat it." Just exercise.



    



    "Right?"



    



    I threw away the patience that had already hit rock bottom and took a big scoop of the shaved ice.



    



    The mouth that had been rich with various foods suddenly turned cold.



    



    Under the tart aroma of kiwi and Cheonghyangyo, the sweetness of green grapes seeps onto the tongue.



    



    The refreshing taste instantly clears the mouth and stomach that have become somewhat heavy from fried foods, grilled dishes, tteokgalbi, and soup.



    



    "Wow."



    



    All I can do is admire.



    



    "Everyone, this is really amazing." Dessert gives the feeling that dinner is over. When I used to eat course meals, I just thought it was about eating various dishes, but now I can clearly understand why they come in that order, from appetizer to dessert. Even someone like me, who doesn't know much about cooking, can understand it. "It's really delicious."
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    ***



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    It was the happiest hour of my life until I turned 34.



    



    The Hanwoo beef brisket grill and Damyang-style grilled short ribs, poached egg, and seaweed soup with Hanwoo that came after the kiss, all perfectly concluded with dessert.



    



    Especially the last bingsu perfectly cleansed the palate, making the one-hour meal feel like a dream.



    



    "Did you enjoy your meal?"



    



    When Chajichan handed the card to Bilji, the staff member smiled and asked.



    



    “I enjoyed the meal.



    



    Thank you. I will assist you with the payment of 278,000 won.



    



    “Please make it a one-time payment.



    



    278,000 won for one meal.



    



    At that moment, I thought I had misheard.



    



    I thought it was the price for two people since they said it was around 100,000 won, but it turns out it was the price for one person.



    



    "I had a great meal."



    



    As soon as I left the store, I greeted Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "Enough, man."



    



    "It's too expensive."



    



    "Just eating well is enough."



    



    "No." No matter what, that price for a single meal seems unreasonable.



    



    "You little brat, eating so well."



    



    "But, aside from that, I'm really grateful." I really didn't feel like living. I thought I should live more diligently, but it didn't feel like it in my heart. But since I'm eating something so delicious. I feel motivated thinking that I can eat things like this sometimes too. "Really, thank you, bro."



    



    "Don't overdo it." And since I ate something sweet, I'll walk home.



    



    "……Huh?"



    



    "I had pumpkin soup, mochi, and bingsu to my heart's content, so I should at least do this."



    



    "What do you mean by that?"



    



    I asked Cha Ji-chan, who got on the elevator, but he just shrugged his shoulders after pressing the button and didn't respond.



    



    "This is Yeouido." I live near Gudi Station.



    



    "I know." It won't take long.



    



    "Walk in this weather?" Did you forget that I did squats earlier? My legs won't move!



    



    "Still, I have to do it." What should I do? Blood sugar shouldn't go up.



    



    Is he really insane?



    



    "Get used to it from now on." You should walk right after eating to keep your blood sugar from rising too much.



    



    As soon as they got on the elevator, Cha Ji-chan pressed the button for the first floor.



    



    "And if you sleep like this, you won't be able to walk tomorrow." You need to loosen up by walking slowly.



    



    "No, teacher." You should have mentioned that beforehand. If I had known that, I would have eaten.



    



    "Didn't you eat?"
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    "He must have eaten it."



    



    It was too delicious not to eat.



    



    "Then stop talking and walk." I looked it up, and it's only 5.6 km. "I'll be there in 1-2 hours."



    



    "Two hours?"



    



    Get down. I'm leaving. See you next time.



    



    Jichan pushed me on the first floor.



    



    “Wait a moment. Just take me halfway? Only until Boramae? Ji-chan, hyung? Chajichan!”



    



    After pressing the button a few times, Cha Ji-chan went down to the basement alone.



    



    On this cold day.



    



    Leaving me alone in the middle of Yeouido, where I don't even know the way around.



    



    hahahahahaha



    



    Hurry up, haha. If we delay any longer, it'll get cold.



    



    and I are watching the outdoor broadcast of the side dish store.



    



    Chajichan is so funny, lol.



    



    I really went, lolololol



    



    If you ate the poison, you should walk it off.



    



    The viewers were ecstatic without even needing to watch.



    



    "How do I take the bus from here?"



    



    Walking home is too much.



    



    At least it makes sense to take the bus to get close.



    



    Why are you telling me that?



    



    Just try doing that. I'm disappointed.



    



    Yeah~ I'm going to unsubscribe~



    



    I'm going to cancel my membership~



    



    Walk quickly



    



    "This is a bit much, isn't it?" No, do you even know how cold it is right now? If you go outside, your ears will fall off.



    



    Not falling off



    



    Stop exaggerating.



    



    [Haneul Pig has donated 10,000 won]: If I walk home, it's 30,000 won.



    



    Is that guy really going to walk for 30,000 won? I'll bet a thousand won that I can take the bus.



    



    Thank you, Haneuldoeji. Where should I go? "Is it okay to go here?"



    



    If it's 30,000 won, I'll walk.



    



    As I stepped out of the building, the cold wind felt like it was cutting into my face.



    



    "Ugh." It's cold.
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    The price for this cold and suffering will surely be paid.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    The next day.



    



    Jijichan, the representative and cast member of the Jimgun channel, arrived at work late in the morning.



    



    In his line of sight, the giggling staff members entered the studio workspace.



    



    "Good morning."



    



    "Did you come?"



    



    "What's so funny since this morning?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan took off his coat and hung it on the hanger.



    



    I was watching Chan-young's video. "Did you and Mr. Chanyong get this close?"



    



    PD Ahn Sang-kyu asked.



    



    "Not close."



    



    It was a question that needed no hesitation.



    



    We didn't meet often in private, but since we overcame difficult times together, we were very close emotionally.



    



    "But why are you asking me that?" You know. Banchan was the first to create the channel.



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked PD Ahn Sang-kyu.



    



    When PD Ahn Sang-kyu joined, he was already running a TV channel called "Banchan Yong-i Jimkkun" by himself.



    



    It was strange that Ahn Sang-kyu, who took over from Ban Chan-yong, didn't know the relationship between Cha Ji-chan and Ban Chan-yong.



    



    "Of course, I know that." But I didn't know you were this close.



    



    "What are you talking about?"



    



    At PD Ahn Sang-kyu's words, Cha Ji-chan approached the computer.



    



    The employees who were with him giggled and made way, causing Cha Ji-chan to furrow his brows and look at the monitor.



    



    "What is this?"



    



    PD Ahn Sang-kyu started playing the newly uploaded video on the side dish store channel from the beginning.



    



    Against the backdrop of the restaurant visited last night, Banchan-yong was wearing a serious expression.



    



    taught me how to kiss today.



    



    The video zoomed in on Cha Ji-chan's face and then quickly transitioned to the intro video.



    



    Cha Ji-chan's eyes widened.



    



    "Is this guy crazy?" "Are you trying to provoke me like this?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan, bewildered, sought the employees' agreement, but it was of no use.



    



    "Why do the expressions look like that?"



    



    The employees could only stifle their laughter instead of answering.



    



    "You don't believe it, do you?" 봐. Watch until the end. I told you, Ban Chan-yong was just talking nonsense, right?



    



    "Really?"



    



    "Wow."
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    Cha Ji-chan hit his chest in frustration.



    



    If it were up to me, I would have gone right away and taken down the video.



    



    "By the way, I heard Chan-young is really quitting the editing job?"



    



    After the employees, satisfied from teasing the representative, returned to their seats, PD Ahn Sang-kyu struck up a conversation.



    



    "Whether you accept it or not, what does it matter?" I just taught him/her how to kiss.



    



    Producer Ahn Sang-kyu chuckled.



    



    It's a pity. You make it so well.



    



    "What's so great about what I did?" What is this?



    



    "The CEO told us to see it through to the end, didn't he?" With an intro like this, you can't not watch it.



    



    "Ugh." Just this guy.



    



    Cha Ji-chan let out a sigh.



    



    Even though he was angry on the outside, he knew that everyone would take it as a joke, so Ahn Sang-kyu didn't pay much attention to it.



    



    "Do you think it will go well?"



    



    "Is this Chan-yong?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan nodded.



    



    Ahn Sang-kyu, after contemplating while browsing the side dish store channel, finally spoke up.



    



    I think I understand why you're considering a career change. Editing is rare in the industry. You have a good sense of it too. I saw the previous performance of the Heart Sutra, and the reactions and reception were really good. Yesterday, the chemistry with the boss was good too.



    



    Cha Ji-chan took out a protein drink from the mini fridge and drank it.



    



    "But the content is the problem." Originally, you grew your channel with mukbangs, so now the subscribers of your side dish store want to see Chan-yong eat.



    



    "That makes sense."



    



    "If they can't find a reason to keep visiting the side dish store, it will be tough."



    



    Cha Ji-chan, who had been quietly listening, smiled.



    



    "Does it sound like saying that if you just find the right content, you'll succeed?"



    



    "How hard do you think that is?"



    



    "It's difficult." I'm going to work out. "Take care."



    



    "Yes."



    



    Cha Ji-chan left the office.



    



    Sang-kyu put on his earphones and continued watching the video uploaded by Ban-chan.



    



    The subscription button was already indicating that it was subscribed.

  
    Budae jjigae



    



    "Oh."



    



    Thanks to the consecutive collaborations with Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan, the YouTube video views have significantly increased.



    



    Especially, the mukbang with Chajichan that was uploaded yesterday has definitely seen a better increase in views compared to other videos.



    



    If this continues, it seems like my channel will surpass 400,000 views for the first time.



    



    The ratio of comments to likes is good, so I secretly hoped for the best, but my lips keep curling up.



    



    "Why do people like watching videos of old men eating?" Your taste is unique, you know.



    



    After thinking about it, there is indeed a reason.



    



    It must be because a famous YouTuber appeared, the scene of teasing Cha Ji-chan spread as memes across various communities, and my nonsense was well received.



    



    The thumbnail turned out great, and the intro was intriguing enough to capture interest.



    



    The YouTube algorithm god also lent a hand, you know.



    



    These factors may not be the only solution, but it is clear that they are effective.



    



    In the future, we should upload these kinds of videos more often, but it's better not to expect too much from collaborations with well-known YouTubers.



    



    I have built up a network over a long time working in editing, and among them, I am close with Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin, so I can expect to see them occasionally, but they all have tight schedules.



    



    I can't rely on others forever, and above all, I need to be the one at the center of the side dish shop.



    



    So, we need to prepare content that can keep the people who came in through the collaboration this time.



    



    Even now, does the clumsy cooking show, where I suffer while making healthy meals myself, and the mukbang where I eat out once a week, get a decent response?



    



    If I make YouTube my full-time job, I need to increase my streaming hours, so I need new content to fill the time.



    



    "Where."



    



    Since I couldn't think of anything special, I rummaged through the videos I had outsourced so far.



    



    As I watch videos on various topics, I realize anew just how much effort YouTubers must put in to create their content.



    



    Since I've decided to make this my main job, I too will have to prepare with all my might.



    



    Crawled to the desk and turned on the broadcast.



    



    Even in November, the average number of viewers was 100 to 200, but now as soon as the broadcast starts, about 180 people join.



    



    When the broadcast is in full swing, it exceeds 500 viewers.



    



    It's just the beginning.



    



    Don't get complacent with small achievements; you really need to work hard.



    



    Since the viewers had gathered enough, I turned on the camera and lay down on the blanket.



    



    Did you not cook today?



    



    Why are you lying down? lol



    



    You're doing the broadcast comfortably.



    



    Nubbang lol



    



    Advertisements



    



    Do you broadcast even on Christmas?



    



    "Don't be like that." Just turning on the broadcast was already a huge effort.



    



    Thanks to doing 100 squats and walking 5.6 km the day before yesterday, my legs won't listen to me.



    



    As I am right now, lying down is the best option for me.



    



    "I didn't have any energy today, so I ate and went to bed." What are you going to do on Christmas? What day is it?



    



    Christmas is a day for sleeping.



    



    Now that it's just two days away, you can hear carols at the store and see garlands and trees in the aisles.



    



    Last year, I repeatedly watched the Harry Potter movies while waking up and falling asleep, but this year, I'm contemplating how to approach the broadcast.



    



    hahahahahahahaha



    



    What's Christmas?



    



    The day I see Kevin



    



    What is Kevin?



    



    Has a generation that doesn't know Home Alone already arrived?



    



    Do they not show it on TV much these days?



    



    You don't even watch TV in the first place, haha.



    



    They really play well together.



    



    "We will be broadcasting even on Christmas." I haven't decided what to do yet. Well, it'll come to me.



    



    First, Santa cosplay



    



    This is so funny



    



    If this guy puts on a beard and wears red clothes, he's Santa, lol.



    



    High-quality cosplay



    



    That's why I like this guy. I have to broadcast even on Christmas.



    



    I'm really annoyed, but I think it might actually suit me.



    



    If there were a Santa Claus body type competition, I think I would be a strong contender for the win.



    



    "What's the point of cosplaying like that?" And in the first place, Santa himself is the problem. What's good about claiming something that doesn't exist?



    



    No Santa?



    



    I'm so shocked.



    



    Childhood destroyed



    



    Uncle, that's too much I didn't cry and worked hard this year to get a gift.



    



    Hyung, this is really big. If it gets out that Santa isn't real, the social repercussions will be no joke.



    



    └For real, at this point, there's nothing to say even in court. It's guilty right away.



    



    Apologize.



    



    Clarify



    



    These people are clearly afflicted with a disease that makes them unable to go a single day without talking nonsense.



    



    Geez. Speaking of which, 90% of my broadcast viewers are in their 30s and 40s. Stop calling me "sir" or "brother" all the time. There are many people older than me, you know. You're the older brother. You knew whether Santa existed or not about 30 years ago.
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    My 38-month-old believes in Santa.



    



    I'm 31 years old.



    



    hahahahahahaha



    



    Well, when I see your face, "uncle" just comes out naturally, what can I do?



    



    even though you're a snake, I'll just call you hyung.



    



    Crazy, lol. Was I the only one in my 20s?



    



    These people seem to get a thorn in their side if they don't tease me for even a day.



    



    "Anyway, Santa is inconsiderate." Think about it. On Children's Day, when other kids receive game consoles, robots, and cars, how do you think the kids who don't get any gifts feel? I was good for a whole year too, I didn't cry, so why am I the only one not getting a gift? Am I a bad kid? You won't think that way, will you? You have to talk to those kids properly. There's no such thing as Santa, and it's not because you're bad that you don't get presents.



    



    That's right. I was so envious when my friend got a car from their parents not long ago.



    



    That's not the car, though, lol.



    



    Is it a personal story?



    



    Mister, saying things like that while lying down isn't convincing.



    



    "And." Why is this guy perfectly fine?



    



    He asked while showing a picture of Santa Claus.



    



    "You all said it too." Santa and I have the same body shape. Then shouldn't Santa have high blood pressure and diabetes too? Why is this guy the only one healthy?



    



    Jiltle



    



    Crazy, lol. I was wondering what you were talking about.



    



    Look at how furious he is.



    



    Banha Chuchanyong



    



    Did you say you were betrayed? You don't mean to say



    



    "Isn't that right?" I've never heard of Santa going out other than at Christmas. Have you ever seen Santa on March 11th? What is July 19th? It's not there. If he only goes out once a year, he probably doesn't exercise either, so why am I eating greens while this guy is? Well, you'll probably have something delicious to eat. Santander."



    



    The name Santa actually originates from Satan, according to academic consensus.



    



    If you just switch the letters around, Santa becomes Satan.



    



    "Stop saying nonsensical things." Santa and Satan are in English, right? Santa. Satan. If only the final consonants changed, it would be the same.



    



    The only difference is the location.



    



    Crazy. Even if it's in English, only the position of 'n' changes.



    



    "I knew this would happen." What about Santa? It was Satan.



    



    You're falling for that again.



    



    hahahaha idiot



    



    Am I fat, you idiot? 봐! It's 133 kg!



    



    "Oh, why are you doing that again?" You were just joking, right? I can't make any jokes.



    



    While I was joking around with the viewers, my smartphone vibrated.



    



    When I checked the sender, it was Baek Woo-jin from Ugenius.



    



    I thought there might be an issue with the video I sent the day before yesterday, so I received it.
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    - Hyung, I'm watching a broadcast right now. Is it okay if I take a quick break?



    



    What kind of situation is this?



    



    Since I was on air, I was about to ask if I could contact them later, but they ended up asking me a question first.



    



    "Why?"



    



    -I thought of a funny story, so I wanted to tell you.



    



    No. "Why are you watching my stream?"



    



    -I'm bored.



    



    What call is it?



    



    Who?



    



    It's a survey call, isn't it? Stop pretending to be friends and hang up. 빨리.



    



    It's a call to change my phone, lol.



    



    "Are you pretending to have friends?" Woojin, why don't you say something?



    



    I switched to speakerphone.



    



    Hello. It's not a friend, just an acquaintance, Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “Um... I'm sorry for pretending to be your friend.



    



    hahahahahahaha



    



    Is that genius Baek Woo-jin?



    



    Why doesn't this guy know anyone?



    



    Who is Baek Woo-jin?



    



    I'm a YouTuber who deals with various bits of knowledge like literature, art, music, trivia, science, and so on.



    



    Is this really Baek Woo-jin???



    



    "What do you mean?" "Do it quickly and finish."



    



    -You were upset asking why Santa Claus is healthy. But honestly, things like body shape or facial flushing. Ah, facial flushing could also be a temporary phenomenon caused by moving quickly in cold weather.



    



    I forgot. This person is a know-it-all.



    



    Every time you edited the videos for the Unigeous channel, you worked hard.



    



    "But?"



    



    -They say there's a high probability of experiencing adult diseases like diabetes.



    



    The world is fair.



    



    -But do you know when Santa Claus became chubby?



    



    "How would I know that?"



    



    -I used to be slim. But in the 19th century, when an illustration of a chubby Santa Claus was published in a magazine called Harper's Weekly, that image has continued to this day. So, Santa Claus might have had diabetes since the 19th century.



    



    "……Huh?"



    



    -But isn't it strange? Santa Claus has had diabetes for over 200 years, so he must have developed complications, but he's perfectly fine, right? Even in 1931, they even shot a Coca-Cola commercial. In my hometown in Finland, we eat a risotto called "risifrutti" made with rice, milk, sugar, and cinnamon powder during Christmas. Even though I ate food that raises my blood sugar so much, I didn't get any complications. Isn't it amazing?



    



    "……."



    



    - I think it's probably because Westerners' pancreases are generally larger compared to those of Asians. So, even though Santa Claus is fat, his blood sugar doesn't rise much. Ah, blood sugar regulation is done by insulin, and the pancreas is the organ that secretes that insulin.
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    I hung up the phone.



    



    The phone rang again, but it hung up again.



    



    "There was a brief commotion."



    



    What the heck all of a sudden



    



    Explanation enthusiast, lol



    



    What just happened?



    



    I didn't know Baek Woo-jin is really crazy



    



    Did you call just to tell me that?



    



    I didn't want to know, but I ended up getting useless information that Santa Claus might not have diabetes.



    



    Lucky nerd



    



    I became a 1 million subscriber YouTuber.



    



    [Woojin has donated 1,000 won]: Hyung, the call got disconnected. Look at my phone.



    



    hahahahahahahahahahahaha



    



    The call got disconnected



    



    I hung up on purpose because I didn't want to listen, haha.



    



    "My phone is broken." Let's get in touch next time.



    



    If I get caught in this guy's pace, I'll be in pain throughout today's broadcast.



    



    [Woojin has donated 1,000 won]: No. I'm on the phone right now, but your broadcast is making a buzzing sound. It's not broken.



    



    "Hey, this stone needs to sleep." I'm live streaming right now. Whether Santa Claus or Satan Claus has diabetes or not, say it on your show. "Why are you acting like this after coming here?"



    



    [Woojin has donated 1,000 won]: Got it. I'll stop talking about Santa.



    



    "Okay."



    



    [Eugene has donated 1,000 won]: So, what should we do for fun?



    



    "What are you playing at?" Why would I with you...



    



    While speaking, I suddenly thought it might actually be a good thing.



    



    The day before yesterday, I overexerted myself during exercise, so I have no energy. It would be nice to have one more person to fill the sound.



    



    Above all, even though he's a bit strange, he's a major YouTuber with 1.13 million subscribers.



    



    Just like the collaboration with the head monk of Banya Restaurant and the porter Chajichan, it will surely help in promoting the channel.



    



    "I will." Of course. I'll contact you on Discord.



    



    Instead of keeping my smartphone on all the time, I found it more convenient to connect through my computer, so I called via Discord.



    



    "Can you hear me?"



    



    -What are you going to do?



    



    Favorite Food World Cup. No, but aren't you busy?



    



    Baek Woo-jin has been living a busy life lately, often appearing on public broadcasts.



    



    Thanks to that, the subscriber growth trend is among the best for domestic YouTubers, so it's only natural to be puzzled by your presence on my stream during this crucial time.
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    "But why are you doing this?"



    



    -I'm busy.



    



    "What are you talking about?"



    



    - Hyung, what did you do first the night before an exam when you were in school?



    



    "I studied."



    



    Before studying.



    



    "......cleaning the room?"



    



    -That's the feeling I get. Since there’s so much to do, I feel like procrastinating.



    



    hahahahahahahahahaha



    



    Ah, that's true.



    



    It only looks messy when I really need to study.



    



    -Actually, I should start working slowly. I was goofing off because I didn't want to work.



    



    "Of course."



    



    It seems that I was probably bored while taking a break from work.



    



    It's a bit disappointing that we couldn't do the collaboration, but I thought it was strange from the beginning.



    



    -But, is your body okay, hyung?



    



    “My blood sugar has dropped a lot, and I need to consistently manage my weight. "Eat less and move more, right?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin hesitated as if he was contemplating something.



    



    Text to translate: -Let me know when the broadcast is over. I have something to say.



    



    "Do you have something to say privately?"



    



    -It's not like that, but if you're okay with it, should we set a time to meet?



    



    It's a story about a collaboration.



    



    "Are you serious?" It's good for me.



    



    -Okay. Then talk later. I will hang up!

  
    I felt embarrassed to ask, but I'm just grateful that Baek Woo-jin stepped up first.



    



    Seeing as they suddenly suggested a collaboration, they might have some other intentions, but it shouldn't be bad.



    



    "Anyway, today we're having a favorite food World Cup."



    



    There’s no better content for just lying down and moving your mouth.



    



    Let's go to the round of 32. The beginning is... budae jjigae vs. tantanmen. Wow, this is insane.



    



    What is tantanmen?



    



    Shut up and eat budae jjigae, right?



    



    From the beginning



    



    "Buddae jjigae actually feels like an old friend." When I was in college, I really ate a lot.



    



    You're going to eat your friend...?



    



    For side dishes, a meal for a friend.



    



    I guess I should add a controversy tab to Namuwiki.



    



    Are they really crazy?



    



    I was too lazy to respond, so I just continued what I was saying.



    



    "I have no money and I'm hungry." If you want to eat a lot of delicious food for cheap, there's nothing like budae jjigae.



    



    I remember when I was in college.



    



    "I graduated from Soongsil University, you know?" Around the time I was about to go to the military, a budae jjigae restaurant opened on the second floor of the old building in front of the main gate. I used to go there often. When it first opened, was it 5,000 won per serving? I think it was around 5,500 won. But I could refill ramen noodles, side dishes, and rice as much as I wanted. The boss was really generous, wasn't he?



    



    That boss probably didn't like that guy.



    



    Unlimited I can tell how much you ate without even looking.



    



    Is it delicious?



    



    What on earth are you talking about from years ago? If a serving of budae jjigae is 5,000 won,



    



    When you're in college, you really start looking for value for money.



    



    Are you still there?



    



    "It's not an incredibly special taste." But the cost performance is good. It should still be there now. Ah, there it is.



    



    When I search for "Sungkyunkwan University Budae Jjigae," it appears on the first page.



    



    As time passed, the prices increased significantly.



    



    "That's right." Here, tteokgangjeong and tater tots are served as side dishes. If I go once, I end up going three or four more times. What do you mean by "data tatz"? You know, the thing where you finely grate the potatoes, shape them into little rounds, and then fry them. If you order the mixed fries, it's the best.



    



    Looking through the store photos, I feel an unexpected nostalgia.



    



    "I feel a bit strange." I was in 3rd grade when I attended here, you know? All my peers went to the military, so I had no one to hang out with. But here, they served a single portion again. Around 2 o'clock, I go slightly off the lunch hour and eat alone...



    



    Why did you stop talking?



    



    I also ate alone after returning to school.



    



    "Just because it's in the past doesn't mean all the memories are good." Until just a moment ago, I was feeling good thinking about my college days, but I have so many memories of eating alone. No, I think I ate almost all of it by myself.
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    As soon as I blink, the viewers start teasing me again.



    



    "Okay." I didn't have any friends. 왜. Anyway, budae jjigae has a lot of memories for me. On the other hand, tantanmen isn't something I eat often, but I do have a memory associated with it. You all know the drama "The Lonely Gourmet," right?



    



    Mr. Goro?



    



    Hara got confused.



    



    Don't know.



    



    What is that, you idiot?



    



    I thought many people would know it because it's a famous drama, but there are quite a few who don't.



    



    In episode 3 of that drama, the main character eats tantanmen. Tan-tan noodles without broth. I really want to eat that like crazy. But no matter how much I searched, I couldn't find a place that serves tan-tan noodles without broth.



    



    I wanted to eat shirunashi tantanmen, the kind you mix together, so I searched the internet for a while, but I couldn't find it.



    



    Is it still not available? Was it a few years ago?



    



    I really wanted to eat it too.



    



    There's a good place near Myongji University.



    



    It's gone there.



    



    There are many places with real broth in their tantanmen, but places without broth are rare.



    



    If you ask me to do it without broth, I can do it.



    



    It'll probably be different at each store, right?



    



    So you couldn't eat?



    



    "As a result, I ate." The soup version of tantanmen was delicious too, but I really want to mix it up. So I ordered cup ramen directly. I found out that there are cup ramen versions of tan-tan noodles without broth.



    



    Thinking about it now, it's so absurd that I can't help but laugh.



    



    It was too expensive. Including the shipping fee, 24,000 won? They must have done that much. One cup ramen.



    



    At that time, I was living by working part-time unloading and loading packages.



    



    Even that was difficult because I had a back injury and could only go to work sporadically, so after paying the goshiwon rent, there was hardly any money left.



    



    Thanks to that, I mostly solved my meals with the ramen provided by the goshiwon.



    



    In the meantime, I spent 24,000 won just to try the soupless tantanmen, so thinking about it now, I wasn't in my right mind.



    



    But.



    



    That cup ramen was the only thing that comforted and sustained me during a time when I had no hope.



    



    "I waited a long time and finally got it." As expected of a cup ramen that costs 24,000 won including shipping, it was something different. The cup is octagonal in shape, and the place for draining water is also well done with foil. They made the cup deep, so it was easy to mix and eat. Anyway, after cooking the noodles, I drained the water, squeezed out the liquid soup, and mixed it. Do you know the smell of sansho? Every time I rub it, the unique scent of sancho comes up, and my mouth starts watering. I eat ramen that costs 24,000 won. Finally, I get to eat the soupless tantanmen that Uncle Goro had. Thinking that way, I took just one bite.



    



    As I hesitated for a moment while looking at the chat window, everyone got annoyed and urged me to speak quickly.



    



    "It's delicious." It's delicious, but was it really worth paying 24,000 won for? If you think about it that way, it wasn't.



    



    Right? Even if instant ramen is delicious, it's still just instant ramen



    



    Even the places introduced in "Solitary Gourmet" are said to be tasty, but not worth traveling all the way to Japan for.



    



    All the popular restaurants are like that.



    



    It must be a place worth visiting for the people living there.



    



    Didn't you say you had a hard life back then? It must have been a waste of money.
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    "I didn't feel like the money was wasted." I'm exhausted to death, but eating that made me feel a bit better. I feel like I can buy something special for myself too.



    



    I moved the cursor back and forth with the wireless mouse I brought to the floor.



    



    "Even budae jjigae and tantanmen don't really bring back great memories." But since budae jjigae has better value for money, I'll go with budae jjigae.



    



    After choosing budae jjigae, this time gopchang and kimchi jjim came out.



    



    "Wow."



    



    I like both dishes so much that I can't easily choose one.



    



    Checking the chat window, it seems the viewers have divided opinions as well.



    



    I really like gopchang. It's good grilled, good stir-fried, good in a hot pot, and all of it is delicious, but it's too expensive.



    



    Beef small intestines are honestly more expensive than most other parts.



    



    It is really delicious, but it's too expensive.



    



    It used to be really cheap, but now that it's popular, they don't know their place and it's gotten expensive.



    



    It's probably because it spoiled quickly, right?



    



    They say it's hard to distribute it fresh. I heard that in the past, people only ate it at slaughterhouses.



    



    A shot of soju with gopchang is all you need.



    



    "You must eat a lot of grilled food." I like to eat it stir-fried. Wangsimni is also famous, but I often ate in Guri. There's a whole street dedicated to stir-fried intestines there, and when I used to go, it was really cheap and delicious. I also stir-fried and ate rice. This also holds deep memories. The choice is kimchi jjim."



    



    What? Why did we suddenly switch topics after just talking about gopchang? LOL



    



    This?



    



    "Beef tripe is good, but it's not as good as kimchi jjim." Tear the well-fermented kimchi into strips and wrap it around the meat. If you take a big spoonful of that and eat it with white rice, it's game over. The texture of tender pork and well-fermented kimchi coming together. How about rice that has soaked up the kimchi broth full of meaty aroma?



    



    Gopchang is indeed delicious, but it's mainly food you eat outside, while kimchi jjim is a dish my mother used to make.



    



    It's been a long time since I became independent, but I often think that nothing beats the home-cooked meals my mother used to make.



    



    Prajnaparamita Sutra: You liked spicy things, huh?



    



    Whoa, it's a monk.



    



    It's a joke.



    



    Mister, why aren't you broadcasting and just sitting here?



    



    "I can't eat spicy food, but lately I've been craving that." I guess it's because I've only been eating bland food.



    



    Prajnaparamita Sutra: Then come visit this week. Let's eat budae jjigae.



    



    I like collabs



    



    Mr. Ju Ji-seung, if you are being threatened, please show a carrot in the next video.



    



    Earlier, Woojin contacted me, and now it's Jujiseung



    



    What's the identity of Mr. Dang?



    



    "Really?" I don't know what rejection is.



    



    I'm glad to see you, but more than that, I'm really curious about the budae jjigae that Joo Ji-seung made.



    



    Since I've been sticking to a healthy diet, I've been constantly craving salty and spicy stews, but if it's Jujiseung's budae jjigae, which makes even the vegetables taste good, there's no reason to refuse.
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    Bodhisattva: Hahaha, so when are you coming?



    



    "Friday?" "Whenever you're free, hyung."



    



    Joo Ji-seung suggested Friday and asked which budae jjigae would be good.



    



    Ham a lot. A lot of ham. Spam."



    



    └Hahaha, I can't resist spam.



    



    I like salami.



    



    There are so many types of ham that go into budae jjigae.



    



    Eugenius: Oh, I want to eat too.



    



    Prajnaparamita Sutra: Yeah, haha, Woojin should come too.



    



    Are you really going to Baek Woo-jin's place?



    



    Eugenius: But can't we go on Saturday? I have work on Friday.



    



    I thought Baek Woo-jin had left, but he sent a message. It seems like you really don't want to work.



    



    "Saturday is Christmas Eve." Jiseung hyung, you should rest."



    



    If you keep the priest on Christmas Eve, the sister-in-law will scold you.



    



    Bodhidharma: No, my wife decided to go to her parents' house. If Chanyong is okay with it, let's meet on Saturday.



    



    Eugenius: Hyung Chanyong wouldn't have work on Christmas Eve.



    



    hahahahahahaha



    



    Ah, I need to binge-watch Harry Potter, lol.



    



    Baek Woo-jin's words are so funny, lol.



    



    I want to refute it, but it's true.



    



    "Why do you keep spouting nonsense on someone else's broadcast?" You said you were busy! "Hurry up and go to work!"



    



    Genius: Yeah, see you on Saturday.



    



    Wait, seriously, Baek Woo-jin, are you doing a collaboration with Joo Ji-seung?



    



    What exactly are the Heart Sutra and Genius missing?



    



    Seriously, Who the heck are you?



    



    At this point, isn't it like they're blackmailing us with some kind of weakness? Hahaha



    



    Stop it, lol. What's wrong with Chan-yong being an old man?



    



    Yeah, I've been working hard on my broadcasts lately, isn't it a bit too much to be hitting me like this?



    



    We usually hang out like this here.



    



    Genius: Actually, Chan Yong said he wouldn't edit the video if we didn't collaborate...



    



    LOL



    



    "Don't come on Saturday."



    



    Baek Woo-jin made a phone call.
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    "Why again?"



    



    -You're going to come out like that?



    



    “어. I'm going to enjoy the budae jjigae without you.



    



    -Am I not even as good as budae jjigae?



    



    "Yeah."



    



    -My budae jjigae fell into the water. Who are you saving?



    



    "Of course, it's you."



    



    Budae jjigae becomes inedible the moment it falls into water.



    



    -Of course, it should be. How much do you think about me? Even so.



    



    I hung up the phone.



    



    "There are people who keep interrupting the broadcast, so I'm going to block them."



    



    hahahahahaha



    



    Eugenius: Ah! You hung up again!



    



    Why are these guys so cute?

  
    Saturday morning.



    



    Early in the morning, Baek Woo-jin drove his car and came to the front of the house.



    



    The white and chubby cheeks look just like rice cakes, and seeing the face makes my appetite grow.



    



    "I wish they would add joraengi rice cakes to the budae jjigae."



    



    "What the heck is this?"



    



    "I suddenly want to eat."



    



    We chatted about trivial matters as we headed to Bucheon, where the Banyasikgyeong studio is located.



    



    "When you mentioned joraengi tteok, it reminded me of a funny story."



    



    It seems like they've caught another case.



    



    "Joraengi-tteok is a traditional Gyeongju rice cake, and Gyeongju was the capital of the Goryeo Dynasty, right?"



    



    If we keep going like this, we'll definitely be talking until we arrive.



    



    "I'm not curious."



    



    "No." Whether you're curious or not is not important. I want to speak.



    



    "……?"



    



    "When Yi Seong-gye founded the Joseon Dynasty, the people of Gaeseong were very dissatisfied." A person from Gaeseong was so angry that they wanted to strangle Yi Seonggye to death, but since they couldn't do that, they squeezed a rice cake hard instead, and that's how the joraengi-tteok was born.



    



    "Is it real?"



    



    "Have you ever heard of the term 'seonggye-tang'?"



    



    I asked to confirm the facts, but they brought up something else.



    



    "I saw it in a drama."



    



    In the historical drama featuring Jeong Dojeon as the main character, there was a scene where Yi Seong-gye cried while eating Seonggye-tang.



    



    The content was about how the people of Kaesong, in their anger, chewed on pork, saying, "There is no one among the people of Kaesong who hasn't lost a family member at the hands of the king."



    



    You could glimpse the anger of the people of Gaeseong towards Yi Seong-gye.



    



    "Then, is the story about the joraengi-tteok true?"



    



    No. The likelihood of that is low.



    



    He talks convincingly and then suddenly says no.



    



    As they were puzzled, Baek Woo-jin continued explaining.



    



    "If the people of Gaeseong hated Yi Seonggye so much, would they have taken the people of Gaeseong with them when they moved the capital to Hanyang?"



    



    "I didn't even know they had relocated."



    



    Words like "Seonggye-yuk" and "Seonggye-tang" are not used by all the people of Gaeseong, but by those who worship Choi Young.



    



    "Then?"



    



    "The legend of joraengi-tteok or the origin of seonggye-tang likely arose from the perception that individuality was being discriminated against in the late Joseon period, leading to the speculation that they might have been neglected since the early Joseon period."



    



    "Why did that misunderstanding happen?"



    



    "People who believed in Choi Young used to call Lee Seong-gye like that." But literally, it was a word used by only a very small number of people, so it's unlikely that Lee Seong-gye heard it directly like in the drama. Fiction for a dramatic story.2)
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    "I didn't know."



    



    Since it appeared in the drama, I thought there was at least some similar story, but I guess not.



    



    "In summary, the origins of Seonggye-yuk, Seonggye-tang, and Joraengi-tteok were born from the process of distorting and exaggerating the stories enjoyed by the religious group that revered Choi Young, so that the entire people of Gaeseong could share them."



    



    I understand. "Wait, but how do you know about this?"



    



    "While looking for video material, I've picked up a bit of random knowledge here and there."



    



    It's understandable to be searching for it, but it's amazing how accurately they remember even nouns and pronouns. And above all, I never knew there would be such a story behind the rice cakes I used to eat without a second thought.



    



    "Uh."



    



    Baek Woo-jin glanced at my face and then asked.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Even if it's not the same story as just now, wouldn't it be okay to create a separate post about food?" How the budae jjigae we were supposed to make today was made.



    



    "It's okay." Everyone knows the story about how they started making and eating ham they got from the military base.



    



    "I know well."



    



    Baek Woo-jin smiled.



    



    If it's information that everyone already knows, there's no need to make a video about it.



    



    "I did some research because of the content, but it was difficult." It seems like it wouldn't be an easy task to make other dishes as well.



    



    “It's really tough."



    



    It's also something said by the guy who runs the Ugenius channel, which covers knowledge in all sorts of fields.



    



    Today, while investigating budae jjigae to share stories at the Buddhist ceremony, I also had a personal experience.



    



    It's difficult to tell an interesting story that others don't know well, but finding and studying it is no easy task either.



    



    But since I like these kinds of stories, I think someone might like them too.



    



    If today's broadcast reaction is good, I should make it into content.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "Welcome."



    



    "……."



    



    The monk who opened the door was dressed as Santa Claus, complete with a white beard.



    



    I'm confused because of the prayer beads on my wrist.



    



    In a moment of surprise, Baek Woo-jin, who turned his head and made eye contact, also showed clear signs of embarrassment.



    



    "Hello."



    



    "Come in." What are you doing?



    



    Baek Woo-jin couldn't take his eyes off the Santa Claus costume and couldn't resist his curiosity.



    



    "Wasn't your brother a Buddhist?"



    



    "Right."



    



    "Then what is this...?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin pointed at Ju Ji-seung's clothes.



    



    "Oh, this?" It's Christmas, you know.
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    When I turned my head, Baek Woo-jin also looked at me at the same time.



    



    I was also confused because I couldn't understand what the monk was saying, and then Choi Michael came out to greet us.



    



    "They say Christmas is nice."



    



    "Mr. Michael."



    



    This person who believes in Catholicism is actually dressed quite normally.



    



    "Come this way." There's still some time left. "Would you like some tea?"



    



    "Oh, I brought coffee."



    



    Baek Woo-jin stopped by a café along the way and held up the coffee he bought.



    



    As I sat at the table, Choi Michael brought me an ivy. It's a low-sugar cracker, so it's a snack you can have a little of when you crave sweets.



    



    "How is your body feeling?"



    



    Choi Michael asked me.



    



    "It's gotten better." Now it's dropped a lot, and it's around 190 on an empty stomach.



    



    Normal levels are 70-100.



    



    There's still a long way to go, but considering that my fasting blood sugar was over 300 just a month ago, I've really improved a lot.



    



    There is a sense of accomplishment in balancing diet and exercise.



    



    "You worked hard."



    



    Jujiseung sat across from him and said.



    



    “ So today, I came determined."



    



    With similar foods like carrots, cucumbers, cabbage, bean sprouts, spinach, and chicken breast, my tongue and stomach have become incredibly clean.



    



    I crave a nourishing meal like ham or white rice.



    



    You can't just eat whatever you want on cheat day. I should only eat one serving.



    



    "Wooin is right."



    



    Baek Woo-jin, Choi Mi-kael, and Joo Ji-seung all looked at me with concern, so I felt awkward.



    



    "It's once a week." I should live a little too. Why are you being rude?



    



    "Ugh." I understand that feeling well. Just eat as much as you want since you can work it off with exercise. I prepared a lot.



    



    The only person who understands my feelings is Joo Ji-seung, who is also a diabetic patient.



    



    "But did you make this, bro?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin pointed to the trivet placed in the middle of the table.



    



    "Oh, I made that."



    



    Choi Michael replied.



    



    “I can't do things like this, so I just kept thinking about trying it every day.



    



    "At first, it's difficult, but if you keep at it, you'll improve quickly."



    



    "When did you start?" When I was young, I used to do skill counts at school, but that's easy, right? "Are you still doing it these days?"



    



    "They still sell it these days." "Excuse me."



    



    Choi Michael pointed to the living room wall.
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    As I shifted my gaze, I saw a cute cat-shaped skill embroidery placed on the sofa cushion.



    



    "Crazy." So cute.



    



    "Right?" The prices weren't even that expensive.



    



    The two men in their 30s I met for the first time started talking about knitting and embroidery, leaving no room for me to interject.



    



    As I was looking at it curiously, Joo Ji-seung leaned on the table and asked.



    



    "Have you gotten a bit used to preparing and eating meals?"



    



    "No." I ended up doing only what I was already doing. I might actually end up going to some academy or something.



    



    "Why go to a cram school?" Learn from me.



    



    I've heard that before. It doesn't seem like you're just saying it casually.



    



    "Eh." Hyung, you're busy, right?



    



    "Time can be managed somehow." If you do it through a broadcast, you can take care of the videos and learn cooking too, right? "Isn't it much better than taking extra time to go to the academy anyway?"



    



    That's true too.



    



    I broadcast for over 5 hours every day, walk for 30 minutes after breakfast, lunch, and dinner, and above all, I still have to edit the videos I outsourced.



    



    On top of that, I promised to work out with Chajichan three times a week.



    



    There's no time to spare.



    



    How about once a week? "Even if it's a cheat day, it's better to make it yourself than eat outside food."



    



    "Hmm."



    



    "I'm glad the content is increasing too."



    



    There is no reason to refuse.



    



    You can take care of the broadcast, learn to cook, and above all, you can eat the food made by Joo Ji-seung.



    



    "Then, I'll ask you for a favor." I'm really shameless, so I can't turn down things like this well.



    



    "Don't refuse." Which is better, Tuesday or Saturday?



    



    Both are fine. Saturday seems like it would be better.



    



    "Then let's do it for lunch on Saturday."



    



    I've been struggling with content for quite a while, but it gets resolved so easily. I've thought about it before, but maybe he really is a Buddha.



    



    "Actually, I've been thinking a lot about the content." When I start full-time, there will be a lot to fill. Thanks to you, I managed to get through the day. Thank you.



    



    "Thanks, though." I told you. If it's your job, I definitely want to help. Moreover.



    



    Joo Ji-seung's lips twitched awkwardly.



    



    "Honestly, I'm also worried."



    



    "What?"



    



    "No matter what I try to do, I've already made everything, so there's nothing left to do."



    



    "Cooking?"



    



    Jujiseung nodded.



    



    Since I upload videos every day, I never thought I would have content concerns.



    



    If you think about it, it seems that all that worrying is what allowed me to upload so many videos.
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    "So I'm planning to do it again under the pretext of teaching you."



    



    "Sounds good?"



    



    "Right?"



    



    I smiled faintly.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "Mahāyāna Prajñāpāramitā Sūtra."



    



    As the broadcast began, the monk dressed as Santa Claus struck the wooden block and recited the Heart Sutra.



    



    "Is this okay?"



    



    "I don't know."



    



    Whether it's Buddhism or Catholicism, it's a situation where complaints could come from either side.



    



    Baek Woo-jin and I are both flustered, but judging by the chat window, everyone else seems to be familiar with it.



    



    "I informed you, didn't I?" Today, I'm going to eat budae jjigae while chatting with two guests. First, Woojin. "Just in case, please introduce me."



    



    Hello. I am Baek Woo-jin, the one in charge of cuteness at Woozineus.



    



    I was so dumbfounded that I turned my head.



    



    When Jujiseung stared intently at Baek Woo-jin sitting in the middle, he pressed his cheeks hard with his index finger and took another bite.



    



    "Pwing."



    



    So shameless



    



    How can someone at 33 years old do something like that?



    



    He thinks he's cute, lol.



    



    Wow, Baek Woo-jin in real life



    



    You're so clueless, haha. It's a broadcast, you idiot.



    



    No, this wasn't the image we had in mind;;



    



    Jujiseung leaned in a bit more to look at me.



    



    Somehow, it seems like they're a bit hopeful.



    



    Hello. It's for the side dishes at the banchan store. "I just came out last time and I'm greeting you again so soon."



    



    "Not fun."



    



    "Right." It seems like you're not aware of your responsibilities as a YouTuber.



    



    Baek Woo-jin and Joo Ji-seung shook their heads vigorously.



    



    "How can you possibly beat a monk dressed as Santa Claus and a 33-year-old who keeps acting like a kid?"



    



    "Not a monk."



    



    "I only did it once."



    



    "Right." Twice is too much, but once is fine, right?



    



    The two of them are really in sync.



    



    I was staring blankly and then spoke while looking at the camera.
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    Hello. Today, I'm the one who has to bear the injustice in the joint broadcast.

  
    "Chan-yong is on a diet these days to manage his blood sugar, and since today is a cheat day, I'm planning to make budae jjigae for the first time in a while."



    



    Joo Ji-seung added more to the introduction.



    



    The two people were teasing me, and even the recent comment was all intended to promote my side dish shop.



    



    He/She is a truly grateful person.



    



    "Chan-young said he likes budae jjigae with a lot of ham, so I made some, but I don't know if it will suit Woo-jin's taste."



    



    "I like it when they put minari in it."



    



    “Minari is good, isn't it?



    



    "I like it when the broth is clean."



    



    "Do you put minari in budae jjigae?"



    



    I thought minari was eaten with samgyeopsal or made into pancakes.



    



    I've never heard of putting that in budae jjigae before.



    



    Joo Ji-seung shook his head and replied exaggeratedly.



    



    "Then." The budae jjigae with minari at Restaurant D in Yeoksam-dong is really good. Budae jjigae is originally heavy and rich, right? If you add minari, it becomes really refreshing.



    



    "I know that place too." Delicious.



    



    Since they say they often go to Baekujin, I should check it out sometime later.



    



    "That's amazing." I've never heard of it before.



    



    "Even budae jjigae has so many factions." This has emerged independently in various regions, so each area has its own characteristics.



    



    "I heard that they each occurred at the site where the US military base used to be."



    



    Baek Woo-jin chimed in with Ju Ji-seung's words.



    



    "Right." Uijeongbu, Dongducheon, Songtan, Paju—these are famous, but Chanyong's preferred style is closer to the Songtan style.



    



    "Lots of ham?"



    



    "Lots of ham." Heheheh."



    



    Jujiseung suddenly laughs.



    



    "Why are you laughing?"



    



    "No." So desperate. "I've prepared a lot of ham, so don't worry."



    



    Thank goodness.



    



    "But when are we eating?" I feel like I'm talking about a lot of pointless things right now.



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin started to laugh.



    



    "I'm not joking right now." "I'm serious."



    



    "We talked about eating budae jjigae, remember?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin said.



    



    "You can do it while eating, can't you?" Or you two can talk. I'll listen while I eat.



    



    "Why are you so desperate?"
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    Baek Woo-jin laughs again.



    



    "Because I'm sincere!"



    



    "Mehahaha."



    



    "Why is he acting like this?" I'm not joking, you know? I'm hungry! I'm hungry! I'm going to fill a big bowl with budae jjigae and white rice, sprinkle some seaweed flakes on top, and mix it all together, okay?



    



    Leaving Baek Woo-jin, who was laughing absurdly, I shifted my gaze, and Joo Ji-seung was also holding back a laugh.



    



    "Is this something to laugh about?" I didn't eat breakfast this morning either. I'm dizzy. Can't you see my hands shaking? Give me food! "Give me food!"



    



    He raised his trembling hand.



    



    Ah, hahaha, I can't resist budae jjigae while on a diet, hahaha.



    



    I'm getting dizzy



    



    That guy was like that last time too, he's really serious about eating, lol.



    



    Just do it while eating, my eyes are going to pop out.



    



    But seriously, I'm really hungry, and just talking in front of food makes me feel dizzy, haha.



    



    Anyone can see the earnestness.



    



    Isn't it acting?



    



    If that hand trembling is acting, then I should become an actor first, lol.



    



    "I put it on before the broadcast started, so it needs to boil a bit longer."



    



    Joo Ji-seung conveyed the unfortunate news.



    



    "But seriously, you really don't look so good." Are you feeling very dizzy?



    



    “I've never been this hungry for this long before. I'm dizzy."



    



    It would be good to check your blood sugar once. Did you bring the check?



    



    I was really dizzy, so I took out the blood glucose meter as Jujiseung suggested.



    



    I thoroughly cleaned the area under my thumb nail with a disinfectant wipe, pricked it with a needle to draw blood, and placed the test strip.



    



    After 5 seconds, the number 111 appeared on the checker's screen.



    



    "Huh?"



    



    My blood sugar is much lower than usual.



    



    Since the normal fasting blood sugar level is below 100, it can be considered almost close to normal.



    



    "Didn't you say earlier that it's usually around 190?"



    



    The monk asked.



    



    "Yesterday it was 190."



    



    "Then it's definitely hypoglycemia symptoms." You said you didn't eat breakfast, right?



    



    “But it's higher than the normal range, is this a symptom of hypoglycemia?"



    



    "Even if the levels are normal, if they suddenly drop compared to usual, hypoglycemic symptoms appear."



    



    "......Isn't it normal?"



    



    I don't understand.



    



    "Even if it's higher than normal levels, if it drops sharply compared to usual, it sends a signal to recharge."
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    Baek Woo-jin informed me.



    



    It's amazing how he knows about this even though he doesn't have diabetes.



    



    "What should I do then?"



    



    "I have to endure."



    



    "Huh?"



    



    "It's a symptom that occurs because you've been in a high blood sugar state for a long time and then return to normal."



    



    "It's like withdrawal symptoms when you quit smoking."



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin took turns explaining.



    



    "If it were really hypoglycemia, you should start by consuming sugar, but for now, just hold on." Soon we'll be eating, too.



    



    "……."



    



    Low blood sugar ㄷㄷ



    



    LOL, low blood sugar from using the phone, LOL



    



    Crazy, How much did you want to eat it



    



    Originally over 300, but getting 111 means you really worked hard.



    



    "That's right." Diabetes is an issue that everyone can experience, and Chan-yong feeling dizzy right now is proof that he worked that hard. Today, I guess I can enjoy the budae jjigae.



    



    "Are you saying that this is an illusion caused by the fact that my blood sugar was originally high and has now dropped?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "Wow."



    



    There's no way.



    



    Right now, the trembling and dizziness are said to be caused by a brain illusion, which is even frightening.



    



    I'm definitely feeling it.



    



    It's so frustrating that my hands tremble, but they say it's the process of the body returning to normal. Getting healthy is really difficult.



    



    "Are you okay?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked with concern.



    



    "Isn't it actually better?"



    



    "Huh?"



    



    "Try being alone." My hands and feet are trembling, and my heart is pounding. It's so scary. I heard from you and Ji-seung that it's a symptom of hypoglycemia, so I understood.



    



    The atmosphere of the broadcast has become a bit solemn.



    



    "And honestly, if your blood sugar drops, isn't it okay to eat a bit more?" Totally a huge win.



    



    "What are you talking about?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin chuckled softly.



    



    It's a relief that the viewers are laughing too.



    



    "Where did we leave off?"



    



    "Area of occurrence?" Faction?



    



    Jujiseung asked, so I answered.
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    That's right. Since we're talking about the region, it reminded me that I prefer stir-fry over stew.



    



    "Stir-fry?"



    



    I asked along with Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "In Uijeongbu, O Restaurant is known as the original, but they originally sold budae jjigae before switching to jjigae." So, budae jjigae is a dish that started with stir-frying.



    



    I've never heard of budae jjigae before. "Is it delicious?"



    



    "What should I say to explain it?"



    



    Jujiseung crossed his arms, pondered for a moment, and then spoke.



    



    "It seems like they concentrated the taste of budae jjigae."



    



    I find it interesting.



    



    Come to think of it, the ingredients used in budae jjigae are delicious even when stir-fried.



    



    "So, is Uijeongbu mainly about stir-frying?"



    



    They sell stir-fried dishes too. Also, putting kimchi in is a characteristic of Uijeongbu-style budae jjigae. Since ham and ground meat are greasy, eating them with kimchi makes the taste cleaner.



    



    Did you say O Restaurant? Is that the best place?



    



    Well. It's famous for its original prayer, but when you ask people from Uijeongbu, many mention a different place. It's definitely a popular restaurant.



    



    In every area, there are restaurants that outsiders visit more frequently.



    



    "On the other hand, Songtan-style uses Spam-like pressed ham and beef." Use bone broth for the soup as well. The flavor is incredibly rich.



    



    It's my favorite budae jjigae.



    



    "How about the Paju style?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    "The Paju area is Woojin's style, which you like." Instead of using bone broth, we use water or vegetable broth, and instead of baked beans, we add something like mugwort or water parsley to emphasize the freshness.



    



    "They even put in thick sausages?"



    



    “어. In other regions, they don't usually put breakfast sausage in budae jjigae, but in Paju, many people do.



    



    "It smells like budae jjigae."



    



    As I sniffled, Joo Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin, who were in the middle of a conversation, looked at me in disbelief.



    



    The studio, when the door is closed, is completely isolated from the outside, so no sound or smell can get through, yet he has a look on his face as if to ask how there could be a smell.



    



    "Really, I'm going."



    



    Just as I was about to voice my grievances, Choi Mikael opened the door and the smell of budae jjigae wafted in.



    



    "Ready."



    



    The monk who had been staring at me intently looked at the camera as if in disbelief and said.



    



    "Everyone, you know this place, right?" It's a completely soundproof place, so no smells from outside come in, you know? Taking this on.



    



    "Seriously, I didn't get any at all." How did you manage to get it?



    



    "……I said I was going to walk, but when they ask how I got there."



    



    "Dog nose."



    



    "Did you?"



    



    "The Age of Heroes."
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    “어? Do you like "The Age of Heroes," hyung?



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin started spouting nonsense again.



    



    "No, the food is here." Why do we keep getting along so well for no reason?



    



    "I think I get along well with this guy today."



    



    "Me too."



    



    "I don't care what you two are doing, so let's just eat quickly."



    



    I woke up and received an award from Choi Michael.



    



    Placing a portable gas stove next to the desk, putting a large pot on it, distributing individual bowls and utensils, and even setting out side dishes.



    



    Moved the fastest in my life.



    



    "Hyung, you were really cool just now."



    



    Baek Woo-jin is talking nonsense again.



    



    "Woojin, look at this."



    



    Let's open the pot lid.



    



    Under the hot steam, the beautiful budae jjigae was bubbling away.



    



    "They're bubbling away like this." "Don't I look just like the chick that used to peep at me in front of the elementary school?"



    



    "......No."



    



    "When I see the little chick crying cutely, asking to be taken away, my heart aches." My feelings are the same now as they were back then. When I see this red ham, my heart aches. How hot could it be? Don't you want to take it out right now?



    



    "Yeah……."



    



    I turned my head and looked at Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "Don't talk at the table."



    



    "It's a broadcast, you know?"



    



    "Is the broadcast important right now?"



    



    I picked up the ladle and the small plate.



    



    "Look at this." They packed it so tightly that I can't even tell if this is budae jjigae or spam jjigae. 히이. There's a ton of salami and frankfurters too. Have you ever thought about the effort Ji-seung put into making this? "Is it really right to be goofing off in front of this precious food?"



    



    I placed the serving of budae jjigae in front of the monk who had prepared it as a daily meal.



    



    "What's really surprising to me right now is that there's no glass noodles or ramen." If you boil it with that, the broth gets too thick and it reduces quickly. "Honestly, shouldn't we at least show some basic courtesy in front of this delicate consideration?"



    



    "Uh, yeah."



    



    This time, I put it in front of Baek Woo-jin.



    



    I think so. Broadcasting is important. 그치. It's our main job, isn't it? But what's all that for? You're just trying to make a living. If you neglect your meals to work, isn't the purpose inverted?



    



    I brought the plate that had my share closer to my nose.



    



    As I catch a whiff of the fragrant ham, my body trembles even more, making me shudder.



    



    "Thank you for providing our daily bread once again today." In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit, Amen.



    



    The monk drew a cross and prayed.



    



    "I think this guy is going to get complaints from our side soon."



    



    "Guess I'm going to be a fallen monk."
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    "Not a monk."



    



    I picked up the chopsticks.

  
    The way the broth of budae jjigae seeps into the rice grains is extremely seductive.



    



    If it were up to me, I would want to mix it right away, but I can't leave out the seaweed flakes.



    



    When I sprinkle the seaweed flakes that the monk gave me, they absorb the moisture and settle down calmly.



    



    "I will eat well."



    



    I picked up a piece of Spam with chopsticks.



    



    "Sigh."



    



    It wouldn't be an exaggeration to say that I've lived the past week for this day.



    



    Before being diagnosed with diabetes, I used to go out only once a week, but now I walk 5 kilometers every day.



    



    I gave up my staple foods of pizza, chicken, and cola, and survived on brown rice, chicken breast, and oolong tea.



    



    I endured the long, patient wait for this moment of eating this lovely piece of spam, blushing red and shy.



    



    When the senior I admired extended their hand, I wiped the sweat off my palm on my pants, swallowed the saliva that had pooled in my mouth to clean it, and put a piece of spam in my mouth.



    



    "Mm."



    



    I wanted to taste this flavor again.



    



    It's Spam, a taste I know so well and have missed.



    



    Unlike meat with vibrant texture.



    



    This decadent and artificial texture, which has undergone the process of being finely crushed and compressed, is indeed evidence of humanity's advancement.



    



    Look at that expression, lol



    



    What did you put in the budae jjigae? LOL



    



    Isn't that almost like taking drugs?



    



    Last time we went out, we had bibimbap and he acted like that, remember?ㅋㅋㅋ



    



    It looks so delicious, lol



    



    Oh, I already had lunch.



    



    I mixed the rice and budae jjigae well and took a big spoonful.



    



    The rice grains, sausages, napa cabbage, and onions, soaked in broth, alternately stimulate the tongue and teeth, while the accompanying scent of crown daisy gently fills the nasal cavity.



    



    "It's delicious."



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who was sitting next to me, admired.



    



    That's a relief. How is Chanyong doing?



    



    The monk asked.



    



    "I know that budae jjigae was first created after the Korean War."



    



    "Right?"



    



    "This budae jjigae symbolizes how much our country's food culture has developed over the past 70 years."



    



    "What the heck!"
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    Baek Woo-jin teased with a smile.



    



    "Listen." How much effort the farmers must have put in to cook this fluffy rice. How many people have invested their time to ensure the fresh distribution of cabbage, onions, green onions, and crown daisy? How could we have become so prosperous that we can eat ham and sausages in such abundance? Moreover, the chef who used all of that to create such an excellent dish.



    



    "Haha."



    



    Joo Ji-seung smiled happily.



    



    "This isn't just a simple dish." It's a work of art. Doesn't the sight of the vibrant broth topped with crown daisy, bean sprouts, green onions, minced meat, and ham look beautiful?



    



    Suddenly, the image I saw while editing Baek Woo-jin's video came to mind.



    



    "Okay." Vincent van Gogh's Red Vineyard. This is Van Gogh's Red Vineyard.



    



    This guy is weak, isn't he?



    



    What are you talking about? LOL



    



    I get what you're saying, but lol



    



    What does a mere budae jjigae have to do with Van Gogh? LOL



    



    These days, overreacting like that isn't really my thing.



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked back and forth between the budae jjigae and me, tilting his head in confusion.



    



    "The praise is so excessive that it's embarrassing, but Chan-young's words aren't entirely wrong."



    



    Jujiseung stepped forward.



    



    "Actually, even just with rice, there has been an enormous amount of variety improvement." The rice we ate just before and the rice we're eating now isn't that different.



    



    "I know."



    



    Baek Woo-jin stepped forward.



    



    Rice breeding has developed with three main goals: high yield, quality, and stability. In the 1960s, efforts were focused on increasing yield through inbreeding of the Japonica variety, that is, to harvest more. It was a time of hunger.



    



    The explainer finally found his voice.



    



    In the 1970s, in addition to quantity, stability was prioritized, meaning that rice varieties were improved to ensure healthy growth, and it wasn't until the 1980s that quality became a focus. I tried to make delicious rice.1)



    



    "How on earth do you know that?" I didn't know either.



    



    The monk shook his head and asked.



    



    "I read it on the Geochang County Office website."



    



    "Why did you go in there?"



    



    "Looking for YouTube content."



    



    Are you a farmer?



    



    If you want to become a YouTuber, you need to check the Geochang County Office website.



    



    Even if you read it, how do you remember it? LOL



    



    No matter what, budae jjigae is pretty much the same everywhere. That guy is acting like he's never eaten before.



    



    "I only ate cucumbers, carrots, cabbage, spinach, brown rice, and chicken breast for a week, you know?"



    



    "Okay." Chan-yong is really working hard on his diet right now. Those who have tried dieting will know, but everything tastes good right now.



    



    Joo Ji-seung read the atmosphere of the chat room and stepped in to mediate, but he has no intention of stopping what he was about to say.
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    "But they are really, really bad." "I'm telling you, I feel like I'm going to reach enlightenment while eating."



    



    "There's a reason for that too."



    



    Baek Woo-jin interrupted.



    



    "Cucumbers contain a substance called cucurbitacin, which gives them a bitter taste." Cucumbers have a defense mechanism to protect themselves from pests or animals. So, just as we have been improving rice for 70 years, we can say that cucumbers have been evolving to become tasteless for 3,000 years.2)



    



    "……Huh?"



    



    "No way, cucumbers have only existed for 3,000 years?"



    



    "We've been cultivating it for 3,000 years." It's just an assumption. If you look in the Korean Agricultural Technology Dictionary, it's there.



    



    I just got goosebumps.



    



    └What do you really not know? LOL



    



    └Why do you know about that, lol? It's not even your major, lol.



    



    To become a YouTuber with a million subscribers, do I need to know at least that much?



    



    "No." I'm smart.



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked at the camera with a grin and took a bite of the budae jjigae.



    



    While helping with the editing, I thought I knew a lot here and there, but every time it happens, I get goosebumps.



    



    "Actually, I was going to say this after finishing everything, but it seems better to continue with the flow."



    



    As Ju Ji-seung was about to start the conversation they had planned for today, Baek Woo-jin interrupted with a question.



    



    "But is it okay if I eat Spam, Jiseung-hyung?"



    



    "Right?"



    



    "You're a monk, aren't you?"



    



    "I'm not a monk, you know?"



    



    "Big twist."



    



    Seeing you ask despite knowing, it seems you wanted to tease me. Covering their mouth with their hand, they pretend to be surprised.



    



    "A twist!" No, where do you see a monk?



    



    Baek Woo-jin glanced over Joo Ji-seung, who was dressed as Santa Claus, and then made a circular motion with his hands.



    



    It seems to mean that they look like a monk from head to toe.



    



    "Is it because of the prayer beads?" My mother-in-law gave me this, so I'm wearing it! You know it!”



    



    "Better to use your head than prayer beads."



    



    Baek Woo-jin covered his mouth.



    



    hahahahahahaha



    



    For real, lol



    



    Pretending to make a mistake on purpose is so annoying, lol.



    



    Baek Woo-jin is really going crazy



    



    Even Jujiseung, seemingly taken aback, responded with a laugh.



    



    "Are you belittling the 240,000 people with hair loss right now?"



    



    "No?" The comment about looking like a monk can't be an insult. Bro, are you possibly belittling 8.6 million Buddhists?
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    Crazy lol



    



    Look at Baek Woo-jin's way with words, lol.



    



    Tai Chi



    



    Explain yourself! Clarify!



    



    [Famous YouTuber insults 8.6 million Buddhists]



    



    Today, Namuwiki is going to be buzzing.



    



    "There's no way."



    



    The monk quietly removed his Santa hat and clasped his hands in prayer.



    



    "I was just joking for a moment."



    



    "Right?"



    



    Thanks to the two people chatting, I was able to fully enjoy the budae jjigae without worrying about the broadcast or being interrupted.



    



    This food, salty, sweet, spicy, and greasy, is a devil's dish that corrupts not only the body but also the soul.



    



    "Did you eat it all already?"



    



    "Thanks, know-it-all." Thanks to you, I was able to concentrate.



    



    Where did all the budae jjigae and rice go?



    



    Did you eat all of that?



    



    I could focus, Eating well while they're doing that next to me.



    



    "Let's continue with what you were saying." I'll listen now.



    



    Baek Woo-jin and Joo Ji-seung were dumbfounded and then burst into laughter.



    



    "Okay." Continuing from where we left off, Chan-young used the term "culinary culture development" earlier, and it's true.



    



    Ju Jiseung also took a shot.



    



    "When talking about the origin of budae jjigae, people usually think it was just made with ham received from military bases, but in reality, it started from using food scraps."



    



    "Are you talking about porridge?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin responded.



    



    I also found out about this while preparing for this broadcast, and I was quite shocked.



    



    "Right." Right after the war, there was so little food that even the food waste coming from the military base was hard to come by. When the workers bring out food waste, they buy it with money, and sometimes they even find cigarette butts in it.



    



    "There's nothing else to eat."



    



    "It's really a heartbreaking story." Also, it wasn't originally called budae jjigae. Since military supplies were distributed to civilians without permission, they call it budae jjigae and advertise it as ham from the military.



    



    "That makes sense." So what was it originally called?



    



    I already knew the content, but I asked a question to make it easier for Jujiseung to continue speaking.



    



    "As I mentioned earlier, the dish made from food waste was called 'kkulkkuli juk,' and it was also referred to as 'UN soup,' but later, when it took the form of budae jjigae, it was called 'Johnson soup.'"



    



    I understand that UN-tang is a name given because of the UN forces, but the exact origin is unclear.



    



    "Is it true that Johnson Tang was named after the American president at the time, Johnson?"



    



    Once again, when a question was asked, Baek Woo-jin answered.



    



    "President Johnson's term started in 1963, but by then it was already ten years after the war, so the timing doesn't match." The place known as the first budae jjigae restaurant in our country is the Uijeongbu O Restaurant we talked about earlier, and it has been in business since 1960. Also, after Spam and similar items were officially imported, it started being called budae jjigae instead of Johnson Tang. I think there must have been some other reason.
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    Sometimes I really suspect that he might be an AI.



    



    Isn't Baek Woo-jin really a genius?



    



    The first owner of Itaewon Johnson Tang appeared on a broadcast and revealed that he immigrated to Germany, where he made a soup with sausages and vegetables for his children, and named it Johnson Tang.



    



    I saw it too. Good > Jota > Johnson said.



    



    Good soup, Jota soup, Johnson soup? Isn't it strange?



    



    If that's how they feel, what can you do about it? LOL



    



    I heard that President Johnson came to Korea and got sick too, haha.



    



    "Eeeeeee."



    



    Baek Woo-jin clenched his fist after checking the chat window.



    



    It seems they are upset that there are things they don't know.



    



    Seeing my cheeks puffed up in anger, I thought of joraengi tteok and rummaged through the pot, finding a piece of white rice cake.

  
    After finishing the broadcast and stepping into the living room, Choi Michael offered tea.



    



    "No." The lingering feeling is still there.



    



    "Echo?"



    



    "Budae jjigae." "I think I'll go to bed without brushing my teeth today."



    



    "Hehehe."



    



    The monk who followed them out laughed.



    



    Choi Michael smiled like a steamed bun, and Baek Woo-jin shook his head and sat at the table.



    



    How's your body? "Are you feeling dizzy or anything?"



    



    Jujiseung also sat down and asked.



    



    When blood sugar suddenly spikes, it makes me feel dizzy, and even though it's a cheat day, I can't help but worry since I ate white rice and budae jjigae.



    



    I happened to check the time and realized that it had been about 2 hours since I had eaten.



    



    "It seems okay, but should we check?"



    



    Jujiseung nodded.



    



    I sat down and took out the blood glucose monitor.



    



    When I drew blood and inserted the test strip, the number 187 was soon displayed on the monitor.



    



    "Oh."



    



    The reason for checking blood sugar two hours after a meal is that it is the point when the sugar level is highest.



    



    The doctor suggested aiming to lower the blood sugar to below 180 two hours after eating.



    



    It's almost accurate.



    



    "Did you really work hard?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung smiled slightly.



    



    "Having low fasting blood sugar could be because I didn't eat breakfast, but if it's this level after eating a regular meal, it's really not bad."



    



    "I think I'm pretty amazing too."



    



    He patted my chest gently.



    



    It is a moment that proves the past time was not wasted.



    



    "Now, as long as the broadcast goes well, it should be fine."



    



    Thanks to you, the influx has increased a lot. Now I should make it into my own content.



    



    Jujiseung nods.



    



    I can't fully express my gratitude for promoting through the joint broadcast and also making me food.



    



    "This." Last time I came, it seemed a bit dry.



    



    When he took out the humidifier from the bag, Joo Ji-seung made eye contact with Choi Mi-kael and then smiled awkwardly.



    



    "Hey, how did you manage to bring this in?" No wonder the bag was too big.



    



    "Because I'm grateful." "Really, thank you, bro."
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    The monk smiled contentedly.



    



    The fact that he mentioned my heightened sense of taste during our first collaboration and defended me on today's broadcast were both things that someone who has experienced the same situation could do.



    



    "Okay." I'll receive it well. "Don't bring stuff like this next time."



    



    Starting next Saturday, I decided to regularly do a cooking show with Jujiseung.



    



    After finishing all the preparations for the Heart Sutra, all I have to do is make an appearance. I get to eat delicious food and raise my profile, so it's beneficial in many ways.



    



    "Hyung, today's broadcast."



    



    Baek Woo-jin cautiously spoke to Joo Ji-seung.



    



    Judging by his attitude, it seems that the argument with Ju Ji-seung is still bothering him.



    



    When he's on air, he's incredibly brazen, but sometimes he shows this weak side.



    



    Fortunately, Joo Ji-seung laughed heartily as usual.



    



    "Why are we acting like this when we all know each other?" Thanks to you, the atmosphere of the broadcast was great.



    



    When Joo Ji-seung gave him a light pat on the back, Baek Woo-jin smiled.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    I accessed the YouTube channel on the way back after getting into Baek Woo-jin's car.



    



    The number of subscribers has increased compared to usual, but it doesn't have as big of an impact as last time.



    



    Among the viewers of the Heart Sutra, it seems that most of those who were interested in me have already subscribed.



    



    Instead, the reaction to the live broadcast itself was good.



    



    "Today's discussion about budae jjigae was good, right?"



    



    I asked Baek Woo-jin.



    



    The chat window is pretty clean, isn't it?



    



    "Can we turn this into content?"



    



    "In what way?"



    



    "Food talk."



    



    "For example?"



    



    "The first thing that comes to mind is naengmyeon?"



    



    "Even now, it must have gone up quite a bit, right?"



    



    That's a very good point.



    



    The fact that there are many discussions about naengmyeon means that there are many people interested in it.



    



    At the same time, it also means that almost all the stories that were to be covered have already been mentioned.



    



    If I just cover what others have already said, there's no reason for people to watch my video.



    



    In other words, when dealing with popular subjects, it's important to add your own unique touch.



    



    "Since we're talking about naengmyeon, let's think about naengmyeon." Well, if it doesn't work out, we'll do something else.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "How about we go around looking for famous naengmyeon places?"



    



    "Your mukbangs are fun."
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    "But a lot of people do it."



    



    "Right."



    



    "I can't go there often."



    



    I am confident that I can enjoy food more than anyone else, but since I've been diagnosed with diabetes, I can't eat regular meals often.



    



    On cheat days, I promised to collaborate with Ju Ji-seung, so the content of exploring restaurants can only be done once a week at most.



    



    It's difficult to make content that can be posted once a week the main focus.



    



    "That's true." You shouldn't eat too much outside food.



    



    "How about thinking of it as posting just once a week and doing a live stream about naengmyeon before you go?"



    



    "Then I don't have to worry about the topic." One day, I talk about naengmyeon, and another day, I go eat it myself. If you do a cooking show with Jiseung hyung, it must be super busy, right?



    



    "I decided to do a workout broadcast with Ji-chan hyung."



    



    "Hee." "Can you do it?"



    



    "I will."



    



    It's actually better that I've decided to become a full-time YouTuber.



    



    "Even if the views don't come in well, if we keep getting exposure on a big channel, we won't come away empty-handed."



    



    Baek Woo-jin also slightly nodded his head.



    



    "In that sense, let's talk about food together."



    



    "With me?"



    



    I think it would be comfortable with you.



    



    "Doing it a few times is fine, but I don't think I can commit to it regularly."



    



    "That's already something." Just help me out occasionally until I find a new editor.



    



    So, if I keep going out, will you keep editing for me?



    



    "That's a bit much."



    



    "Why, why, why?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin dragged out his words and threw a tantrum.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    I came home and organized my schedule.



    



    On Monday and Tuesday, I handle outsourcing.



    



    Wednesday is exercise broadcast with Cha Ji-chan.



    



    On Thursday, we discuss food with Baek Woo-jin, and on Friday, we explore restaurants.



    



    On Saturday, I decided to do a cooking show with Jujiseung, and on Sunday, I planned to finish the remaining tasks that couldn't be completed on the day of the broadcast.



    



    "……."



    



    Looking at the week's schedule, I'm worried I might end up dead at this rate.



    



    Since I am still freelancing for the Banya Sutra, Jimkun, and Ugenius channels, I have to edit and upload my video on the day of the broadcast.



    



    If work gets delayed, we have to use Sunday, so in short, there are no days off.



    



    Originally, they say that self-employed people don't have days off, but I wonder if this is really okay.
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    "Just for a moment."



    



    After much deliberation, I decided to endure a little hardship for now.



    



    Since I'm gradually reducing outsourcing, by the time the side dish store grows, I will have some free time.



    



    Grrr-



    



    There was a sound from the stomach.



    



    I checked the time, and it's already 7 PM.



    



    I put the frozen chicken breast in the microwave, heated it up, then scooped some rice and took out the side dishes I had stored in the refrigerator.



    



    The budae jjigae I had for lunch is lingering in my mind.



    



    "Sigh."



    



    I chewed on the thoroughly chewed spinach.



    



    The spinach that Jujiseung made is delicious, but I don't know why the spinach I made tastes so bad.



    



    The rice is too little, and the chicken breast tastes so hopeless that it's hard to believe such a part exists in such a wonderful animal as a chicken.



    



    However, focusing on low-calorie foods in my diet has been effective.



    



    Five weeks ago, my weight was 138 kg, but as of this morning, it has dropped to 129 kg.



    



    Although a person with severe obesity sees quick results when they go on a diet, they can find motivation thanks to the daily changes in their weight.



    



    In fact, my blood sugar levels have dropped.



    



    Boo-woo- boo-woo-



    



    The phone rang.



    



    It's Chajichan.



    



    -Side dish, are you coming to exercise today?



    



    The broadcast is only on Wednesdays, but they pressure me by saying I have to exercise every day.



    



    "I'll go later." I'm eating right now.



    



    -Just because it's cheat day today doesn't mean you eat everything you want, right?



    



    "No." "How well I'm doing right now."



    



    -Really? Send me what you're eating right now.



    



    "Why?"



    



    -If you do PT, they also manage your original diet. Stop talking and send it.



    



    "I don't want to."



    



    I didn't want to show the shabby meal I hastily prepared, but I thought if I didn't send it, the numbers would end up being weird again today, so I took a photo and sent it.



    



    "I sent it."



    



    -Where.



    



    After the silence, the sound of a sigh was heard.



    



    - Hey, if you eat like this, it's going to be a big problem. You really don't know anything, do you?
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    You eat all the protein, carbohydrates, and vegetables, right?



    



    - The portion is too small. Aren't you hungry after eating this?



    



    "I'm super hungry."



    



    -Okay! If you eat like this, you'll definitely gain it all back later. What is rice? Are you playing house?



    



    "Can I eat more?"



    



    -If I tell you to eat more, I have no idea how much you would eat, so I can't say that. Just eat one bowl. Usually just one with a regular bowl.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    -How much is that chicken breast?



    



    "Was it 100g?"



    



    -Eat half more. Is cabbage kimchi?



    



    “My mother made it with just vinegar and red pepper powder. If I don't have this, I can't eat."



    



    Thanks to the healthy napa cabbage salad my mother made, I could at least eat the unbearably dry chicken breast.



    



    -Who said what? Anyway, if you come to the gym today, let's study first. When are you coming?



    



    "About an hour later?"



    



    I checked the clock, and it's 7:10.



    



    "I'll go by 8 o'clock."



    



    -Okay.



    



    As soon as I hung up the call, my lips involuntarily curled up.



    



    I don't know the reason, but since we decided to study first, there won't be any time for exercise today.



    



    "Hmm hmm hmm hmm."



    



    Since Cha Ji-chan said I could eat more, I scooped a bit more rice and tore off another piece of chicken breast.



    



    It's frustrating to have to fill my stomach with these things, but it's much better than being hungry.



    



    I can eat a whole bowl of rice instead of just three spoonfuls, so it's not that bad.



    



    "I've eaten at least two servings."



    



    Today at lunch and even now, I miss the glorious past.



    



    More than that.



    



    "That's strange." Isn't it better to eat less?



    



    I think I heard somewhere that you shouldn't lose weight by starving yourself, but I just reduced the amount I eat without starving, so I wonder if that's also a problem.



    



    I got the feeling that something was wrong from Cha Ji-chan's reaction, but I have no idea what it could be based on my common sense.

  I found the gym.





Usually, it's crowded with people, but since it's Christmas Eve, it's not just quiet but eerily so.





Hoo. Huh."





I wondered if anyone was inside, so I went in, and Cha Ji-chan was doing squats alone.





They've put three large plates on one side, so it must be around 120 kg, but it's amazing to see someone with such a small frame lift that weight so effortlessly.





"Hyung."





"Uh, you're here?"





"I'll keep walking."





"Okay."Hoo-ook."





The beginning is always a 20-minute walk.





After going through the grueling process of stretching, the main workout, and cool-down exercises, and then walking home, it will be much easier today since I said I would study.





With a light heart, I got on the treadmill and walked for a while when Chajichan approached.





"Isn't it nice and quiet?"





"Right." "Is it because it's Ibra?"





"Maybe?" In the morning, there were some people, but they all went in early.





"How about you?" Aren't you meeting anyone?





It's strange that the most sociable person I know, Cha Ji-chan, is alone on Christmas Eve.





I feel burdened, wondering if you stayed behind to watch my workout.





"Today is leg day."





"Huh?"





"Hmm?"





It's a face that asks, "What's the problem?"





"Disgusting." Is exercise really that great?





"Sure." If you keep doing it, you'll end up like me.





"I don't want to like it so much that I have to squat with 120kg on my back."





"120 kg?"





"That."





When Cha Ji-chan shifts his gaze from the barbell he was using, he suddenly gets angry.





"Hey, how is that 120?"





"Isn't it?"





"Does the fortune really listen to your ancestors?"





That's right. How much is the 봉?





"20 kg."
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Just lifting the pole weighs 20 kg.





People who exercise without putting on the plate suddenly look amazing.





"Anyway, listen while walking."





Cha Ji-chan increased the treadmill speed from 4 km/h to 6 km/h.





I was walking comfortably, but they are quick to notice.





I noticed that you don't really understand dieting correctly. "Just eating less isn't necessarily good."





"Don't you have to eat less and move more to lose weight?"





"How can I move a lot when I eat so little?"





"......So, isn't it tough?"





"Of course it's tough." Trying to do something impossible.





"You're the one who can't explain it." Or am I just not getting it? I don't know what's wrong.





"Think about it." "Why did I gain weight?"





"Because I ate a lot."





"What is the standard for eating a lot?"





"……Calories?"





"Okay." There's a concept of recommended calories, and since calories are listed for each food, people think that if they consume fewer calories, they will lose weight, but that's wrong.





I nodded, thinking I would keep listening.





For example, you ate 2,000 kcal in a day and burned 2,000 kcal. But don't you think that if you only eat 1,000 kcal, you'll lose the remaining 1,000 kcal worth of weight?





"Yeah."





It's such an obvious thing to say.





"No." Even if you reduce your food intake, you still need to burn 2,000 kcal for it to be possible.





"Isn't it?"





If the intake calories decrease, the consumption calories also decrease. If I don't eat, how can I move?





"Isn't that why dieting is hard?"





Cha Ji-chan shook his head vigorously.





1 kg of fat is 7,800 kcal. According to the calorie diet theory, burning 7,800 kcal results in losing 1 kg of fat. But how many calories will I burn if I use this treadmill for an hour?





"I don't know."





A person weighing 70 kg burns about 300 kcal if they walk for an hour. It means that if you walk for 26 hours, you'll lose 1 kg of fat. Since you weigh more, you can walk a bit less.





I turned my head and made eye contact with Cha Ji-chan.





It takes 26 hours of walking just to lose 1 kg.





It can't get more hopeless than this.





"But this calculation is wrong."





Cha Ji-chan took out his smartphone and showed it to me.





It's an SBS special documentary.





"The rhythmic gymnast featured here only eats 643 kcal a day." And I burn 1,755 kcal just through exercise. Since the basal metabolic rate is 1,320 kcal, the total consumption is 3,075 kcal, right?



Advertisements


"Yeah."





"I consumed 643 kcal, so I'm at a deficit of 2,432 kcal for the day."





"How come you're so good at mental math?" A person who can't even count because they're in the humanities.





"You're good at math."





I can't stand it anymore.





"This athlete has been doing this routine for six weeks." 2,432 times 42 is 102,144 kcal burned, and according to the calorie diet theory, you should have lost about 13 kg.





I couldn't verify it because I couldn't do mental math, but I nodded anyway.





"But in reality, I've only lost 1.5 kg." "Isn't it strange?"1)





"Uh……."





"Why didn't it come off?"





"I don't know."





"There are various reasons." This player was already too thin. In the first place, it's impossible to accurately measure the calories the human body burns.





"In this documentary, they calculated it."





"I guarantee you, it's impossible." The calories listed on food labels are approximate to begin with. Everything is wrong.





"……."





"Anyway, putting other reasons aside, under normal circumstances, my basal metabolic rate has decreased, so I've only lost 1.5 kg instead of 13 kg."





I heard that in order to lose weight, your basal metabolic rate needs to be high.





"Our body reduces its metabolism when we starve." Even if you eat less, it's the same.





"Why?"





"To live."





"Since there's nothing to eat, should we cut back on spending for now?"





"That's right." But there's an order to it. Basal metabolic rate is an activity that directly affects life. So, if you reduce this, it becomes a threat to life. So when you starve or eat less, the first thing that decreases is your active metabolic rate.





"Oh, so it's hard to move when you eat less."





"Okay." The reason you feel weak and don't want to move when you skip meals. And if you don't move, you'll lose muscle mass, and if the state of starvation continues for a long time, your basal metabolic rate will eventually decrease. Even if you don't do any activities, since there's no food, your body gradually slows down its vital functions. No, it can't help but decrease.





"I understand."





"Okay." So, what happens if I eat more in this state?





"Will I get healthy again?"





"Yoyo is coming."





"......Why?"





"Since you've been starving, your body must need a lot of nutrients."





"Yeah."





So, even if I eat a little, I try to absorb as much as possible. In the past, even if a lot came in, I would absorb it moderately and discard the rest, but now I don't have the luxury to do that.





"Wait a moment." So, doesn't everything you eat get digested?





"I think I'm starting to understand now." 그래. Even if you eat 3,000 calories on a regular basis, you don't absorb all 3,000 calories. For example, if you absorb only 60% under normal conditions, you absorb 80-90% when you're starving.





"Ah."
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"This is what we mean when we say someone has a body type that easily gains weight."





"Wait a minute." So, you're saying that exercising is enough?





"I told you." It lowers the basal metabolic rate. People who don't know well obsessively stick to low-calorie diets and high-intensity workouts, but this will ruin their bodies. You're thirsty, but can you keep running while ignoring that?





"I can't."





"Nutrients are the same." If you're lacking and your body is sending signals, what will happen if you ignore them and just keep exercising?





"What will happen?"





"I can't do it." "Someday, you'll end up giving up."





"Get your act together?"





"I told you." This isn't a matter of willpower. A state of nutrient deficiency is like being thirsty. Can you endure thirst with willpower?





I shook my head.





"People who say that those who can't lose weight just lack willpower are ignorant." You too. Dieting is not a matter of willpower. Are you doing it the right way? That's important."





"But it's a bit strange." Even if you're thin, I have a lot of fat. "Isn't it enough to get the energy we need from fat if we don't eat much?"





"Did you deposit it somewhere?" "How to take it out and use it whenever needed."





"Is that so?"





"Okay." The human body isn't that convenient. It's not a machine."





Nodded.





It does burn fat. But what did you say would happen if you eat less?





"They say your activity level decreases."





"Okay." Your activity level decreases, right? So, the decrease in basal metabolic rate and activity metabolic rate due to muscle loss occurs together. So what happens then?





"......Wait a minute." "Please tidy up."





Cha Ji-chan nodded.





"So if you starve yourself to lose weight, you can reach your goal." 왜? I use my fat to lose weight. But because of that, my activity level decreases, so my metabolic rate drops. Since I'm losing muscle, my basal metabolic rate is also decreasing. In such a situation, if you reach a normal weight and then eat, it means you will gain more weight than before. "Is that what you mean?"





"That's right."





In summary, it means having the most unfair body in the world where you eat less but don't lose weight.





"But the rhythmic gymnast here eats less but exercises a lot."





Cha Ji-chan nodded.





"Can you do it like that person?"





"No."





"And even if you do it like that, there are still problems." Why did I only lose 1.5 kg in 6 weeks after going through all that? Isn't it too inefficient to go that far?





As I listened to the explanation, I ended up exceeding the original 20 minutes I had planned to walk.





Looking at the 40 minutes recorded on the treadmill, it seems that walking 5 km during that time has had some effect.





It's not extremely difficult.





I got off the treadmill, sat down on the floor, and wiped my sweat with my shirt.





"If you look at the documentary we watched earlier, there's data comparing the daily calorie consumption of the Hadza people in Tanzania and Westerners."





"Yeah."
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The Hadza walk and run 10 kilometers every day while living a hunter-gatherer lifestyle, while Westerners work in offices. Which one will burn more calories?





"Of course, it will be a self-sufficient community."





No. There's no difference.





"Huh?"





"Isn't it strange?"





"It doesn't make sense."





People who make a living by hunting must have an enormous amount of activity, yet they are the same as those who sit around.





It's a completely absurd story.





"That makes sense." Earlier, you said that if you eat less, your metabolism slows down, right?





"Yeah."





"Our bodies naturally adapt to the given environment." If I eat less, I try to use less, and if I move a lot, I try to eat more, or use a small amount of energy efficiently. So I always try to keep my body condition stable. They call this homeostasis.





"Yeah."





"But the Haja tribe has a certain amount of food they eat each day, so their bodies have adapted to use less energy even when doing the same activities."





"Please explain it a bit more clearly."





"When you first walked home from Yeouido, how was it?"





"I felt like I was going to die."





"Is it about 5~6 km?"





"Yeah."





"But even now, I still walk 5 kilometers a day." "Is it hard enough to kill you?"





"Uh."





I felt it a little while ago, but it's definitely become easier.





However, if I say it's easy, they'll just make me do something harder, so I can't be honest about it.





"You're kidding me."





Cha Ji-chan mocked.





"If you exercise consistently, the muscles you use will develop, and you'll become accustomed to the activity itself." In short, it becomes easier. The body adapts to that activity.





"Yeah."





"And even if you do the same exercise, the calories burned decrease."





"So, are you saying that even though the Haja tribe people move a lot, their active metabolic rate is low?"





"That's right."





"......Then why do you exercise?"





"That's right." Now I can finally have a proper conversation. Well, until now, you thought you gained weight because of calories, right?





"Yeah."





"No." The reason for gaining weight is insulin.





It's a good thing, isn't it?





After being diagnosed with diabetes, I also learned about insulin.
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Insulin plays a role in lowering blood sugar levels, but if this insulin does not function properly, blood sugar levels rise, causing problems.





"If insulin is excessively secreted, the hormone destroys the lipolytic enzyme." Fat is not broken down, and synthesis is promoted, so you gain weight.





"Ah."





"But what causes insulin to be secreted?"





"High blood sugar."





Correct. Insulin is secreted to control blood sugar levels. In other words, managing blood sugar itself is a way to lose weight.





Cha Ji-chan pointed at my belly fat.





"How do I lower my blood sugar?"





"Less."





I was about to say that I'm eating less, but then I stopped.





"Eat unrefined food and exercise."





"That's right." Calories don't matter at all. Even if you eat 5,000 kcal a day, if your diet is mainly composed of carbohydrates that spike your blood sugar, you will gain weight. If you eat mainly fats or proteins, you won't gain weight?”





"Because my blood sugar isn't rising." If blood sugar doesn't rise, insulin secretion also decreases.





"Now we can finally communicate." So, don't mess around and just eat a moderate amount of rice, and eat as many fiber-rich vegetables and meat as you want. Exercise to increase muscle mass.





"Does dietary fiber interfere with glucose absorption?"





"That's right."





"When muscles grow, they use glucose before it goes into the bloodstream?"





"Go, go, go!"





Simply eating a lot or consuming many calories doesn't make you gain weight—what a delightful piece of news this is!





It was so hard to resist hunger, but they say it doesn't matter if you eat a lot as long as you change the type of food.





From tomorrow, I should eat a lot of meat.





Thank you. Now I really get it.





"This is nothing."





"Then I'll go." "Have a great Christmas."





"Where are you going?"





"Where are you going?" I should go home, right?





"You didn't exercise, did you?"





I checked the watch.





"It's already past 9 o'clock." You should rest too, bro.





"What are you talking about, man?" Let's start before our bodies cool down.





"......I walked for 40 minutes, you know?"





You did well. Since I've warmed up well, I can do a bit more today.





Cha Ji-chan laughed.





"Ugh." It's so annoying.





"Jingle Bells?"
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    Side dish store



    



    "Oh dear." Oh dear.



    



    December 25th, Christmas, was as quiet as any other day, but my body aches differently than in previous years.



    



    I ended up doing 100 lunges on both legs yesterday.



    



    It was my first time doing the exercise, and it felt much harder than squats because I had trouble maintaining my balance.



    



    I can't forget Chajichan's malicious voice, laughing and saying that there's no better exercise for improving body balance.



    



    "Ugh."



    



    I came home yesterday and fell asleep right away, so I have a video left to edit.



    



    I need to upload it to YouTube, so I have to hurry, but I couldn't even prepare for today's broadcast.



    



    I need to eat breakfast, but even the time it takes to set and clear the table feels like a waste.



    



    Should we order delivery?



    



    For a moment, I had such thoughts, but then I shook my head.



    



    Because I promised to cook for myself unless it's a cheat day or for broadcast content.



    



    There's not much time left, so I want to get up quickly, but my legs won't cooperate.



    



    Crawling slowly, I opened the freezer door and saw the frozen chicken breasts.



    



    Just a month ago, the space that was filled with Kentucky hot dogs, Kyuijin seasoned potatoes, hometown dumplings, and Yonggari chicken, overflowing with warmth, is now nothing short of an eyesore.



    



    Today, I absolutely didn't want to eat chicken breast, so I took out six eggs from the refrigerator.



    



    Fill a pot with water and boil the eggs.



    



    After taking out the young radish kimchi I bought at the supermarket and the side dishes my mother sent, I heated up the multigrain rice.



    



    Looking at the prepared meal makes me feel a bit down, but I think to myself, at least I can finish a bowl of rice.



    



    The greens my mother sent are delicious, and the young radish kimchi from the store is refreshing too. Eggs are always right.



    



    If you think about it, it's not a bad breakfast.



    



    I turned on my phone and accessed YouTube.



    



    While scrolling down to find something worth watching, I came across a video I edited not long ago.



    



    It's a porter channel.



    



    It's a video where Cha Ji-chan shows how to exercise in daily life.



    



    I gathered several short skit videos, such as suddenly grabbing a streetlight while walking and lifting your legs to maintain a right angle, or pretending to sit on a chair and then holding your position when someone quickly pulls the chair away.



    



    It was uploaded two days ago, and it has already surpassed 1.3 million views.



    



    "It's okay to post a video worth putting on Shorts."



    



    Although the Jimkun channel's videos originally received good views, recently they have been gaining popularity with this kind of video.



    



    Even if the video is between 5 to 15 minutes long, it seems that showing several short key scenes instead of a continuous story ensures viewer retention.



    



    Also, by cutting out various concepts used in this video and posting them as shorts, it's a win-win.



    



    However, this method is extremely resource-intensive.



    



    It's a method that can only be handled by large channels with multiple planners like Chajichan.
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    "This isn't the time for this."



    



    We need to decide what to talk about on today's broadcast right away.



    



    I do have the things I prepared yesterday, but it's not something to talk about at length.



    



    I logged into the side dish store management page, pondering what to do.



    



    Side dish store



    



    @banchan2



    



    120,100 subscribers



    



    I still can't believe it.



    



    In fact, the number of subscribers itself doesn't directly impact income, but gaining more than 30,000 in just one month is certainly an achievement.



    



    When I first started the side dish store, I couldn't exceed 3,000 subscribers in a year.



    



    Even though I started with the know-how gained from already managing Jimkkun, Ugenius, and the Diamond Sutra, it wasn't easy to gain subscribers.



    



    It was a good thing that I started it thinking of it as both a hobby and study; otherwise, I would have given up several times along the way.



    



    For about a year, instead of focusing on immediate results, I've been pondering how to create more entertaining videos and trying various things.



    



    A video of eating two medium-sized pizzas and one chicken seemed to have been chosen by the YouTube algorithm god, achieving 200,000 views, and since then, subscribers have steadily increased.



    



    And now, for the entire month of December, I am receiving attention like I have never experienced in my life.



    



    There are deviations and exceptions, but generally, the side dish store videos have view counts ranging from 10,000 to 30,000.



    



    Recently, the view count has skyrocketed, and among the videos uploaded this month, seven have surpassed 100,000 views.



    



    Especially, the mukbang video with Cha Ji-chan, which I didn't even expect, is currently recording 710,000 views.



    



    Some of the viewers who came through that video subscribed, and even those who didn't helped increase the total view count significantly by watching past videos.



    



    Naturally, the number of comments increased, with many people mocking, laughing, worrying, and cheering.



    



    I'm still a bit dazed, and at the same time, I'm looking forward to January 3rd of next year.



    



    On the 3rd of every month, the estimated income from the previous month is displayed on the payment page, and since there is a significant difference in views between November and December, I am secretly hopeful.



    



    "When the water comes in, you have to row."



    



    I quickly glanced at the things I had prepared for today and hurriedly sat down in front of the computer.



    



    I need to handle the outsourcing before the broadcast time.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    As soon as I finished editing, I started the broadcast without even catching my breath.



    



    While preparing for the broadcast, I turned on the BGM and took a moment to drink some water, but I noticed the dishes I used for breakfast and lunch, so I put them in the dishwasher and ran it.



    



    Dragging my uncooperative leg and sitting in front of the computer, I see that the viewers who have already logged in are playing among themselves.



    



    "……700 people?"



    



    I was surprised by the number of people in the chat room.



    



    It's the first time that 700 people have gathered, even though it's not a collaboration with Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, or Baek Woo-jin.



    



    That was only about 5 minutes after starting the broadcast.



    



    Why are there so many people?
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    Open the door!



    



    Hello, sir



    



    No, my little side dish shop is getting bigger.



    



    └Looks like he was surprised too, haha.



    



    I just finished reading the Heart Sutra.



    



    Merry Christmas



    



    I haven't even had a chance to wear the clothes I prepared, so I said it while waiting on the screen.



    



    "Why did so many people come in?" It's Christmas, you know. "Does everyone have no plans?"



    



    Why did you hit me?



    



    Is it?



    



    You're welcome.



    



    If you have plans on Christmas, would you watch the uncle's cooking show?



    



    No way, lol. Even if you come in, what will you do?



    



    "I'm just happy to see you." "I didn't know there were so many people like me without friends on our show."



    



    The chat room got noisy.



    



    It's not as fast as Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan's broadcasts, but it's still overwhelming to read all the chats.



    



    I also see usernames I've never seen before.



    



    This embarrassing situation isn't all that bad.



    



    "Please wait a moment." I'll get ready.



    



    I hurriedly changed my clothes, applied sunscreen, and then turned on the camera.



    



    ?????????



    



    Hahaha, crazy, haha



    



    I think I accidentally tuned into the wrong broadcast.



    



    This is so funny, lol.



    



    What the heck, lol



    



    Previously, the viewers suggested that I should do a Santa cosplay, but I felt too proud to do that, so I went with a polar bear cosplay instead.



    



    Following in the footsteps of Ju Ji-seung, who even did a Gungye cosplay.



    



    It's worth wearing a polar bear pajama, slathering sunscreen all over my face, and putting on a bear headband.



    



    Everyone likes it.



    



    Without saying a word, I took out the prepared Coke Zero and drank it, and the chat window was flooded with "kek."



    



    "Before we start, just so you know, anyone who posts 'Merry Christmas' or any Christmas-related words in the chat today will be blocked."



    



    What's Christmas?



    



    We don't know about that.



    



    After playing with the Heart Sutra, they got possessed so quickly



    



    No way, lol. It's so vintage that it's even funnier, lol.
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    If you're going to do it, do it properly. What did you put on your face? Haha.



    



    Please don't lose your initial passion... You're working too hard.



    



    "How could that be?" It's benchmarking. Honestly, I respect Ji-seung hyung. It's not easy to do that at that age. Moreover, that guy's original personality is quite dignified. Did you watch the broadcast of the Heart Sutra yesterday? Did you hear that someone at the temple dressed up as Santa Claus?



    



    That's what a commercial YouTuber is.



    



    Don't imitate weird things, lol.



    



    No way, lol. Your face looks so funny, lol.



    



    I saw the broadcast yesterday, and you seemed really close with Baek Woo-jin.



    



    I've known Woojin for a long time. I told you before, didn't I? I helped edit the Ujini channel for a long time. Even now, it's the same.



    



    They say they even did a broadcast for Cha Ji-chan.



    



    Did you edit it just so you could stick a straw in it?



    



    The big picture



    



    They really picked the right ones, from the Prajnaparamita Sutra to the porters and Ujini.



    



    Did you really want to grow the broadcast like that?



    



    Honestly, how much do you pay for a booking?



    



    Diabetes uncle connections



    



    "Ah, seriously." "Don't call me the diabetes uncle."



    



    I saw an annoying comment during the chat.



    



    "Just call me the diabetes sibling." If you look closely at these guys, they always try to lie about their age.



    



    hahahahahahahahahaha



    



    Haha, I can admit to diabetes, but I can't admit to being an old man, haha.



    



    Considering the age, he's definitely my younger brother, haha.



    



    Honestly, even though I'm older, I don't feel like a younger sibling at all.



    



    "It's fine if you call me 'uncle' because you're actually younger than me, but I'm keeping an eye on those who obviously are older than me but still call me 'uncle.'" Don't call me "mister."



    



    So what do I say?



    



    Mr. Chanyong~



    



    Crazy Chanyong, what the heck



    



    I'm getting goosebumps, lol.



    



    They are truly shameless people.



    



    Uh....... Anyway, I haven't decided what to do today. Yesterday, I was almost dead because of Ji-chan.



    



    A question about whether something happened with Cha Ji-chan was raised.



    



    "Yesterday, I went to the gym and worked out, and today, it's a miracle that I can walk around." It was really crazy.



    



    Oh, I didn't see that.



    



    Did you watch that fun thing by yourself?



    



    hahahahahahah



    



    So, what are we doing today?
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    Let's do the World Cup.



    



    └I passed 100,000, but aren't we doing something like a Q&A?



    



    Right?



    



    As the number of subscribers has suddenly increased, there will be many people who don't know me well.



    



    I was already planning to give a small gift to my subscribers to celebrate reaching 100,000 subscribers, so it seems like a good idea to do it while posting a Q&A video.



    



    "Then let's just talk today." What are you curious about?



    



    How many kilos are you now?



    



    Please do mukbangs more often.



    



    I can't eat it because I have diabetes.



    



    Have you really never kissed before?



    



    What color is your underwear?



    



    Why are you curious about the crazy panty for side dishes?



    



    Aren't you tired?



    



    Did you poop today?



    



    "It was my fault for asking."



    



    It's your fault.



    



    Ah, so how many kilos is it now? lol

  Side dish store





"My weight is 129 kg."





The reaction is, "I lost 9 kg, but I still weigh 129 kg?"





"Actually, it's better." People like me who have gained a lot of weight can lose it quickly with just a little effort.





Except for cheat days, I stuck to my diet well and worked hard at exercising, something I had never done before.





Above all, I gained confidence from the fact that I lost 9 kg in just a month.





"Target weight?" They say that according to the BMI standard, a value below 23 is considered normal. "You're 184 cm tall, so 77-78 kg?"





I need to lose about 50 more kilograms to be normal.





Is it even possible?





It seems like it would be hard to take it out quickly.





To prepare for the time when the most will be used, I had to reduce it by 60 kg.





That's almost the weight of an adult person.





"It won't be easy." But, you know, sometimes you have to skip it to eat something delicious.





In my case, there was no problem with insulin secretion.





Rather, it was a problem caused by excessive sugar intake leading to overproduction of insulin.





If insulin is produced in excess within the body, insulin resistance increases, and as a result, blood sugar levels do not stabilize even when insulin is secreted.





Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan were also in this situation.





In other words, if the weight returns to normal and muscle mass is supported, it means that, like the two people, blood sugar can be maintained to some extent even when eating regular meals.





I can't tell you how relieved I am.





No way, lol. Are you dieting to eat more, not to get healthy?





A chat caught my eye.





"Of course, health is important too." But my happiness is eating, what should I do? The broadcast, exercise, and diet I'm doing right now are all because I want to eat delicious food.





A man who lives to eat





Is eating really that great?





Uncle also makes hobbies and stuff.





Your body is in that state, and you still want to eat?





"Get out, man."





As the number of viewers increased, so did the number of people causing trouble.





When one person gets blocked, the other viewers start laughing.





There are several reasons, but first, I have some resentment. There was a time when I was struggling a bit, but everyone, since many of you work here, let me ask you something. "Have you ever not received your salary?"





Most people say they haven't experienced it by typing "ni-eun" twice, but occasionally, there are those who do.





My first job was like that. I didn't want to burden my parents, so I kept sending out my resume and ended up getting a job in sales. It's easy to get a job as a salesperson, isn't it? But it was truly an amazing place. Has it been about a week since I started working? The department head came into the office and slapped the manager in the next line. "This week's performance is just ridiculous."





Crazy
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Wait, there are still companies like that?





└We should call the police.





"I'm so shocked that I can't think of anything, but for about 30 minutes, they just keep throwing words at me that I've never heard before." Bringing up even the parents. It's so severe that there's a limit to how much a person can endure. I thought, "If this keeps up, something really bad is going to happen," but the manager just kept bowing and saying sorry the whole time.





The manager, who used to come in with a gentle smile during the new employee training sessions, experienced such humiliation every week.





Even so, they kept smiling.





I couldn't understand how he could get treated like that and still turn around with a big smile on his face, as if he had no pride at all.





One day, after seeing the family photo on his desk, I realized that I was young.





"Such a company, but the funny thing is they don't even have the four major insurances." They don't even pay my salary. They say they're not paying the salary? The concept of a base salary doesn't exist at all. I only receive the contract commission. If you can't win the contract, you can't make money.





It's not a company, it's like a gang of hustlers.





Is it a pyramid scheme?





Even a cult will feed you.





You mean there are no four major insurances?





Seriously, what on earth did you do? LOL





"Exactly." Back then, I was young and there was nothing I could do, so I was fooled by what those people said. If you say it now, it's gaslighting. Back then, I didn't even know the term gaslighting.





The viewers are badmouthing the old company.





"Anyway, I worked at that company for six months, but I only got paid twice." I didn't receive anything for the last four months. The first month was bearable, but from the second month on, I didn't even have money for transportation, let alone food.





Why do you keep going to places like that?





I don't understand.





If it had reached that state, it should have been released.





"If I quit right away, will I find a job immediately?" After working another month, the salary comes out, right? So, I was preparing to switch jobs, and I thought I would leave once I secured a position.





Everyone agrees.





"But they were really cruel." They didn't even give me time to go to the interview. Yeah, the concept of annual leave doesn't exist at all. Even if you're sick, there's no such thing as taking half a day off or leaving early. Moreover, we have company dinners until dawn every day. Can't prepare for other things at night. Of course, I was really pathetic back then too. I know well. I know, but it wasn't like I was being treated that way for no reason.





How old are you?





"25 years old?" Around 26 years old. Anyway, I'm really hungry, so I have to eat something, right? Fortunately, the goshiwon provided free ramen. There are more than 10 people living on one floor, but only 4 are allowed per day. It seems like everyone living in that goshiwon was in a situation like mine. In the morning, when the goshiwon owner leaves ramen, everyone comes out and grabs the ramen first. If you can't take care of it then, you'll just go hungry that day. 응. I'm starving. So, what choice do I have left?





Are you fighting over ramen?





I can't imagine and me.





Company dinner?





"That's right." Since we have company dinners every day, we eat a whole day's worth at that time. Otherwise, I really feel like I'm going to starve to death. I really ate everything that was there.





That's not good.





You binge-eat, huh?





Right. If I don't eat it then, I don't know when I'll get to eat it again.





"I usually don't eat that much rice." I just ate moderately. When I joined that company, I weighed about 70 kg. But when I left, I weighed over 90 kg. You end up eating a lot at once.





At that time, I felt a threat to my survival.





Am I going to starve to death like this?





Will I keep living like this until I die?
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I blamed myself and regretted it every day.





"Then I thought it really wouldn't work out, so I left." Tell my mother honestly and ask for her help. So my mother even paid for the goshiwon rent and all.





That day was the moment when my last shred of pride and self-esteem vanished.





I wanted to remain a proud son to my mother, and I boasted loudly that she shouldn't worry anymore because I got a job.





Upon hearing that the goshiwon rent was overdue, my mother sighed.





"Since I came out, I was looking for a part-time job, and a small video production company accepted me." I carried things around and did various errands, and my net pay was around 1,380,000 won. It must have been the minimum wage back then. But where is that for me? I paid 500,000 won for rent, saved 500,000 won, and lived off the rest.





Can you make a living off that??





You lived for a month on 300,000 won?





It's about 10,000 won a day.





If the minimum wage is 1.3 million won, it must be around 2016.





"That's right." There was nothing I could do. I decided to spend exactly 10,000 won a day. I never even thought about things like games and movies. Even meeting friends felt burdensome.





At that time, I gave up a lot of the things I liked to do.





Games, movies, exhibitions, friends.





"But you have to eat, right?" So, I found a cheap and delicious place. I couldn't travel far. Because I need to save on transportation costs. So, every restaurant I found while wandering around the neighborhood was a source of happiness for me.





Back then, there were many restaurants where you could have a meal for under 5,000 won.





It wasn't incredibly delicious, but it was the 4,500 won kimchi stew from the snack bar in front of my house.





If you wanted to eat a variety of foods, you could pay 5,000 won at the Korean buffet cafeteria in the building where the company rented space and eat as much as you wanted.





The time I could eat comfortably while watching YouTube with my phone placed in front of my meal tray, that one meal told me that I was living just fine.





Suddenly, it hits me.





What a hardship





It's so ordinary, but that was happiness for you, wasn't it?





I also remember when I was a new member of society. I was so tight on paying off my student loans that I was eating samgyeopsal every day.





└Me too. When I was preparing for the civil service exam, I felt so sorry asking my parents for allowance that I only ate ramen.





"Okay." Here, you're speaking. Honestly, who hasn't gone through hardships? So, you come to realize how precious a bowl of rice is.





So, when did you start editing?





Learning while working at a video production company?





"Oh, that." You said you started as a part-timer. I'm coming to my senses now that I'm a bit full. If I just do what I'm told, I'll only be doing part-time jobs. So I self-taught by asking various questions. Then, the show I was watching at that time was "Jimgun." Ji-chan's show. I asked why they don't create a YouTube channel since they don't have one, and they said they don't know how to do it. So I said I would help you practice.





Wow, building up to stick the straw from then on





How much did you get paid?





So you met like that, huh?





Since they keep doing collabs, I thought they were blackmailing me with some secret or something.





"Hey." Money, what about it? At that time, Ji-chan's show didn't even have 50 viewers. I even set up the YouTube channel, you know? I didn't care about things like compensation at all. I just did it out of fan love.





Isn't the conservative even considered?





100,000 YouTuber reveals political stance
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Wow, now that we've surpassed 100,000, there's no stopping us!





"No, that's not what I meant." Crazy viewer! What are you talking about! Now!





I usually joke around with the viewers, so I can brush off most comments, but I was really surprised by the unexpected joke.





hahahahahahah





I'm freaking out, lol.





Assassination successful





Seeing their reactions, it seems like they're all just messing around these days.





I calmed my startled heart with a Zero Cola and continued speaking.





"Anyway, it was very helpful to me too." What kind of video should I upload on YouTube? How to handle the broadcast. There are many good people, and there are just as many people who are like scum. And I felt like I was moving forward.





……Are you saying to move forward?





Are you talking about progress?





You crazy bastards, stop it





"Ah, seriously, stop being so unreasonable." If someone else clips this and uploads it, it's going to be weird.





As soon as I finished speaking, a chat message popped up asking if I wanted a clip of the video.





These people are clearly afflicted with a disease that makes them die if they don't tease me at least once a day.





How was it working with Cha Ji-chan?





Does Cha Ji-chan usually have underwater competitions with octopuses?





Looks like they really hit it off. You started YouTube and grew quickly, didn't you?





How is Cha Ji-chan in real life?





As expected, since they're a famous person, I guess there are a lot of things to be curious about.





Questions about Cha Ji-chan keep coming in.





"Even though Ji-chan hyung is only three years older than me, there's something admirable about him." What should I say to the person? You have a strong sense of self. Good mental strength too. Something has been set in place.





False teeth?





Wow, I'm really making a lot of mistakes today with the side dishes. Not only do they reveal their political leanings, but now they're even dividing generations ㄷㄷ





"No!" Not that frame! You know, it's like trying to piece things together. Set the framework. When you do it, that frame! Foundation!"





hahahahahahahahahaha





Ah, hahaha, getting mad while cosplaying as a polar bear is so cute, lol.





This guy is kind of cute when he's angry.





Our Chanyong finds it amusing to tease.
Side dish store





Let's calm down.





I was momentarily surprised by the unexpected material, but these people are just like that.





"Anyway, that's how it is." "Wait a moment."





My phone rang, and it was my mom.





I received a call.





"Mom, I'm working right now."





-Chanyong, aren't you always talking about politics on the show? Then something big will happen.





Hahaha, Mom was surprised, hahaha.





What on earth is going on? LOL





Mom, that's not it, haha.





Everyone, let me explain quickly, haha.





It's not that I received it on speakerphone, but I must have picked up the sound because I had the microphone set up to capture it well.





The chat room is in chaos.





"No, that's not it." I didn't say anything strange; I was just joking around. Nitpicking over ridiculous things.





-You shouldn't say that to the people who watch your broadcast.





I'm at a loss for words, and while I'm staying quiet, the chat room is going wild.





-What about dentures for older people?





"Ah."





It seems you've completely misunderstood.





-Can you hear my voice on the broadcast right now?





"I'm leaving." Why?





- Everyone, I'm Chan-young's mom. He usually is very polite to adults, so please understand that he just made a slip of the tongue~





"It's not." Why are you doing this? I'll hang up. Let's talk later.?”





-Okay. Are you managing your blood sugar well?





You're doing great. Don't worry.





-Mom believes in her son, so he exercises hard and eats well.





I will.





-But why are you alone on Christmas? I also meet up with friends and stuff.





"I'm working right now."





- Mom, I don't even want a girlfriend. If you live by meeting people so you don't feel lonely, that's enough.





"No."





- And I watched the video you posted last time, and I was worried.
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"What video?"





-That I haven't been able to kiss. What are you bragging about? Don't say things like that. 응? Mom will think that our son is living diligently, even if she sees you doing that.





"……."





I watched the screen where the broadcast was being transmitted.





A 34-year-old man wearing a white bear headband, with his face painted, and dressed in polar bear pajamas is sitting.





Mom, hahahaha





Shame, lol





Of all times, you had to see me when I was cosplaying, lol.





The original creator is fixing bugs, so don't laugh too much.





The original work, lol





I'm catching bugs, lol





Today's broadcast, Mom saved it





I thought my mental strength was tougher than anyone else's, but today is hard.





"Mother."





I'll hang up. I love you.





I hung up the phone and quietly looked down at my cellphone. I can't think of anything and I don't even have the motivation.





I have no idea where to start or how to resolve this situation.





Slowly lifting my head, I see they are still smiling.





"Why are you smiling like that?" It's all your fault.





hahahahahaha





Why is it our fault?





Your mom really loves her son, huh? LOL





He let out a sigh.





I'm briefly contemplating whether I should include the recent event in the video celebrating reaching 100,000 subscribers.





Since it happened anyway, I might as well get some views on the video.





What are you curious about?





Among the various chats, the question about how the broadcast started caught my eye.





I'm really grateful that there are people who ask such normal questions.





Broadcast? I'm bored. If I really need a reason, should I post it since it will be saved when I practice editing? And we started. I was working as a full-time employee at the company where I used to do part-time work, thinking that the more tasks I could handle, the higher my salary would be. And.





I hesitate for a moment.





Anyway, it's been a long time since I had any pride left.





"Everyone, I don't know if you know this." There used to be a level of difficulty in eating alone, remember?
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It seems that the viewers know everything too.





Places like company cafeterias, snack bars, and Chinese restaurants are easy. There are many people who go alone. But the meat restaurant is a bit difficult, right?





I was talking about how I started the broadcast, and suddenly?





It seems like running a barbecue restaurant is the hardest.





There are a lot of people who go to fast food places alone. The Chinese restaurant looks a bit difficult.





└But?





Before I was diagnosed with diabetes, I was doing well.





Do you really not have a single friend? Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, Baek Woo-jin?





So. There are also people from the company, you know.





"Those people are busy, so how can I just call them because I want to eat meat?" It's also far. "Do you want to see the people from the company this weekend?"





There are indeed odd people who like meeting their coworkers on weekends, but at least I'm not one of them.





"I wanted to eat meat, but it felt a bit strange to go in alone, so I brought a camera." It's not like I'm broadcasting right now, but if I just have a camera in front of me, people will think, "Oh, he's a broadcaster."





LOL I'm really going crazy





You didn't start it for that reason, did you?





He really started YouTube just to eat, this guy, lol.





I've heard people say they started for money, to get famous, as a hobby, or because they thought it would be easy, but this is the first time I've heard of someone starting just to eat alone at a barbecue restaurant





"Could it be that I'm the only one?" "I want to go to a barbecue place alone, but people who feel embarrassed have probably thought about it at least once, right?"





Usually, I just go with someone I know.





I don't plan on going alone.





You're the only one like that.





People who used to accuse others of elder abuse as long as they could laugh suddenly appear serious.





Anyway. Talking to myself is kind of boring, you know. "I thought it would be okay if just one or two people joined, so I started the broadcast, and here we are."





The person who first came in is the one using the ID "Mukkunji."





I only logged in and never chatted, so we couldn't have a conversation.





Thanks to that, I don't even know if they watch my broadcast or not, but anyway, I chatted with them about various things to pass the time.





Speaking in front of the camera felt so awkward, but it seems I was able to speak more comfortably without typing in the chat.





As the viewers gradually increased, now there are 120,000 subscribers.





The number of people watching the live broadcast has already approached 900.





The world is truly unpredictable.





"Also, since Ji-chan and Woo-jin's channel is big, the number of freelance jobs coming through them has increased." I also got an introduction. It was difficult to do both broadcasting and freelance work while working at the company, so I quit.





Do you earn more now than when you were working at the company?





How much do you earn?





Let's disclose the earnings.





"Earn much more." If it weren't for that, why would I quit a stable job? As I mentioned before, YouTube earnings are about 1 million won a month. It seems like this month will be a bit more productive. Freelance work varies greatly from month to month.
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I tried to brush it off, but they keep asking persistently.





"When I earn less, it's 400 a month?" When I earn a lot, I make around 500 to 600.





You're doing well.





Were you a deceiver?





Return the pity I felt earlier.





Why do you dress like that when you earn that much money?





It must be worth cosplaying as a polar bear.





None of the clothes fit. And you all get to rest on the weekends, right? I only sleep and eat, and the rest of the time I just work. "Do you want to see my schedule?"





I found the schedule and calendar I had organized separately.





There were parts that needed covering, so I roughly touched them up with Paint.





"Look." This is next week's schedule.





I circled Monday and Tuesday.





You need to outsource Monday and Tuesday. I have to edit four videos, but since they're long, I need to allocate about four hours for each one. If another revision request comes in, I have to accommodate it. You can say I work about 10 hours a day. "Just pure focused time for 10 hours."





I moved the mouse cursor to Wednesday.





Starting next week, we decided to do a joint broadcast with Ji-chan every Wednesday. If I do this, I'll collapse. I have to edit the broadcast while collapsed.





I really don't know if I can do it.





"Can I take a break the next day?" No. On Thursday, I was supposed to talk about food with Woojin, you know? This is also fixed content, so I need to study what to talk about and wake up early. And after the broadcast, I have to edit it too.





Since it's about food, I think we can have fun with it even if it's tough.





"It's not over." On Friday, we're going to explore restaurants like we used to. I have to do research in advance and also do the editing. On Saturday, I have a cooking show with Ji-seung. On Sunday, I have to deal with the things I postponed because I was too tired or prepare for next week's broadcast.





What do you mean by "Hermione"?





I really remember the Hermione from Kyung Hee University back in the day





You live like this?





Make a lot of money. I can't live like that.





Seriously, you're really rowing when the water's rising.





When is the break?





"This is why I say that my mealtime is the happiest and most healing time for me." I really can't do anything except broadcasting and editing, you know?





It's already been about 4 to 5 years.





I thought I could live a bit more comfortably if I quit my job, but it was a huge mistake.





Due to the pressure of losing a steady income, I didn't refuse any incoming work and even sought out more jobs.





"When the channel gets a bit bigger, I'll try to hire some people too." Even if I do the editing, I think we need someone to prepare the materials needed for the broadcast.





While organizing the schedule, I thought about bringing in staff.





It's tough for now, but if our income increases just a bit more, we can cover one person's salary.





I want to secure at least a little bit of my time.





"And." This is really something for later, but since I don't get many chances to say this, I'll just go ahead.
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If possible, I spoke comfortably so that it wouldn't sound too grand.





"I mentioned it before, but there are really a lot of people with diabetes." But when you go outside, there really aren't any restaurants for those people.





It's a thought I've been having ever since I started the diabetes diet.





Even I, who work from home, find it hard to manage meals, so how do people who work in offices even manage to eat?





I can't really think of anything else besides how to carry a lunchbox.





"So, I'm going to learn cooking diligently from Jiseung-hyung, and I want to use my experience to open a store for diabetes patients." You can really eat comfortably and without worry. A restaurant where you can eat deliciously.





Such difficult times, and even now, meal times are so precious to me.





No matter how tough the day is, I hope you find happiness during mealtime.





"Then this channel too." I think the things I will do in the future will become more valuable. I think so too.

    Baekban Debate



    



    "……."



    



    I uploaded a Q&A video to celebrate reaching 100,000 subscribers, and when I woke up, something unbelievable had happened.



    



    A mother who sees her son living diligently.An article titled "MP4" has been featured as a top post in several communities.



    



    Looking at the comments enjoying the man dressed as a polar bear, who was fidgeting nervously to reassure his mother, I couldn't help but sigh.



    



    Crazy, lol.



    



    Look at that expression



    



    Living diligently



    



    Yeah, viral~



    



    Even I would feel disillusioned, haha.



    



    Oh my, mom I'm just playing around



    



    From a mother's perspective, it's worrying, right? Because her son is on air and they're talking about conservatives and progressives.



    



    This guy has been really entertaining lately.



    



    Even if that's not the case, you'd probably be worried if your 34-year-old son was acting like that, haha.



    



    The chat is a complete mess, and in the meantime, the original creator is fixing bugs, lol.



    



    This place is a hidden gem.



    



    When I accessed the side dish store, the Q&A video views exceeded 200,000.



    



    It's the first time that a video has surpassed 200,000 views in half a day. It's an unusual achievement even for a large YouTube channel.



    



    "Is this how it is?"



    



    Usually, Q&A videos are based on me, so they are domestic content aimed at people who are curious about me.



    



    In short, the view count cannot be high.



    



    Because there is absolutely no reason for people who don't know me or aren't interested in me to watch the video.



    



    It seems that the conversation between the son, who was broadcasting with his face painted white, and his mother who watched it was the main focus.



    



    Anyone can understand the situation and laugh.



    



    Moreover, thanks to the kind person who spread this video, it got a lot of exposure and went viral.



    



    I'm so excited. I'm excited.



    



    When the YouTube ad revenue comes in December, I should at least send some pocket money to my mother.



    



    "Today."



    



    A joint stream with the Jimkun channel is scheduled for 5 PM.



    



    If I just do as I'm told, there's nothing else I need to prepare, but I have to study the content we'll cover in tomorrow's broadcast.



    



    I decided to have a conversation with Baek Woo-jin about naengmyeon.



    



    In Part 1, we decided to debate which is more delicious, mul-naengmyeon or bibim-naengmyeon.



    



    In Part 2, we decided to delve deeply into naengmyeon.



    



    Part 2, since Baek Woo-jin, whom we invited as a guest, said he would take care of the preparations, I just need to focus on responding appropriately.



    



    Advertisements



    



    The problem is part one, but I wonder how long the conversation about which is tastier, mul-naengmyeon or bibim-naengmyeon, will last.



    



    "This shouldn't be taken seriously."



    



    I opened the notepad.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Thursday, December 29.



    



    Since Baek Woo-jin said he arrived in front of the house, I sent him the front door password via KakaoTalk.



    



    A moment later, Baek Woo-jin, who had come in with the cold wind, looked down at me and frowned deeply.



    



    "......Are you alive?"



    



    "No."



    



    Yesterday's collaboration with Cha Ji-chan: "How long are you going to sulk?"I am currently feeling the effects of having finished.



    



    "Didn't the porter leave yesterday?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    I did back exercises yesterday.



    



    I mainly did seated cable rows, where you sit and pull the handle and slowly release it.



    



    When I woke up today, I couldn't lie down, lie on my stomach, or lie on my side. Every time I toss and turn, my back screams.



    



    "Can you go live?"



    



    No matter how I think about it, it seems hard to just sit still. I was looking around and then lifted my head.



    



    "Do you want to do it lying down?"



    



    Shaking the blanket to signal him to come in, Baek Woo-jin lifted the envelope in his hand.



    



    "Wake up." I bought ice cream to give to you, bro.



    



    "How do I eat ice cream?"



    



    "This is low-sugar ice cream, so it's a bit okay."



    



    "Really?" What does it taste like?



    



    "Mint chocolate."



    



    "……."



    



    "Cookie and cream."



    



    "That's right!"



    



    The moment he suddenly stood up without thinking, the whole place screamed.



    



    I was in so much pain that I couldn't even make a sound and was standing awkwardly, so Baek Woo-jin asked with concern.



    



    "Are you okay?"



    



    "It's okay." Sit down. "Give me the clothes."



    



    "No." I'll do it. Where are you walking to?



    



    "Customers don't need to worry about that." Is the ice cream okay? It didn't melt, did it?



    



    "Yeah."



    



    Muscle pain can't stop my determination for ice cream.
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    I hung Baek Woo-jin's coat on the hanger.



    



    I turned on the computer, set it to the broadcast standby screen, and then grabbed two utensils from the kitchen.



    



    As I staggered and sat in front of the computer chair, it hurt, but it seemed better than lying down.



    



    By the time I had roughly finished setting things up, including entering the broadcast title, quite a few viewers had already logged in.



    



    Manager, open the door!



    



    You're alive?



    



    You were acting like you were dying yesterday, but it was just an act.



    



    So it was a collaboration with Woojin.



    



    "Hyung, there are a lot of people watching your broadcast."



    



    Baek Woo-jin was impressed when he saw the number of visitors. It has surpassed 800 and continues to increase.



    



    "That's why I said we should do a collaboration."



    



    "The day before yesterday, it was coming in at this level too." Subscribers will increase quickly.



    



    When I turn on the broadcast, it usually gets over 10,000 viewers, so I'm both embarrassed and proud.



    



    From my perspective, the current trend is very positive.



    



    When the number of video views or live stream viewers increases rapidly, the number of subscribers generally also increases significantly.



    



    I hope today's broadcast will also serve as a bridge to continue that momentum.



    



    "I'm turning on the mic."



    



    "Yeah."



    



    Hello. Hello. Today, we have Mr. Baek Woo-jin from Ugenius with us. You just arrived, but people really need to learn. You brought back low-sugar ice cream. I'll start while eating this.



    



    I switched the screen.



    



    Mr. Woojin, if you're being threatened or kidnapped, please shake the carrot.



    



    Where's the carrot, you idiot? LOL. You can't even shake it off if you were really kidnapped. Haha.



    



    Why is such a distinguished person in this humble place?



    



    It's really Baek Woo-jin



    



    Hello. This is Woojin. I'm running Ugenius and recently started serializing a web novel called "Mozart in Joseon" on KakaoPage. It's a story about Mozart being reincarnated in the Joseon Dynasty, so please read it a lot.



    



    "Do you write novels too?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "I appear on TV and also do live streams." "We're already doing a broadcast right now, and you're saying you're going to write a novel on top of that?"



    



    It's fun.



    



    I live a busy life too, but he is living a life that is physically incomprehensible.



    



    Anyway.



    



    I passed the spoon.



    



    Thinking about eating ice cream for the first time in a while makes me unable to resist.



    



    "Hyung, you're really surprising." Do you even use spoons like this? Cute.



    



    Advertisements



    



    Baek Woo-jin admired the teaspoon.



    



    "I bought it for the guests."



    



    "For entertaining?"



    



    Nodded.



    



    "But why a teaspoon?"



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Why do you give me a teaspoon while you use Dad's spoon?"



    



    "......That's why I hate people who are so perceptive."



    



    Fox and the Dotterel lol



    



    But I'm using a big spoon to eat more, lol.



    



    Against my younger sibling



    



    You're so real



    



    Amazing, Banchan-yong!



    



    I really never imagined it, How could they come up with such an idea



    



    "I was just trying to be funny." "Did you really mean it?"



    



    I turned my head to seek his agreement, but Baek Woo-jin just glared at me without answering.



    



    I took out a new spoon from the kitchen.



    



    "Anyway, starting today, every Thursday, I'll be discussing food here with Woojin." Baek Woo-jin, using the surname for side dishes, goes by the name "Baek Bap Hanayo."



    



    "I like the name."



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    "We're going to split the broadcast into two parts, and in Part 1, we'll discuss which food is tastier." If this works well, we'll keep it going, and if not, we'll change it, so nothing is set in stone. "Let's try it once first."



    



    Baek Woo-jin is just nodding his head while eating ice cream.



    



    "Hey, eat slowly."



    



    "Hyung, eat too." Delicious.



    



    "What if neither of them speaks?" Aren't we supposed to do the broadcast?



    



    "Then keep talking." I'll eat it.



    



    Baek Woo-jin is also a glutton, so if we leave it like this, he'll eat it all by himself.



    



    In a hurry, I picked up a spoon.



    



    The subtle aroma and melt-in-your-mouth sweetness of the smooth cream ice cream enveloping the finely crumbled cookies are exquisite.



    



    Moreover, the cookie complements the texture that could otherwise be monotonous.



    



    Why have tsundere characters, who have appeared in countless animations, novels, movies, and dramas, been loved continuously?



    



    I realize it by feeling this cookie and cream.



    



    How could one possibly stay away from such a lovely person, whose cold and rough texture feels sweet?



    



    I kept scooping ice cream while looking at the chat window.



    



    hahahahahahahaha
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    I have diabetes, can I eat ice cream?



    



    Aren't you broadcasting?



    



    A video of two men munching on ice cream, this is adorable.



    



    I bet they're eating it while thinking strange thoughts again.



    



    "Oh, this is a low-sugar food, so it's okay if you eat a little."



    



    So, stop eating now.



    



    Baek Woo-jin pulled the ice cream closer to himself.



    



    "Hey, are you really going to be that petty?" I couldn't eat much.



    



    "You said you would only eat a little, right?"



    



    "……."



    



    With a heavy heart, I alternate between looking at the ice cream that was taken away and the spoon.



    



    Even tasting the leftover ice cream on the spoon, I could once again feel the sweetness of the cookies and cream.



    



    "Stop eating too."



    



    I was feeling spiteful and stopped Baek Woo-jin.



    



    The guy couldn't take his eyes off the ice cream container that had been pushed aside, as if he was feeling regretful.



    



    "Where did we leave off earlier?" Ah, today's topic is naengmyeon. In Part 1, we will debate whether mul-naengmyeon or bibim-naengmyeon is tastier. In Part 2, Woojin will explain the story related to naengmyeon.



    



    "But how do I submit the debate results?"



    



    "We plan to conduct a viewer vote on that."



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    "So what's the point of winning?"



    



    "......Dinner bet?"



    



    "Okay."



    



    According to the broadcast screen, "Bibim Naengmyeon" was written in front of my chest, and "Mul Naengmyeon" was written in front of Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "Do you like mom?" Do you like Dad? Jajangmyeon or jjambbong? We will conduct an in-depth discussion on the most intense topic in the 5,000-year history of the Korean Peninsula. For the side dish of the baekban debate.



    



    "This is Baek Woo-jin."



    



    I bowed my head and greeted.



    



    Today's topic is naengmyeon: is mul naengmyeon more delicious or bibim naengmyeon? What is your position, Commissioner Baek Woo-jin?



    



    "Of course, I believe that mul-naengmyeon is delicious."



    



    "Then, I will continue the debate by arguing that bibim naengmyeon is delicious."



    



    White rice debate lol



    



    Is this a fake debate?Hahaha



    



    What kind of committee member is this? LOL Is there even a cold noodle association?



    



    What are you being so serious about?



    



    LOL, suddenly acting serious



    



    "First, let's take a look at some incredibly delicious bibim naengmyeon photos together."
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    I displayed the pre-prepared bibim naengmyeon image on the screen.



    



    "Why is this photo like this?" Did you Photoshop it?



    



    "That's not true, is it?" Bibim naengmyeon is originally this vibrant, you know?



    



    "What are you talking about?" How can naengmyeon shine like that! It doesn't make any sense!



    



    "Maybe it looks that way because the bibim naengmyeon is delicious?"



    



    "No."



    



    I had no choice but to replace it with an ordinary bibim naengmyeon photo.



    



    Next is mul-naengmyeon. I will also display the photo of the mul-naengmyeon to facilitate the smooth progress of the discussion.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "Wait a moment." What is this?



    



    Baek Woo-jin got angry.



    



    "Don't you like it?"



    



    "Of course, I won't listen!" What is this! Did you draw this with Paint? No pictures?



    



    What is this



    



    My niece would draw better than that, lol.



    



    No way, lol, what data? lol



    



    "Hey, if you want to use the photo, you need to pay for the copyright. Where am I supposed to get the money?"



    



    "Then how about bibim naengmyeon!" "How much does that even cost that you bring this kind of stuff?"



    



    "What's wrong with this?" Didn't you draw well? There are also eggs. There are cucumbers too. Everything is already there, isn't it?



    



    "Ah, no." Change it quickly. "Is there really no other photo?"



    



    It doesn't seem to be a problem. Well, since you said you didn't like it, I'll show you another photo.



    



    When I uploaded a proper photo, Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    "Then I'll go first."



    



    "Yes."



    



    Baek Woo-jin replied leisurely, as if to say, "Go ahead and try."



    



    Cold noodles. It's delicious, isn't it? I admit that too. But it's worth considering this as well. The word "water" is often used negatively.



    



    "How?"



    



    For example, a water fist. "Would it hurt if I got hit with a water fist?"



    



    "......No?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin hesitated and then answered.



    



    "Right." A water fist doesn't hurt no matter how much you hit it. If someone you meet on the street introduces themselves as "Jo Won-dong, the water fist," would you be scared? No, that's not right. Funny, right?



    



    No. What does that have to do with mul naengmyeon?



    



    "On the other hand, the expression 'to rub' is quite strong and threatening."



    



    "……What do you mean?"



    



    "Think about it." The tiger and Bibi are rabbits. "Whatever it is, doesn't it look incredibly strong?"
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    Baek Woo-jin tilted his head slightly and nodded.



    



    The expression "to rub" is an aggressive term that very effectively conveys weakness as strength. Also, Baek Woo-jin likes it too.



    



    "Me?"



    



    "Didn't you say you find pleasure in the act of rubbing bodies with others?"



    



    "What are you talking about!" "Are you crazy?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin's voice grew louder.



    



    It's clear that they are flustered.



    



    "When did I ever do that!" Don't make up things that aren't true!



    



    "Could it really be made up?" Six months ago, you said something to me when I started learning jiu-jitsu. Touching, bumping, and brushing against each other feels good.



    



    "No!" That's not what I meant!



    



    "No." It's a very excellent cuddle.



    



    "That's not something you say at a time like this!"



    



    "Anyway, you admit that you made that statement?"



    



    "That's not what it means!"



    



    "Commissioner Baek Woo-jin actually loves bibimbap more than anyone else, so why are you hiding your true feelings?" Actually, you like bibim naengmyeon more than mul naengmyeon, don't you?
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    "……."



    



    I uploaded a Q&A video to celebrate reaching 100,000 subscribers, and when I woke up, something unbelievable had happened.



    



    A mother who sees her son living diligently.An article titled "MP4" has been featured as a top post in several communities.



    



    Looking at the comments enjoying the man dressed as a polar bear, who was fidgeting nervously to reassure his mother, I couldn't help but sigh.



    



    Crazy, lol.



    



    Look at that expression



    



    Living diligently



    



    Yeah, viral~



    



    Even I would feel disillusioned, haha.



    



    Oh my, mom I'm just playing around



    



    From a mother's perspective, it's worrying, right? Because her son is on air and they're talking about conservatives and progressives.



    



    This guy has been really entertaining lately.



    



    Even if that's not the case, you'd probably be worried if your 34-year-old son was acting like that, haha.



    



    The chat is a complete mess, and in the meantime, the original creator is fixing bugs, lol.



    



    This place is a hidden gem.



    



    When I accessed the side dish store, the Q&A video views exceeded 200,000.



    



    It's the first time that a video has surpassed 200,000 views in half a day. It's an unusual achievement even for a large YouTube channel.



    



    "Is this how it is?"



    



    Usually, Q&A videos are based on me, so they are domestic content aimed at people who are curious about me.



    



    In short, the view count cannot be high.



    



    Because there is absolutely no reason for people who don't know me or aren't interested in me to watch the video.



    



    It seems that the conversation between the son, who was broadcasting with his face painted white, and his mother who watched it was the main focus.



    



    Anyone can understand the situation and laugh.



    



    Moreover, thanks to the kind person who spread this video, it got a lot of exposure and went viral.



    



    I'm so excited. I'm excited.



    



    When the YouTube ad revenue comes in December, I should at least send some pocket money to my mother.



    



    "Today."



    



    A joint stream with the Jimkun channel is scheduled for 5 PM.



    



    If I just do as I'm told, there's nothing else I need to prepare, but I have to study the content we'll cover in tomorrow's broadcast.



    



    I decided to have a conversation with Baek Woo-jin about naengmyeon.



    



    In Part 1, we decided to debate which is more delicious, mul-naengmyeon or bibim-naengmyeon.



    



    In Part 2, we decided to delve deeply into naengmyeon.



    



    Part 2, since Baek Woo-jin, whom we invited as a guest, said he would take care of the preparations, I just need to focus on responding appropriately.
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    The problem is part one, but I wonder how long the conversation about which is tastier, mul-naengmyeon or bibim-naengmyeon, will last.



    



    "This shouldn't be taken seriously."



    



    I opened the notepad.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Thursday, December 29.



    



    Since Baek Woo-jin said he arrived in front of the house, I sent him the front door password via KakaoTalk.



    



    A moment later, Baek Woo-jin, who had come in with the cold wind, looked down at me and frowned deeply.



    



    "......Are you alive?"



    



    "No."



    



    Yesterday's collaboration with Cha Ji-chan: "How long are you going to sulk?"I am currently feeling the effects of having finished.



    



    "Didn't the porter leave yesterday?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    I did back exercises yesterday.



    



    I mainly did seated cable rows, where you sit and pull the handle and slowly release it.



    



    When I woke up today, I couldn't lie down, lie on my stomach, or lie on my side. Every time I toss and turn, my back screams.



    



    "Can you go live?"



    



    No matter how I think about it, it seems hard to just sit still. I was looking around and then lifted my head.



    



    "Do you want to do it lying down?"



    



    Shaking the blanket to signal him to come in, Baek Woo-jin lifted the envelope in his hand.



    



    "Wake up." I bought ice cream to give to you, bro.



    



    "How do I eat ice cream?"



    



    "This is low-sugar ice cream, so it's a bit okay."



    



    "Really?" What does it taste like?



    



    "Mint chocolate."



    



    "……."



    



    "Cookie and cream."



    



    "That's right!"



    



    The moment he suddenly stood up without thinking, the whole place screamed.



    



    I was in so much pain that I couldn't even make a sound and was standing awkwardly, so Baek Woo-jin asked with concern.



    



    "Are you okay?"



    



    "It's okay." Sit down. "Give me the clothes."



    



    "No." I'll do it. Where are you walking to?



    



    "Customers don't need to worry about that." Is the ice cream okay? It didn't melt, did it?



    



    "Yeah."



    



    Muscle pain can't stop my determination for ice cream.
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    I hung Baek Woo-jin's coat on the hanger.



    



    I turned on the computer, set it to the broadcast standby screen, and then grabbed two utensils from the kitchen.



    



    As I staggered and sat in front of the computer chair, it hurt, but it seemed better than lying down.



    



    By the time I had roughly finished setting things up, including entering the broadcast title, quite a few viewers had already logged in.



    



    Manager, open the door!



    



    You're alive?



    



    You were acting like you were dying yesterday, but it was just an act.



    



    So it was a collaboration with Woojin.



    



    "Hyung, there are a lot of people watching your broadcast."



    



    Baek Woo-jin was impressed when he saw the number of visitors. It has surpassed 800 and continues to increase.



    



    "That's why I said we should do a collaboration."



    



    "The day before yesterday, it was coming in at this level too." Subscribers will increase quickly.



    



    When I turn on the broadcast, it usually gets over 10,000 viewers, so I'm both embarrassed and proud.



    



    From my perspective, the current trend is very positive.



    



    When the number of video views or live stream viewers increases rapidly, the number of subscribers generally also increases significantly.



    



    I hope today's broadcast will also serve as a bridge to continue that momentum.



    



    "I'm turning on the mic."



    



    "Yeah."



    



    Hello. Hello. Today, we have Mr. Baek Woo-jin from Ugenius with us. You just arrived, but people really need to learn. You brought back low-sugar ice cream. I'll start while eating this.



    



    I switched the screen.



    



    Mr. Woojin, if you're being threatened or kidnapped, please shake the carrot.



    



    Where's the carrot, you idiot? LOL. You can't even shake it off if you were really kidnapped. Haha.



    



    Why is such a distinguished person in this humble place?



    



    It's really Baek Woo-jin



    



    Hello. This is Woojin. I'm running Ugenius and recently started serializing a web novel called "Mozart in Joseon" on KakaoPage. It's a story about Mozart being reincarnated in the Joseon Dynasty, so please read it a lot.



    



    "Do you write novels too?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "I appear on TV and also do live streams." "We're already doing a broadcast right now, and you're saying you're going to write a novel on top of that?"



    



    It's fun.



    



    I live a busy life too, but he is living a life that is physically incomprehensible.



    



    Anyway.



    



    I passed the spoon.



    



    Thinking about eating ice cream for the first time in a while makes me unable to resist.



    



    "Hyung, you're really surprising." Do you even use spoons like this? Cute.
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    Baek Woo-jin admired the teaspoon.



    



    "I bought it for the guests."



    



    "For entertaining?"



    



    Nodded.



    



    "But why a teaspoon?"



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Why do you give me a teaspoon while you use Dad's spoon?"



    



    "......That's why I hate people who are so perceptive."



    



    Fox and the Dotterel lololololol



    



    But I'm using a big spoon to eat more, lol.



    



    Against my younger sibling



    



    You're so real



    



    Amazing, Banchan-yong!



    



    I really never imagined it, How could they come up with such an idea



    



    "I was just trying to be funny." "Did you really mean it?"



    



    I turned my head to seek his agreement, but Baek Woo-jin just glared at me without answering.



    



    I took out a new spoon from the kitchen.



    



    "Anyway, starting today, every Thursday, I'll be discussing food here with Woojin." Baek Woo-jin, using the surname for side dishes, goes by the name "Baek Bap Hanayo."



    



    "I like the name."



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    "We're going to split the broadcast into two parts, and in Part 1, we'll discuss which food is tastier." If this works well, we'll keep it going, and if not, we'll change it, so nothing is set in stone. "Let's try it once first."



    



    Baek Woo-jin is just nodding his head while eating ice cream.



    



    "Hey, eat slowly."



    



    "Hyung, eat too." Delicious.



    



    "What if neither of them speaks?" Aren't we supposed to do the broadcast?



    



    "Then keep talking." I'll eat it.



    



    Baek Woo-jin is also a glutton, so if we leave it like this, he'll eat it all by himself.



    



    In a hurry, I picked up a spoon.



    



    The subtle aroma and melt-in-your-mouth sweetness of the smooth cream ice cream enveloping the finely crumbled cookies are exquisite.



    



    Moreover, the cookie complements the texture that could otherwise be monotonous.



    



    Why have tsundere characters, who have appeared in countless animations, novels, movies, and dramas, been loved continuously?



    



    I realize it by feeling this cookie and cream.



    



    How could one possibly stay away from such a lovely person, whose cold and rough texture feels sweet?



    



    I kept scooping ice cream while looking at the chat window.



    



    hahahahahahahaha
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    I have diabetes, can I eat ice cream?



    



    Not broadcasting?



    



    A video of two men munching on ice cream, this is adorable.



    



    I bet they're eating it while thinking strange thoughts again.



    



    "Oh, this is a low-sugar food, so it's okay if you eat a little."



    



    So, stop eating now.



    



    Baek Woo-jin pulled the ice cream closer to himself.



    



    "Hey, are you really going to be that petty?" I couldn't eat much.



    



    "You said you would only eat a little, right?"



    



    "……."



    



    With a heavy heart, I alternate between looking at the ice cream that was taken away and the spoon.



    



    Even tasting the leftover ice cream on the spoon, I could once again feel the sweetness of the cookies and cream.



    



    "Stop eating too."



    



    I was feeling spiteful and stopped Baek Woo-jin.



    



    The guy couldn't take his eyes off the ice cream container that had been pushed aside, as if he was feeling regretful.



    



    "Where did we leave off earlier?" Ah, today's topic is naengmyeon. In Part 1, we will debate whether mul-naengmyeon or bibim-naengmyeon is tastier. In Part 2, Woojin will explain the story related to naengmyeon.



    



    "But how do I submit the debate results?"



    



    "We plan to conduct a viewer vote on that."



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    "So what's the point of winning?"



    



    "......Dinner bet?"



    



    "Okay."



    



    According to the broadcast screen, "Bibim Naengmyeon" was written in front of my chest, and "Mul Naengmyeon" was written in front of Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "Do you like mom?" Do you like Dad? Jajangmyeon or jjambbong? We will conduct an in-depth discussion on the most intense topic in the 5,000-year history of the Korean Peninsula. For the side dish of the baekban debate.



    



    "This is Baek Woo-jin."



    



    I bowed my head and greeted.



    



    Today's topic is naengmyeon: is mul naengmyeon more delicious or bibim naengmyeon? What is your position, Commissioner Baek Woo-jin?



    



    "Of course, I believe that mul-naengmyeon is delicious."



    



    "Then, I will continue the debate by arguing that bibim naengmyeon is delicious."



    



    White rice debate lol



    



    Is this a fake debate?Hahaha



    



    What kind of committee member is this? LOL Is there even a cold noodle association?



    



    What are you being so serious about?



    



    LOL, suddenly acting serious



    



    "First, let's take a look at some incredibly delicious bibim naengmyeon photos together."
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    I displayed the pre-prepared bibim naengmyeon image on the screen.



    



    "Why is this photo like this?" Did you Photoshop it?



    



    "That's not true, is it?" Bibim naengmyeon is originally this vibrant, you know?



    



    "What are you talking about?" How can naengmyeon shine like that! It doesn't make any sense!



    



    "Maybe it looks that way because the bibim naengmyeon is delicious?"



    



    "No."



    



    I had no choice but to replace it with an ordinary bibim naengmyeon photo.



    



    Next is mul-naengmyeon. I will also display the photo of the mul-naengmyeon to facilitate the smooth progress of the discussion.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "Wait a moment." What is this?



    



    Baek Woo-jin got angry.



    



    "Don't you like it?"



    



    "Of course, I won't listen!" What is this! Did you draw this with Paint? No pictures?



    



    What is this



    



    My niece would draw better than that, lol.



    



    No way, lol, what data? lol



    



    "Hey, if you want to use the photo, you need to pay for the copyright. Where am I supposed to get the money?"



    



    "Then how about bibim naengmyeon!" "How much does that even cost that you bring this kind of stuff?"



    



    "What's wrong with this?" Didn't you draw well? There are also eggs. There are cucumbers too. Everything is already there, isn't it?



    



    "Ah, no." Change it quickly. "Is there really no other photo?"



    



    It doesn't seem to be a problem. Well, since you said you didn't like it, I'll show you another photo.



    



    When I uploaded a proper photo, Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    "Then I'll go first."



    



    "Yes."



    



    Baek Woo-jin replied leisurely, as if to say, "Go ahead and try."



    



    Cold noodles. It's delicious, isn't it? I admit that too. But it's worth considering this as well. The word "water" is often used negatively.



    



    "How?"



    



    For example, a water fist. "Would it hurt if I got hit with a water fist?"



    



    "......No?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin hesitated and then answered.



    



    "Right." A water fist doesn't hurt no matter how much you hit it. If someone you meet on the street introduces themselves as "Jo Won-dong, the water fist," would you be scared? No, that's not right. Funny, right?



    



    No. What does that have to do with mul naengmyeon?



    



    "On the other hand, the expression 'to rub' is quite strong and threatening."



    



    "……What do you mean?"



    



    "Think about it." The tiger and Bibi are rabbits. "Whatever it is, doesn't it look incredibly strong?"
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    Baek Woo-jin tilted his head slightly and nodded.



    



    The expression "to rub" is an aggressive term that very effectively conveys weakness as strength. Also, Baek Woo-jin likes it too.



    



    "Me?"



    



    "Didn't you say you find pleasure in the act of rubbing bodies with others?"



    



    "What are you talking about!" "Are you crazy?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin's voice grew louder.



    



    It's clear that they are flustered.



    



    "When did I ever do that!" Don't make up things that aren't true!



    



    "Could it really be made up?" Six months ago, you said something to me when I started learning jiu-jitsu. Touching, bumping, and brushing against each other feels good.



    



    "No!" That's not what I meant!



    



    "No." It's a very excellent cuddle.



    



    "That's not something you say at a time like this!"



    



    "Anyway, you admit that you made that statement?"



    



    "That's not what it means!"



    



    "Commissioner Baek Woo-jin actually loves bibimbap more than anyone else, so why are you hiding your true feelings?" Actually, you like bibim naengmyeon more than mul naengmyeon, don't you?
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    When I checked the chat window, the messages were coming in so fast that it was hard to read them one by one.



    



    The only recognizable character is a question mark that seems to be plastered everywhere.



    



    I was wondering how many people had joined, so I checked the viewer count. When I first started the broadcast, there were about 800 viewers, but now there are over 3,000.



    



    What nonsense are you talking about?



    



    This guy is so shamelessly talking nonsense, it's hilarious



    



    Right? When you say "mul-naengmyeon," it sounds kind of weak.



    



    You're really being unreasonable.



    



    What kind of nonsense are you talking about endlessly?



    



    Look at how flustered Baek Woo-jin is, lol.



    



    Baek Woo-jin crossed his arms with his chin jutting out. It seems like you're pondering how to take my words.



    



    "I admit it."



    



    After a brief moment of contemplation, Baek Woo-jin gave an unexpected answer.



    



    "Are you admitting it?"



    



    "That's right." When the word "water" is included, it feels like it weakens. A gun is threatening, but a water gun is cute.



    



    I'm getting this, lol



    



    You can't admit it!



    



    This is definitely true, right? Even if you're a challenger, if you just say you're a challenger, it feels like you're a pro, but if you say you're a water challenger, it sounds like you're a noob.



    



    What kind of conversation is this, lol?



    



    Baek Woo-jin actually accepted it, lol.



    



    Wasn't it "Mul-naengmyeon vs. Bi-naengmyeon?"Hahaha



    



    "But it's not bibimbap." Liking jiu-jitsu and saying bibim naengmyeon is tastier are unrelated.



    



    Baek Woo-jin said firmly.



    



    I was surprised when he admitted that the name sounded unappetizing, but as expected, he is now presenting the facts.



    



    That's right, that's right



    



    Baek Woo-jin is doing great!



    



    Talk about it in terms of taste!



    



    "Then, could you explain why mul-naengmyeon is more delicious?"



    



    "Actually, mul naengmyeon is the default." The term "mul naengmyeon" originally didn't exist. The term "naengmyeon" itself referred specifically to mul naengmyeon.



    



    "Cold noodles were originally mul-naengmyeon?"



    



    If you look at Dongguk Sesigi written by Hong Seok-mo in 1849, naengmyeon and goryongmyeon appear.



    



    While Baek Woo-jin was speaking, I searched for "Dongguk Sesigi" on Google for the viewers.
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    Cold noodles made with buckwheat noodles and served with radish or napa cabbage kimchi, along with pork, are called naengmyeon. Also, noodles mixed with various vegetables, pear, chestnuts, sliced beef, sliced pork, and oil sauce are called goldongmyeon.



    



    As you can see here, naengmyeon was originally mul-naengmyeon. Bibim naengmyeon was called goldongmyeon. In other words, modern bibim naengmyeon is a loser that abandoned its original name and rode the coattails of naengmyeon's popularity.



    



    Ppupupupup-



    



    Baek Woo-jin wins!



    



    Haha, that's right, who cares about naengmyeon, haha.



    



    It wasn't even naengmyeon to begin with.



    



    "But now, claiming that bibim naengmyeon is tastier than mul naengmyeon is not right." It's a very shameless act to try to take the inheritance from the cold noodle family who took you in as one of their own. In other words, a person who claims that bibim naengmyeon is tastier than mul naengmyeon is someone who doesn't know gratitude. It means "You are a parricide!"



    



    Crazy lol



    



    Baek Woo-jin isn't in his right mind either, lol.



    



    Are you really going to mess it up like this?



    



    I was talking normally, then suddenly I exploded, lol.



    



    Do you want to be a parricide?



    



    I never thought they would even bring up the origins of naengmyeon.



    



    "Right." Patricide is not acceptable.



    



    "Admit it, mul-naengmyeon is more delicious, right?"



    



    "I admit that Binaeng is not the legitimate heir." So, Commissioner Baek Woo-jin, are you saying that since mul-naengmyeon is the original and bibim-naengmyeon is adopted, mul-naengmyeon is tastier?



    



    "Yes."



    



    "But even if you're not a direct descendant, you can still be exceptionally talented."



    



    I see a few people agreeing with my opinion.



    



    "The argument that legitimacy is more important than ability is something you would expect from a dynastic state." And.



    



    "And?"



    



    "A democratic republic like our country." "Especially since you're making such statements in a country threatened by a dynastic state, I can't help but be suspicious."



    



    As soon as I casually mentioned luck, the chat room went wild.



    



    This?



    



    North Korea lol



    



    LOL, are you kidding me? You're connecting it like this?



    



    Witch hunt on the level of a toddler's tantrum



    



    Advance payment



    



    You can't avoid this, lol.



    



    Baek Woo-jin shifted his gaze around and mumbled to himself, then sighed.



    



    "No." Of course, ability is more important. It's a place to discuss flavors.



    



    "Right?" I must have been mistaken, right?



    



    "Of course."



    



    Baek Woo-jin smiled awkwardly.



    



    It seems like a "let's wait and see" attitude, but the victory in this debate is mine.
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    It seems like it's time to wrap up this formal discussion. I'll definitely explain to you why bibim naengmyeon is so delicious. Commissioner Baek Woo-jin, have you ever heard the term K-food?



    



    "It's Korean food, you know."



    



    "That's right." It's a proud dish of our country. If you read the article, it says what kind of food foreigners like.



    



    I pulled up the article I had prepared.



    



    "As you can see, bibimbap ranks third among the most preferred Korean dishes by foreigners and third among the most frequently eaten foods."2)



    



    "Well?"



    



    "And bibim naengmyeon is the cousin of bibimbap."



    



    "……."



    



    "When two words are combined, think of the first word as the main part." It's deductive.



    



    "Please continue."



    



    Baek Woo-jin crossed his arms and leaned back in the chair.



    



    Spicy stir-fried pork, stir-fried mushrooms. Stir-fried eggplant. "All the words that came before are the main text, right?"



    



    I felt it deeply while eating the disgustingly tasteless stir-fried mushrooms.



    



    No matter how delicious stir-fried dishes are, mushroom stir-fry is mushroom stir-fry, and spicy stir-fried pork is spicy stir-fried pork.



    



    The reason stir-fried pork is delicious is because it's pork.



    



    "So, the essence of bibim naengmyeon is the bibim." The essence of bibimbap is also mixing. Both dishes are foods that allow you to enjoy various ingredients and different seasonings all at once by mixing them together.



    



    I thought you were just making excuses again, but isn't it surprisingly true?



    



    I remember when this guy used to hypnotize himself while eating stir-fried mushrooms, haha.



    



    Right, it's food that you mix together and eat all at once.



    



    "So, saying that bibim naengmyeon is not tasty means that bibimbap is not tasty either." In other words, they are traitors who deny our country's mixing food culture and wish for K-food to fail. This is what I mean.



    



    hahahahahahah



    



    Logic destroyed lol



    



    Inshin-gonggyeon lol



    



    The loan shark is crazy, lol.



    



    Seriously, this debate about side dishes is so ridiculous, lol.



    



    You can't escape this attack.



    



    You can't defeat the smart Baek Woo-jin with logical arguments. You have to push like this so that they get flustered and make mistakes, and then you can take advantage of those gaps to have a chance of winning.



    



    Above all, the Baekban debate is not really content that decides what is delicious.



    



    It's a variety show.



    



    "There are two errors in the argument of the committee member in charge of side dishes."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    First. In compound words, the first word often serves as a modifier. For example, is sweet potato pumpkin? Is it sweet potato?



    



    That's right. Even "gamgyul" is not "gam" but "gyul."



    



    Tangerines are called "milgam" and "gyul" together, you fool.



    



    "Ho! Bak! Go! Gu! Ma!"
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    That's right. A pine tree is still a tree, right?



    



    For real, Lizamon is also a grapefruit.



    



    Even a mermaid is still a fish.



    



    Aren't mermaids people?



    



    It's a platypus.



    



    "Therefore, bibim naengmyeon and bibimbap are different." Of course.



    



    My perfect logic has been shattered.



    



    "And you said that the reason bibim naengmyeon is delicious is because it's a cousin of bibimbap, which foreigners love. Is that true?"



    



    "Absolutely."



    



    "I definitely need to address this clearly." Since a foreigner said it's delicious, bibimbap is a tasty dish. Western tastes are right. Because the opinion of Westerners is correct. You're not seriously thinking like that, are you?



    



    I opened my eyes wide in surprise.



    



    Traitor VS Pro-China Faction LOL



    



    Baek Woo-jin is also not normal, lol.



    



    Why are you bringing a Westerner to talk about how great our food is? LOL



    



    I understand now. I don't care which one is better between mul-naengmyeon and bibim-naengmyeon.



    



    For real, they only think about dragging each other down, lol.



    



    "There's no way." It is a food that Westerners also like. That's what I mean.



    



    I didn't think the discussion would go this far.



    



    The words I had prepared slipped out, and I was at a loss for how to respond.



    



    I had a good idea.



    



    "Westerners like it too, but I meant that mixing food is a tradition in our country."



    



    "Really?"



    



    "Of course." Do you happen to know the meme "



    



    Starting from a post about mixing all kinds of food together in Busan, the term "ssukamukja" once became a trend.



    



    "Yes."



    



    "When it first appeared on the internet, it was a humorous exaggeration of the food culture of people from Busan, but what about now?" It has become an expression used to belittle Busan.



    



    "……."



    



    "I am very saddened by the reality that our precious food culture, like bibimbap and bibim naengmyeon, is being used as derogatory terms for certain regions." "Do you also agree with the regional derogatory remarks, Commissioner Baek Woo-jin?"



    



    "No, that's not what I meant."



    



    "If that's not the case, please don't disrespect bibim naengmyeon any further." Please.



    



    Look at that disgusting side dish tongue, lol



    



    Seriously, I just blurted out whatever came to mind, lol.



    



    If you say mul naengmyeon is tastier, people will make regional derogatory remarks, lol.



    



    What kind of nonsense is this about cold noodles being associated with treason, pro-Japanese sentiment, and regional discrimination? LOL
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    Even Goebbels would cry over this propaganda, lol.



    



    Look at Baek Woo-jin just flapping his lips around, lol.



    



    They are so brazenly saying nonsense that doesn't even make sense, it's ridiculousㅋㅋㅋ



    



    Baek Woo-jin gave a hollow laugh and then bowed his head.



    



    "I lost."



    



    "I haven't voted yet, but is that okay with you?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin raised his hand to indicate that he was okay.



    



    "This is how we're doing it, right?" "Just you wait and see."



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    After finishing the broadcast, the muscle pain I had momentarily forgotten came rushing back.



    



    As he twists his body to relieve his stiff back, Baek Woo-jin remains silent, slumped in his chair.



    



    "What's wrong?"



    



    "The thing we discussed earlier."



    



    It seems like the discussion about the white rice is bothering you.



    



    In fact, Baek Woo-jin was very accommodating, even though I had no idea how to approach today's discussion.



    



    The reason my insistence worked was because Baek Woo-jin skillfully handled the situation.



    



    If I had scowled and said, "What kind of nonsense is that?" the atmosphere of the broadcast would have inevitably become awkward.



    



    It was a sudden situation, so it was understandable to be flustered.



    



    It's no wonder they have a million subscribers.



    



    "Surprised, weren't you?" I was trying to be funny.



    



    "Bibim naengmyeon can splatter on your clothes when you eat it, so it's not great."



    



    "......Huh?"



    



    "Besides, there's no cool broth either." Hyung, what did you say while we were eating samgyeopsal before? I told you that you need to wash off the grease with a cool broth.



    



    "Right?"



    



    If you had prepared, I would have won. "Do it again tomorrow."



    



    "Tomorrow too?" Aren't you busy?



    



    "Do it."



    



    You must be really upset.



    



    I'm getting anxious about what to prepare for the next debate, but I think I enjoyed it, so I feel at ease.



    



    "But I should be careful about being greedy just because I want to win." "When you're on air, the pressure to be funny makes you say anything and everything."



    



    "Right."



    



    "Otherwise, we might end up saying something crossing the line, so we both need to be careful about that."



    



    "Right."



    



    Originally, it's a show meant for laughter and fun, and the viewers know that our comments are jokes, so they laugh at the nonsense of calling someone a traitor for disliking bibim naengmyeon.



    



    In the meantime, there will always be someone who finds a particular word or sentence uncomfortable.
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    You have to take it into account to some extent.



    



    Because not everyone can be satisfied.



    



    However, if the content includes something that most people find uncomfortable, it can be fatal for a YouTuber.



    



    "It seems like things will go well, so let's just be careful about that."



    



    "Of course."

  
    Baekban Debate



    



    "Do you like mom?" Do you like Dad? Are you a "bubok" person? Are you dipping it? I will only get a taste of the most intense debate in the 5,000-year history of the Korean Peninsula. For the side dish of a baekban discussion.



    



    "This is Baek Woo-jin."



    



    I wonder if he's upset about losing the 'Mul Naengmyeon vs Bibim Naengmyeon' debate.



    



    Following yesterday, Baek Woo-jin came to the house again today.



    



    The number of viewers has increased quite a bit.



    



    At the 20-minute mark since starting the broadcast, the number of viewers has surpassed 2,800, thanks to the 'Mul Naengmyeon vs Bibim Naengmyeon' video I posted last night.



    



    In the past 18 hours, it has recorded 230,000 views, and the comment reactions are decent, with a very high like-to-dislike ratio.



    



    Setting new records every day is both thrilling and makes me eager to broadcast.



    



    "Today, we will have a debate on which is more delicious, chocolate or candy." The winner of the debate is given the right to have dinner paid for by the opponent.



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Then, let's have a discussion with Mr. Baek Woo-jin, a candy supporter, candy supremacist, and chocolate discriminator who has licked candy every single day for 32 years."



    



    Introduced Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "Diabetes is like an older brother." I don't have diabetes.



    



    I took a moment to gather my thoughts.



    



    No matter how I tried, there was no way to deny it, so I stared at the camera and admitted it.



    



    "A man as sweet as chocolate." It's for the diabetic uncle's side dishes.



    



    Crazy, lol



    



    They told me not to do it, but now they're the first to call themselves the diabetes uncle, lol.



    



    How delicious must that chocolate have been…….



    



    Don't self-harm



    



    You're worse, haha.



    



    "I'll start first." "Are you okay?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    Baek Woo-jin answered leisurely.



    



    It really looks like they came out sharpening their knives.



    



    But today, I have thoroughly prepared logical and rational grounds as well.



    



    Chocolate. It's so delicious, isn't it? Everyone, regardless of age or gender, likes it. Do you know why?



    



    I looked at Baek Woo-jin and asked.



    



    "I have no idea."



    



    "It's precisely because of the texture." The softness that melts gently in your mouth. Even children with weak teeth and elderly people with toothaches can enjoy it. But what about candy?



    



    "How is it?"



    



    It's stiff. It doesn't melt well. In the end, it will be chewed to bits, but what about our child with weak teeth? Elderly people without teeth can't eat at all.



    



    "No, that's not it."
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    "If it ends with you not being able to eat, that's still okay." But making you eat that hard candy. This is almost elder abuse. Giving candy to a child? It's child abuse!



    



    As soon as we start, I'm feeling dizzy, haha.



    



    What, are you committing elder abuse over just one piece of candy? LOL



    



    Child abuse is unacceptable.



    



    Look at Baek Woo-jin's expression



    



    "Wait a moment." "Does anyone force-feed candy?"



    



    "Of course."



    



    "Who is it?"



    



    "Restaurant." The candy placed in front when you come out after eating and go to pay. Aren't you going to eat that? "Can you hold off on eating that while waiting for the bill?"



    



    "If you don't eat, that's fine."



    



    "No." "After having a warm bowl of soup, you say you can resist mint candy?"



    



    I can't stand that



    



    Ah, I can hold off on smoking after eating gukbap, but I can't resist peppermint candy.



    



    This is acknowledged.



    



    It's total nonsense, but strangely, it's convincing.



    



    "In our lives, situations where candy is forced upon us are so prevalent." "This is all elder abuse, child violence, and discrimination against diabetes patients!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin frowned deeply.



    



    I don't know how long they can hold out under the elder abuse frame, but since they say they are well-prepared, I am willing to listen to what they have to say.



    



    "I prefer it when it's firm."



    



    "Huh?"



    



    "I like it firm."



    



    "……."



    



    "Why do you insist on biting into something hard?" It hurts. How nice it would be to lick and eat it slowly.



    



    "Is it really good to lick something hard for a long time?"



    



    I slowly turned my head to check the chat window.



    



    There are still many people who don't know why I'm flustered, so question marks keep popping up.



    



    "What?"



    



    "How can you say that something hard and long-lasting is good?" Woojin, get a grip! "This is a full viewing area!"



    



    Only then did Baek Woo-jin, realizing my intention, open his eyes wide like saucers.



    



    "What are you talking about!" Bro, are you crazy?



    



    What does this even mean? LOL



    



    This side dish is really crazy, lol



    



    This crazy old man, You're the one driving him crazy



    



    Good thoughts, good thoughts



    



    Baek Woo-jin likes it firm.......
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    What do you mean??



    



    It's better not to know.



    



    "Please just act normally!"



    



    "Alright." Got it.



    



    I wanted to be funny, I wanted to win, and I wanted to bury Baek Woo-jin.



    



    Even without going this far, my argument is perfect today.



    



    I took a breath and continued my argument.



    



    "Even if it's not the texture, there are many reasons why chocolate is delicious." Especially the sweet and bittersweet taste is often compared to love. So that's why people exchange chocolates on Valentine's Day. Mr. Woojin, you know about Valentine's Day too, right?



    



    "I don't know."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "I don't know."



    



    "……."



    



    "What is that?"



    



    What is that, you idiot?



    



    Isn't this the kind of thing you say at times like this? lol



    



    It was blocked from the start, right?



    



    It seems like they're determined not to get involved with Banchan-yong



    



    You should have experienced Valentine's Day to understand it



    



    I was expecting this level of opposition.



    



    There are many ways to elicit the words I want.



    



    "According to legend, Valentine's Day originated from the practice of sharing chocolates with loved ones every year on February 14th."



    



    I examined Baek Woo-jin.



    



    The guy who loves explaining things can't possibly ignore such a good lecture topic.



    



    Moreover, since they spoke incorrectly, they must be eager to correct it.



    



    "No."



    



    As expected, the guy finally spoke up.



    



    The origin of Valentine's Day is Saint Valentine. Roman legion soldiers were prohibited from marrying. Even though I had someone I loved, we couldn't be together, so there were many problems. The priest named Valentino, who felt sorry for the situation, secretly married them.



    



    "I see."



    



    While preparing for the debate, I already knew the content, but I pretended not to know it for the sake of the viewers.



    



    "Then, to honor Valentino, who was even executed for breaking the law, the Feast of Saint Valentine, that is, Valentine's Day, was created."



    



    Thank you for the explanation.



    



    "……."



    



    "That's right." Valentine's Day has such a historical origin. It's fundamentally different from White Day, which was commercially and intentionally created by a certain company to sell candy.



    



    White Day has no foundation, that's what I'm saying!



    



    Advertisements



    



    Fundamental



    



    This is big, isn't it?



    



    "Well, why eat chocolate on such an important day?" Of course, it's delicious. Because I'm happy. And because I can feel love. Mr. Woojin doesn't know what love is, does he?



    



    "……."



    



    "You don't know, do you?"



    



    "Jin."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "You."



    



    "That's right." Actually, I don't know either. You would know if you had tried it. Anyway, so I prepared scientific evidence.



    



    I showed the prepared article to the viewers.



    



    "Neurotransmitters in the brain that help with love." Science, October 18, 2010. This is an article written by guest reporter Lee Seong-kyu. In this article, phenylethylamine is described as the love potion.



    



    He/she emphasized by circling it.



    



    "Chocolate contains a substance called phenylalanine, which changes into phenylethylamine when it enters the human body." In other words, it feels like being in love.



    



    Honestly, there's no such thing as a love potion.



    



    "It's delicious, and it's a feeling of love that Mr. Woojin and I don't know." Chocolate that indirectly lets you experience it. Is there any food better than this?



    



    After finishing the argument, I looked at the chat window and everyone was raving about chocolate.



    



    This time, it's my victory again.



    



    "You've prepared a lot."



    



    Baek Woo-jin slowly nodded his head.



    



    "But Mr. Chanyong is overlooking a very important fact."



    



    "What is it?"



    



    "I agree with the saying that chocolate is delicious and teaches us about love." But that chocolate doesn't taste good without sugar either.



    



    Baek Woo-jin continued his argument.



    



    In 2006, Lotte Confectionery launched a product called Dream Cocoa. Since it's the product that popularized dark chocolate, there probably aren't many people who don't know about it.



    



    "Yes."



    



    "In the beginning, products with 99% cocoa content were also released." Do you remember?



    



    "Ah."



    



    This is dangerous.



    



    The taste of biting into a crayon



    



    It was really, really bad.



    



    Sometimes, kids with strange tastes buy it and throw it away, lol.



    



    What is Dream Kakao?



    



    There are people who don't know DreamCacao.



    



    These days, its popularity has waned a bit.



    



    "Reports are coming in through the chat window as well." That's right. The chocolate with 99% cocoa content tasted like a crayon. In the end, it was discontinued because it didn't taste good. On the other hand, the 56% with sugar is still selling very well. In other words, it means that chocolate doesn't taste good without sugar.
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    "But."



    



    I can't think of a rebuttal after that.



    



    "Are you really saying that you enjoy eating crayons?"



    



    "No." I can't eat that either.



    



    No matter how much I like chocolate, I can't eat chocolate with 99% cocoa.



    



    "That's right." I admit that chocolate is good for the body. There are studies that show it can reduce stress and provide exercise benefits, and it even includes substances released during love. But we are talking about which one is tastier, chocolate or candy.



    



    "I object."



    



    When I raised an objection, Baek Woo-jin raised his palm as if to say, "Go ahead, try to refute this."



    



    There is an abundance of leisure.



    



    "You claimed that cocoa doesn't taste good, but all the chocolate sold in stores contains sugar." In other words, chocolate should be considered a mixture of cocoa and sugar.



    



    I opened the National Institute of the Korean Language's Standard Korean Dictionary and searched for "chocolate."



    



    "Look." It is made by roasting the seeds of the cacao tree's fruit and mixing the powder with milk, sugar, and flavorings. Even the dictionary describes chocolate like this. I can't separate them. And in the first place, if you take the sugar out of chocolate, at least the cocoa remains. Candy without sugar is just a smell, isn't it?



    



    It was a thoughtless remark, but even I think it's truly perfect logic.



    



    No matter how smart Baek Woo-jin is, he won't be able to break this.



    



    "No."



    



    Baek Woo-jin shook his head.



    



    Candy. It means "yeot powder" by using the characters for "sand" and "yeot." Originally, "candy" was a word that meant "sugar."



    



    I couldn't understand, so I just blinked.



    



    "Then, when the word 'sugar' came into existence, its meaning changed."



    



    "Are you saying that 'sugar' is a new word?" "When?"



    



    "The Joseon Dynasty."



    



    I have nothing to say.



    



    "Because it is a white and fine powder like snow, they attached the character for snow (설) and the character for candy (탕) to name it sugar (설탕)." Since then, the word "sugar," which originally meant sugar, has changed its usage to refer only to processed products made by melting and solidifying sugar, that is, candy.



    



    "It's difficult."



    



    "Originally, candy was sugar." Not candy.



    



    Today, I've gained more useless knowledge.



    



    When I watch Ugenius, I learn a lot of amazing things, but none of it is useful at all



    



    So candy was originally sugar.



    



    Candy is originally sugar. It's made by melting sugar.



    



    "So what does that mean?"



    



    Chocolate without sugar doesn't taste good. So, you're saying that sugar, in other words, candy, is tastier.



    



    Baek Woo-jin straightened his back and lifted his chin.



    



    "I told you earlier." Chocolate itself is just a mix of cocoa and sugar. Chocolate and cocoa are not the same thing. Is cocoa just the original form of chocolate? It's the same thing.



    



    "Who was the person that brought up the 'original' concept while talking about Valentine's Day and White Day?" The foundation is Kakao.
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    The necklace of success given to Baek Woo-jin



    



    Right? If we're going to talk about the basics, we should stick to the basics, right?



    



    Baek Woo-jin won.



    



    Chocolate is weak.



    



    "Moreover, in many countries, chocolate is considered a subset of candy." In the United States, caramel and chocolate are also included in the candy category.



    



    Baek Woo-jin's assertion that candy is a broader concept than chocolate has been firmly established.



    



    The viewers are already concluding by chanting for Candy and Baek Woo-jin.



    



    Baek Woo-jin looks at me with a triumphant snort.



    



    It has an expression that says, "Do you have anything more to say?"



    



    As expected, it's hard to beat Baek Woo-jin when approaching things logically.



    



    "Mr. Woojin."



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Where are you currently affiliated?"



    



    "Why is that?"



    



    "Because it is the most important issue in today's discussion." Where are you affiliated?



    



    "Ujini Company."



    



    Ujini Company is a corporation that manages the YouTube channel Ujiniers, and it was directly established by Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "Ujini Company." It's a company that operates the Ugenius channel, which has 1.17 million subscribers. Mr. Woojin is the representative there, right?



    



    "Yes."



    



    "I understand that you received a large investment last year." It was also reported in the news. Could you please tell me where you received the investment?



    



    Baek Woo-jin stood there blankly for a moment before speaking.



    



    "Kakao."



    



    "That's right." Kakao. It's one of the major corporations in our country that deals with various things like banking, payments, gaming, and entertainment. The investment amount must have been considerable, right?



    



    "What……."



    



    "I'm envious."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "However, I have a question." Is it okay for someone who received an investment from Kakao to say that candy is better than chocolate?



    



    "What does that mean?"



    



    "As you mentioned, chocolate is essentially cocoa." Cacao has no taste. Cacao is garbage without sugar. In other words, Kakao is trash. Isn't this the claim?



    



    "No."



    



    "How can candy taste better while eating the cocoa's rust?" The person who claimed that bibim naengmyeon is tastier than mul naengmyeon in the last debate is someone who doesn't even know gratitude. How can the person who claimed I was a parricide do this? Are you a parricide?



    



    F*ck



    



    Am I crazy for real? LOL



    



    I thought things were finally going somewhat normally



    



    You're talking nonsense, seriously lol
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    They seriously debate about side dishes like crazy



    



    "That's not what it means!"



    



    What is it not? They say cacao doesn't taste good! They say you can't do anything without sugar, right? What is the sugar in cacao? Is it you? Kakao is nothing without Baek Woo-jin?



    



    "Hyung!"



    



    When someone is talking nonsense, you shouldn't give them any space.



    



    The moment the other person comes to their senses, baseless bluster is refuted.



    



    "What is the meaning of this after receiving an investment from Kakao?" Did you bring candy?



    



    I got candy, lololololol



    



    Suddenly, the atmosphere is Suriname.



    



    I couldn't even imagine it, lol.



    



    Satan just came in, lolololol



    



    This is a line I really prepared



    



    No.



    



    You're talking about sugar right now, but is it really appropriate to bring up sugar with me?



    



    "What are you talking about?"



    



    If I draw blood right now, I can't tell if it's ketchup or blood. That's how much it matters.



    



    "Huh?"



    



    "Is that all?" Even the urine is running away. I am sugar, and I am a monosaccharide. "Where does a healthy guy who doesn't know the sweetness of sugar talk about sugar in front of me?"



    



    Diabetes uncle lololololol



    



    Crazy, lol. This is a total scam, lol.



    



    Right? If you're feeling wronged, your blood sugar will go up



    



    When you call him the diabetes uncle, he gets angry and acts like that himself, lol.



    



    You want to win that badly? LOL



    



    Dinner plans are a serious matter.



    



    Baek Woo-jin opened his mouth slightly and then immediately bowed his head deeply.



    



    "I lost."
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    "Team leader, have you seen this video?"



    



    Established in 2017 and now growing with the backing of a large corporation, Kim Seo-jin, an assistant manager at the MCN (Multi-Channel Network) and management company Hongdangmu, showed a smartphone.



    



    "Baek Woo-jin's place."



    



    Team Leader Oh Hyung-man recognized YouTuber Baek Woo-jin, who has secured one million subscribers.



    



    Recently, he had become so famous that there was hardly anyone in the industry who didn't know him, even appearing on public broadcasts.



    



    "Baekban Debate?" "Is this a debate show?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin, since it's for side dishes, it's a white rice debate, and they were discussing which food is tastier. Here, mul naengmyeon and bibim naengmyeon.



    



    Team Leader Oh Hyung-man furrowed his eyebrows.



    



    At this point, with all sorts of ingenious items pouring in, I wondered if a debate on which is tastier, mul naengmyeon or bibim naengmyeon, would catch on in the market.



    



    However, the view count did not lie.



    



    The video uploaded yesterday had recorded 370,000 views. We could fully expect to reach a million views.



    



    "Who is Banchan-yong?"



    



    I'm a mukbang YouTuber. Recently, it has been experiencing rapid growth.



    



    Assistant Manager Kim Seo-jin accessed the 'Banchan Store' channel and showed the latest video.



    



    "As you can see, there are about 140,000 subscribers, but the views per video are unbelievably high." And in just one month, it increased by nearly 60,000 again.



    



    Just securing over 100,000 subscribers is enough to prove marketability.



    



    The surge in subscribers, which increased by over 60,000 in just one month, garnered even more attention.



    



    "Looks like it's almost a joint stream." The porter, the Heart Sutra, and Ugenius. It's strange that the views aren't showing up.



    



    "That's true, but videos featuring just me also get good views." I've only seen the edited videos, but the storytelling is great too.



    



    "If you edit well, it can look like that."



    



    "Manager, this person is definitely it."



    



    "Are you saying we should catch it early because it seems like it will grow?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    Hongdangmu Entertainment was a company that handled various tasks such as broadcast contact, ad placement, and event hosting in exchange for sharing a portion of the revenue with influencers like YouTubers, streamers, and SNS stars.



    



    While it is important to recruit YouTubers who already have a significant influence, securing individuals with growth potential holds even greater value.



    



    "Yes."



    



    "There's nothing wrong with it." The thumbnail turned out pretty well.



    



    The team leader pointed to the video of Banchan-yong and Chajichan exercising.



    



    It was a scene where Banchanyong was squatting with a strained face.



    



    “네. The intro was good too.



    



    "I was the original editor."



    



    Team Leader Oh Hyung-man and Deputy Kim Seo-jin turned their heads.



    



    A woman with slightly sunken cheeks and bony neck and wrists was looking at the monitor with a tired expression.
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    "Does Assistant Manager Eunji know this person too?"



    



    "I know."



    



    "Really?" How?



    



    "We were monitoring it because we saw a possibility."



    



    "That's great." If you know broadcasting well, the conversation will go smoothly, making the contract easier to finalize. "Meet with Assistant Manager Eunji too."



    



    When Deputy Manager Eunji looked at the team leader with a blank expression, Kim Seojin smiled to ease the awkwardness.



    



    "It's okay to do it alone." You can take your time.



    



    Assistant Manager Eunji turned her head and glared at Kim Seojin.



    



    "I sent the email yesterday."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "I have already contacted the side dish store."



    



    Wow. As expected of our Assistant Manager Eunji. "Do one thing really well."



    



    Team Leader Oh Hyung-man laughed heartily, while Deputy Kim Seo-jin tried hard to hide his disappointment.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Saturday, December 31.



    



    I stayed up all night finishing the editing and headed to Seoul Station early in the morning.



    



    Even though it was early in the morning, the inside of the station was crowded, but fortunately, the KTX to my hometown was relatively empty.



    



    After settling in, I turned on the broadcast on my smartphone.



    



    After waiting a moment, about 100 people connected right away. Each and every one of them are familiar old subscribers.



    



    I'm just grateful that you come in even at such early hours.



    



    At this time?



    



    Where is it?



    



    Whoa, it's a night party.



    



    Didn't you say you couldn't do the broadcast today?



    



    I took the train to go to my hometown. I posted the announcement, but I don't think I'll be able to do the broadcast properly today, so I just turned it on briefly to let you know.



    



    Since I've overworked myself for the past month, I'm planning to spend today quietly with my mother to recover both physically and mentally.



    



    It's the end of the year and the beginning of the new year, after all.



    



    You look tired.



    



    Where is your hometown?



    



    When will you be back?



    



    Didn't you say we were going to recite the Heart Sutra and have a joint prayer on Saturday?



    



    That's right. Today is the day I'm supposed to hang out with Ji-seung, but since it's the end of the year, I decided to spend time with my family and see him tomorrow. I'm tired because I couldn't sleep while editing. 어우. I'm dying. My hometown is Donghae City, Gangwon Province. 맞아. The place where Mangsang Beach is located.



    



    A viewer posted a chat saying they were glad to eat hometown food after a long time.



    



    "Right." Ah, I want to eat doenjang jjigae. When I go to Donghae, the first thing I eat is doenjang jjigae.
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    Mom's doenjang jjigae is great.



    



    When I really live in a different place and then go home, I don't need anything else, kimchi stew and soybean paste stew are the best.



    



    Right. When I eat outside food, I miss home-cooked meals.



    



    I want to eat mom's cooking too.



    



    "Mom grows her own vegetables, so they taste super healthy and even delicious." You all should try it too.



    



    Do you farm?



    



    If it's vegetables you grew yourself, that's all that needs to be said.



    



    What's good to eat in Gangwon-do?



    



    There are a lot of delicious things, right? Seoul people don't know it well, but when you mention makguksu, everyone thinks of bibim makguksu, right? That's fake. The real deal is mul naengmyeon.



    



    Even though it's winter, you must definitely try mul-naengmyeon when you go to the East Sea.



    



    It's a traditional yet diverse dish that's hard to find in Seoul.



    



    "There's also the dumpling." It's called gamjaongsim, and it's made by grinding potatoes and forming them into balls, and it's super chewy. The texture is interesting.



    



    Besides that, I also like gondre rice, jang kalguksu, and mul dak galbi.



    



    The stay is only for a day, but there are so many foods I want to eat.



    



    "And naengmyeon too." It's not Gangwon-do food, but there's a place in Donghae that makes really delicious naengmyeon. The other day, I talked about cold noodles with Woojin, and since I'm going to Donghae, I thought I'd stop by there.



    



    There are plenty of delicious naengmyeon places in Seoul, but since I'm heading down to the East Sea, I plan to stop by and film a naengmyeon video as well.



    



    The train started to move.



    



    If you talk too much, it will disturb the other passengers, so wrap it up quickly and turn off the broadcast.



    



    I sent a message to my mother saying I was leaving, and she replied right away.



    



    Is there anything you want to eat?7:03 AM



    



    It's doenjang jjigae.



    



    Cold noodles too



    



    7:03 AM {Let's eat together}



    



    Yeah. Come back safely.7:04 AM



    



    With my headphones on, as I played Beethoven's Piano Sonata No. 1 performed by Daniel Barenboim, my eyelids grew heavy.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "Mom, I'm here."



    



    As soon as I opened the door, I greeted loudly.



    



    "Who is this?" It's Chan-yong, right?



    



    The owner of Restaurant I in Pyeongneung-dong, Donghae City, saw me and warmly welcomed me.



    



    "How have you been?" Please pack two doenjangs.



    



    I greeted you and looked around the store, but the lights are off.



    



    As far as I remember, it was always bustling with people, but there are none now, maybe because I came right when the store opened.



    



    On the table in the corner, they had piled up plastic containers, and I wonder what happened while I was away.



    



    "Maybe it's because it's early, but it's quite empty."
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    "I haven't been doing hall business lately." "Only delivery and takeout."



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Getting older is tough." Right now, we're only taking orders for exactly 50 servings. "Do you want me to make miso stew?"



    



    Your skills are still as sharp as ever, right?



    



    The boss smiled instead of answering and then went into the kitchen.



    



    While I was browsing through YouTube, time flew by quickly.



    



    It's really neat, so you must have switched to delivery a long time ago.



    



    "Radish salad is on the house."



    



    "Oh, thank you." I'll eat well. "May you receive a lot of blessings."



    



    "Okay." Yeah.



    



    I walked home carrying the takeout food. Originally, it's a warm neighborhood in winter and cool in summer, but today it's so mild that I'm sweating a little.



    



    After walking for about 5 minutes and arriving home, the smell of doenjang jjigae hit me immediately as I opened the door.



    



    "Mother~"



    



    "Did Chanyong come?"



    



    My mother, who came out while drying her hands, had a delighted expression at first, but then her face quickly hardened.



    



    "What is that?"



    



    "Doenjang jjigae."



    



    Did you buy it? Where?



    



    "I restaurant." Did you make some doenjang jjigae?



    



    I should have told you clearly that I was going to take it to go instead of vaguely suggesting we eat together.



    



    "Okay." Mom made it all for you, so why would you go buy more?



    



    The doenjang jjigae my mother makes is good for the body but doesn't taste good.



    



    The restaurant's doenjang jjigae can't be said to be delicious, as it is made with homegrown vegetables and plenty of seasoning.



    



    "I did it because I was worried it would be hard for you, Mom." If you keep piling up household chores just because your son is here, it feels wrong, doesn't it?



    



    Even I think it's a perfect response.



    



    Mother also sighs and scolds, but with a slight smile.



    



    "I bought this for no reason." My mother's doenjang jjigae is much tastier. What should I do? I can't even throw it away.



    



    "Why would you throw it away?" You bought a lot. How many servings is this?



    



    Two servings, please. It's not long.



    



    I spread out the takeout food on the table.



    



    I washed my hands and then helped set the table.



    



    When I mixed the store-bought doenjang jjigae with the doenjang my mother made herself, the quantity increased tremendously.



    



    "I will eat well."



    



    "Eat a lot."



    



    Taking a spoonful of doenjang jjigae really makes me feel like I've come home.
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    The healthy yet rich flavor of the doenjang my mother made herself, combined with the seasonings from I Restaurant, evokes a sense of nostalgia.



    



    My mother's skills are still as good as ever.



    



    As for rolled omelette, my mother's is much tastier than the one at I Restaurant.



    



    "Ugh." Just say it. You can't even eat properly, can you?



    



    "Still, somehow, I manage to eat." Also learning. There's that cooking YouTuber called Jiseung, right? Working together.”



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "I decided to take cooking lessons from him once a week."



    



    "Last time, you made Andong-style bibimbap for me, right?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Okay." Study hard and eat well. Did you finish all the side dishes I sent last time?



    



    "There's still a long way to go." Don't send too much. I can't eat it all.



    



    "How can you not even eat that much?"



    



    "Sometimes you tell me to lose some weight." "Now you can't even eat that much?"



    



    Mother smiled softly.



    



    "Don't worry." Because you're taking good care of your body.



    



    My mother is staring at me intently.



    



    When you found out that your young son had developed diabetes, you were greatly surprised, and it seems you still worry about him.



    



    "You've lost some weight in your face."



    



    "How much I exercise and how much I pay attention to what I eat." These days, I'm learning exercise from Ji-chan.



    



    "Mom saw it too."



    



    "That's how much it is because it's edited for the broadcast, but originally it's much more." I upload a video once a week, but in reality, I do it every other day.



    



    "I should at least make some side dishes for Jichan."



    



    "Hmm." That's not okay.



    



    "Thank you for getting my son to exercise."



    



    I almost said, "It tastes bad."



    



    That guy really pays a lot of attention to his diet. I eat nothing but greens and chicken breast every day.



    



    "How can you live without the joy of eating?"



    



    "Exactly." I have to do the same, so you don't need to send me any side dishes. "Mom, aren't you eating?"



    



    "Mom, did you have breakfast?"



    



    It's already 11 o'clock, so it's closer to lunch than breakfast.



    



    "Oh, I'm planning to start doing YouTube seriously."



    



    "Is it going well?"



    



    "I think this month will be fine." The number of views has increased a lot, and the response is pretty good too.



    



    When taking on a new challenge, it's natural to have many worries.



    



    More than that worry, unexpected variables will arise, and the firm resolve you have built can easily crumble.
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    However, if you don't do anything just because you're worried about the future, there will be no change.



    



    I just want to eat delicious food, communicate with people, and live my life to the fullest.



    



    "You must have thought it through well." "Just don't get hurt."



    



    My mother smiled.



    



    When I was young, they used to express various concerns, but now that I've actually quit my job, they always trust and support my choices.



    



    Instead of empty talk like "Will that work out? Isn't it tough? I hear that industry is struggling these days."



    



    You believe that I have thought it through thoroughly and still made my choice.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Saturday.



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who had been repeatedly defeated in the debate with the side dish department, was extremely irritated.



    



    Even with a tight schedule, I was continuing to gather materials for next Thursday's Baekban Debate.



    



    "Woojin."



    



    PD Lee Ji-hye of Ugenius opened the door to the CEO's office and entered.



    



    "I'm busy."



    



    "What are you doing?"



    



    "Preparing for the debate."



    



    Baek Woo-jin answered nonchalantly while writing something in his notebook.



    



    Since the PD came on a weekend, not even a weekday, they must have brought work with them, but I didn't want to be disturbed right now.



    



    "......Okay."



    



    When PD Lee Ji-hye was about to leave the room willingly, Baek Woo-jin lifted his head.



    



    "What is it?"



    



    "What?"



    



    "Weren't you supposed to be working?"



    



    You said you were busy. You're preparing for the Baekban Debate, right? Keep going."



    



    Baek Woo-jin sighed at PD Lee Ji-hye's nonchalant attitude.



    



    "What is it?" I told you to just rest at home on Saturday. What time is it?



    



    Baek Woo-jin checked the time.



    



    7 PM. Saturday was almost over.



    



    "Are you not leaving work?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin got up and headed towards the sofa.



    



    "Who do you think is making me work even on weekends?"



    



    Producer Lee Ji-hye glared at Baek Woo-jin.



    



    She, who was my college peer and is now my business partner, was working over the weekend, sacrificing her time to check the preparation and editing status of the Ugenius content for next week.



    



    "You're doing it because you like it." I'm busy. What's going on?



    



    "Keep preparing for the Baekban Debate."
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    "So, you didn't come here just to say that, right?"



    



    "That's right." I came to say that.



    



    Baek Woo-jin tilted his head.



    



    Producer Lee Ji-hye took out her smartphone and showed it to Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "What is it?"



    



    "The response was good."



    



    Baek Woo-jin picked up Lee Ji-hye's smartphone.



    



    On the YouTube channel "Banchan Store" by Banchan Yong, there were two videos uploaded yesterday and today, and they were both about "Baekban Debate."



    



    The view count for the 'Mul Naengmyeon vs Bibim Naengmyeon' episode was 480,000, while the 'Chocolate vs Candy' episode recorded a whopping 710,000 views.



    



    Especially, the "Chocolate vs. Candy" episode uploaded at 6 AM this morning had been viewed 710,000 times in just 13 hours since it was posted.



    



    "That's ridiculous."



    



    Baek Woo-jin went in and out of the side dish store several times to check.



    



    A video that garnered 710,000 views in just 13 hours was rare even for the Ugenius channel, which has over a million subscribers.



    



    "It spread to the community too." "I was against it when you asked to block off my schedule every Thursday, but I think it's better to keep it going."



    



    Producer Lee Ji-hye could not understand why Baek Woo-jin would take an entire day off each week just for side dishes.



    



    Although he was a benefactor, Baek Woo-jin was so busy that his schedule was filled with TV appearances, lectures, U-Genius, and commercials for the entire month.



    



    I thought that giving up an entire day just because we were close would be too much of a burden for Baek Woo-jin.



    



    Surely, I judged that way.



    



    After observing the atmosphere yesterday and today, it seemed that continuing the Baekban Debate would be more beneficial for Baek Woo-jin than appearing elsewhere.



    



    "Then, take care."



    



    Even after PD Lee Ji-hye took her smartphone and went outside, Baek Woo-jin was still dumbfounded.



    



    "......Awesome."
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    In the evening, I visited N Restaurant in Cheongok-dong, Donghae City.



    



    The break time just ended, so it was relatively quiet, but since it's a place that does well during lunch and naengmyeon isn't really a dinner food, I guess that's why.



    



    I was shown to my seat and checked the menu.



    



    Pyongyang cold noodles, Hamhung cold noodles, warm noodles, plain noodles, boiled pork, and uniquely, fried chicken.



    



    The oil is completely rendered out, making it lean, but both the skin and meat are chewy; the downside is that it takes a long time to cook.



    



    Because of that, we have to order in advance over the phone, but now that we've reduced our meal portions, it's too much for just the two of us to eat.



    



    Let's postpone the fried chicken for next time.



    



    "Two Pyongyang cold noodles, please."



    



    I ordered two servings of the house specialty, Pyongyang cold noodles.



    



    According to Baek Woo-jin, while Pyongyang and Hamhung are famous now, originally, Pyongyang and Jinju were the ones representing naengmyeon.



    



    Regardless, it seems that the popularity of Pyongyang cold noodles has remained consistent both in the past and now.



    



    They say even the kings of Joseon enjoyed eating it.



    



    "Mom, do you know when naengmyeon started being delivered?"



    



    "Well?"



    



    "Since 1768."



    



    The other day, during the naengmyeon broadcast, Baek Woo-jin explained it.



    



    The first recorded mention of delivery naengmyeon is in July 1768 in Hwang Yun-seok's diary.



    



    Hwang Yoon-seok wrote, "The day after taking the civil service exam, I ordered Pyongyang cold noodles for lunch with my companions," so while the record states 1768, the actual delivery of the cold noodles would have been earlier than that.



    



    "It's been a really long time."



    



    "Right." Our country really started food delivery very quickly. There was a reason why the delivery app was doing well.



    



    "Does that have anything to do with it?"



    



    "Because you like to eat comfortably at home?" We used to order jajangmyeon even before delivery apps existed. Like a beach, for example. "Isn't it just a bit too much to be called 'The People of Delivery'?"



    



    My mother chuckled softly.



    



    "But you don't eat bibimbap and just drink water?"



    



    "The water is better."



    



    "They say bibimbap is better on the show."



    



    "Because it's a broadcast."



    



    In the Baekban Debate, they did support bibim naengmyeon, but they prefer Pyeongyang or Jinju naengmyeon over Hamhung-style bibim naengmyeon.



    



    I also like cool and clear broth.



    



    Because I prefer buckwheat noodles that are chewy and have a hearty bite over starchy, chewy noodles.



    



    "Enjoy your meal."



    



    The waiter brought the cold noodles.



    



    Judging by its milky color, it is high-purity buckwheat noodles.
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    As I lift the plate and sip the broth, the subtle aroma of buckwheat wafts through the air, and the beef broth seeps into my body.



    



    Even though it has been steeped for a long time, it has removed all the oil, making it taste deep and clear like a well.



    



    I like this feeling, so as soon as I get the food, I take a big sip of the broth, and when I mix in the noodles, I eat the egg to protect the broth.



    



    I pick up the well-prepared buckwheat noodles and put a mouthful in my mouth.



    



    As expected from noodles with a high buckwheat content, they break apart with a satisfying crunch with each bite, and each time, the buckwheat aroma blends with the broth, delivering an indescribable pleasure.



    



    The reason for eating Pyongyang cold noodles is the elegance felt amidst this simplicity.



    



    "But is it okay to eat something like this?"



    



    My mother asked with concern.



    



    "They say buckwheat noodles are good."



    



    The fact that the fiber itself has undergone a refining process means it is quickly absorbed by the body.



    



    The fact that it is quickly absorbed means that it also affects blood sugar levels, making it a fattening food.



    



    Fortunately, buckwheat itself is said to have a low glycemic index.



    



    "There is something called the GI, which is the glycemic index. If it's lower than 55, it's a good food; if it's lower than 70, it's average; and if it's higher, it's a food that can easily make you gain weight. But buckwheat noodles are only 54."



    



    Since the glycemic index of brown rice is 55, buckwheat noodles are truly a blessing for diabetes patients.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    I came home and turned on my laptop.



    



    I stayed up all night on Thursday and Friday to do the broadcast and editing before coming back to my hometown, so I couldn't check my work emails.



    



    I came home, had lunch, took a nap, woke up, went out for dinner, and when I came back, I couldn't even properly check the video reactions.



    



    "Where."



    



    I accessed the side dish store, but something seems off.



    



    The view counts for the Baekban Debate videos 'Mul Naengmyeon vs Bibim Naengmyeon' and 'Chocolate vs Candy' don't make any sense.



    



    I can't believe it, I refreshed it several times, but it kept increasing anyway.



    



    The number is so enormous that saying it "blew up" is an understatement.



    



    "Crazy."



    



    Since the atmosphere of the broadcasts on Thursday and Friday was quite good, I somewhat secretly hoped for it, but I didn't expect it to be this good.



    



    The embarrassment was only temporary.



    



    I smiled without realizing it.



    



    I've been struggling with what my main content should be for a long time, but after trying various things, it seems like I've finally found it.



    



    With this, starting a full-time job is no problem at all.



    



    I opened my inbox just to check my emails and see the community reactions, but there was a new email from Hongdangmu Entertainment sent yesterday.



    



    "Why here?"



    



    If it's Hongdangmu Entertainment, it's quite a large-scale MCN company.



    



    It's a place that supports the activities of internet broadcasters like YouTubers, streamers, and BJs, and takes a portion of their earnings.



    



    I heard that recently you've also started management and video production.
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    When I opened the email, it was indeed about the contract.



    



    "Let's meet and talk."



    



    Such matters are usually not specified in the contract terms from the contact stage.



    



    During the meeting, we naturally discuss the details, but we don't create any documents that could serve as evidence, and only formalize them when the contract is signed.



    



    It's to prevent the contract terms from being leaked, but honestly, it's all in vain.



    



    Among close friends, we share which company is offering what conditions, and I have also heard from Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "But is an MCN really necessary?"



    



    In the case of Cha Chi-chan, who is preparing a large-scale project like crossing the country, or Baek Woo-jin, who is dedicated to terrestrial broadcasting and lectures, MCNs would be helpful.



    



    My broadcast is different in direction from theirs.



    



    I just invite like-minded people, have conversations, interact with the viewers, and eat delicious food.



    



    There's no point in sharing my earnings; I won't gain anything from it.



    



    "You wrote it in such detail."



    



    The email sent from Hongdangmu explains my channel in simple terms in detail.



    



    The sentence itself is stiff, but it doesn't seem like a formal contact; it really looks like someone who is genuinely interested in my channel.



    



    (strategy)



    



    Thanks to this, the side dish store succeeded in approaching viewers in a friendly manner.



    



    Live broadcasts create an atmosphere where you can comfortably chat with friends, making them suitable for watching while eating or in bed.



    



    On the other hand, in the edited videos, Banchan-yong's wit, charm, and talent are appealing, injecting vitality into the channel.



    



    The recently uploaded "How Long Are You Going to Stay Gloomy?"Wow, yesterday's 'Baekban Debate' reflected those elements well, and as a viewer, I was able to enjoy watching it.



    



    I'm also looking forward to the collaboration with Banya Sikgyeong scheduled for tomorrow, "I'll Make You Side Dishes."



    



    In this way, Hongdangmu highly values the growth potential of Banchan Yong and the Banchan Store channel, and would like to work with you on the following matters.



    



    ● Production of self-planned video by Hongdangmu



    



    ● Appearance on a TV program



    



    ● Advertising support



    



    ● Merchandise production support



    



    ● Interaction with affiliated creators



    



    Including the above content, I would also like to think together about the communication, meetings, and exchanges that the side dish store aims for with its viewers.



    



    I would like to take this opportunity to meet and discuss in detail.



    



    If you have any questions, please feel free to contact us at the email address or phone number below. Thank you.



    



    Planning Support Team



    



    Proxy aged kimchi



    



    010-XXXX-XXXX



    



    Ag********@XX**.COM



    



    Seobinggo-ro XX, Yongsan-gu, Seoul



    



    Advertisements



    



    It doesn't seem like someone who just skimmed through my video because of the contract.



    



    These days, I know exactly what kind of videos I'm uploading, what content is planned, and how I've been broadcasting regularly.



    



    In the end, saying "I want to think together about the interaction that the side dish store aims for with its viewers" is something I can say because I am someone who has consistently watched your broadcasts.



    



    "Mm."



    



    I don't need an agency right now, but...



    



    If you're looking for someone, it would be better to work with someone who knows me well at Hongdangmu Entertainment, which has received investment from a large corporation, rather than elsewhere.



    



    Shall we have a chat?



    



    Thinking that way, I scrolled all the way to the end.



    



    "......mature kimchi?"



    



    There's no way they would joke about an email related to the contract, and since their ID is Aged kimchi, it must be their real name.



    



    Come to think of it, the name Eunji isn't particularly strange either.



    



    As I closed the email, thinking that there are also Mukssi in our country, I unconsciously let out a loud exclamation.



    



    The first day I turned on the broadcast because I was hesitant to go into the barbecue restaurant alone.



    



    From that time on, the person who joined the broadcast without a single chat message went by the nickname "Mukkunji."



    



    I thought you liked aged kimchi, but now that I think about it, it might be the name.



    



    Is it too much of a leap?



    



    I pressed the reply button and wrote about wanting to meet.



    



    I wrote a question asking if you watch my broadcasts and what your nickname is, but then I deleted it because I thought it might be awkward for both of us.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    As soon as I returned to Seoul, I headed straight to Bucheon.



    



    I was thinking about stopping by home, but I don't have much stuff.



    



    If I go straight, I can just take Line 1, but since I have to transfer to go home, I went straight to the Banyasikyeong studio.



    



    Thanks to that, I arrived with plenty of time to spare and was able to ask Joo Ji-seung about MCN.



    



    Since Tomato Corporation is the largest among broadcasting program production and MCN companies, I thought they would provide accurate information.



    



    "There are pros and cons."



    



    Joo Ji-seung stroked his smooth scalp and said.



    



    "If you get support from a place like Hongdangmu, you'll have plenty of opportunities." Whether it's a TV appearance or a major project. Come to think of it, I heard that Hongdangmu is doing something big this time. It would be great if we could get in there, right? Maybe.



    



    "What's the downside?"



    



    "Sharing profits is significant." I don't know how they do it at Hongdangmu, but I share the PPL ad revenue.



    



    "Only external promotions?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    The PPL advertising revenue that Ju Ji-seung talks about is the act of promoting a product in exchange for compensation.



    



    YouTube ad revenue, for example, is not included.



    



    "Is that really big?"



    



    "Then." I'm 60-40.
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    "Hee."



    



    The proportion taken is larger than expected.



    



    "There are often times when I wonder if we really need to divide it this much."



    



    "Even before signing the contract with Tomato, we received a lot of advertising inquiries."



    



    Choi Michael chimed in.



    



    Right now, I occasionally get inquiries about advertisements, and I'm sure Joo Ji-soo gets them even more.



    



    So, if they take a portion under the pretext of securing an advertisement, it can certainly feel unfair.



    



    "Then why do you keep going?"



    



    "Because you pushed well."



    



    Jujiseung furrowed his brow, hesitated, and then shook his head.



    



    "Since it's you, I'll be honest."



    



    "Yeah."



    



    It's a statement made in trust, so don't go spreading it elsewhere.



    



    "Honestly, in a company like this, we have no choice but to focus on those who are efficient." That's how they can make a profit too.



    



    "Anyway?"



    



    "So." It's a bit awkward to say this, but we tend to pay extra attention to people who are doing well. Even I got a bouquet from the TV show "Tomato" last time.



    



    "Ah."



    



    "We need new content, but if we don't have any ideas, we brainstorm together and come up with videos." If there's an event somewhere, make sure to take care of it properly. "Helping with legal advice isn't without its benefits."



    



    "Then what about people who don't do well?"



    



    Even if I don't listen, I can already guess.



    



    "I'm in a terrible mood." This goes well sometimes, but there are times it doesn't, right?



    



    Most people who deal with the public are like that. Even if you haven't made a big mistake, it will eventually be forgotten.



    



    "Those people say they feel a bit neglected." I thought it would go well again, so I signed the contract, but it didn't work out. From the YouTuber's perspective, it's different from what they heard at first.



    



    "You said you'd do everything, but if you don't, it makes me feel sad."



    



    Right. "All the complaints just pile up, and when the time for renewal comes, you end up not extending it anyway."



    



    In summary, it means that when things are going well, they help, but when they are not, you have to share even what little you have.



    



    The sense of loss, disappointment, and unfairness that comes from being compared to others, all as an extra burden.



    



    "You're clever."



    



    "You're clever." "When things are going well, they stick a straw in and say all sorts of nice things, but when things go wrong, it's like throwing you away."



    



    These days, just hearing the phrase "putting in a straw" makes me flinch for no reason.



    



    Because people sometimes say that I was the one who put the straw in the "Heart Sutra," "Junkman," and "Ugenius."



    



    "Just listen to me for a moment." Well, Chan-young, you know this area well and have experience in the workplace, so you can judge which is better.



    



    "I'm worried." Whether to do it or not."



    



    "Ugh." You've been doing really well lately. I even received calls from the red-faced idiot.



    



    "Exactly." I was startled. When I checked while coming in, it had surpassed a million.
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    "Ugh." Today, I'll make you something delicious to celebrate.



    



    "What are you going to do?"



    



    Kimchi jjim. With samgyeopsal.



    



    This person is clearly a Buddha.

  
    Aged Kimchi



    



    "We have prepared it for 6 million diabetics." "Make side dishes for those who say they have nothing to eat and no joy in living."



    



    "Jujiyong."



    



    The cooking content for diabetes patients, "Making Side Dishes for You," has started its first broadcast.



    



    As expected of a major channel, over 5,000 people logged in as soon as the live broadcast started.



    



    And after giving a speech in front of so many people, I feel extremely embarrassed.



    



    Did I come to the wrong room?



    



    You can come in whenever you want, but you can't leave whenever you want.



    



    What the heck is going on? LOL



    



    The old men are so cute.



    



    Kkuek, I'm falling.



    



    The chat window is also noisy.



    



    The corner name 'Make Side Dishes for Me' that mixes my name 'Banchan-yong' and 'Jujiseung' is already embarrassing, and I had to cover my face with both hands while saying 'Jujiseung'.



    



    I resisted, saying, "Can't you just say it plainly?"



    



    Choi Michael, who insisted that the calyx was the key, is now laughing like crazy.



    



    I'm going to pass out.



    



    "No, wait a minute." The PD told you to do it, didn't he? What if you start laughing?



    



    "You're trying to be funny, right? Hehe."



    



    It's not wrong to say that viewers must find it entertaining.



    



    However, seeing them laugh while bent over to the waist makes my blood boil.



    



    "As those who know me are aware, I currently have diabetes, and Chan-young here was diagnosed with diabetes a month ago." So, I'm going to make food that people with diabetes can enjoy without worry.



    



    Joo Ji-seung hosted the broadcast.



    



    "Didn't Chan-yong say he likes kimchi jjim?"



    



    When we held a favorite food World Cup, I mentioned that I like foods like budae jjigae, kimchi jjigae, and kimchi jjim.



    



    I am truly grateful to Joo Ji-seung for remembering that and preparing kimchi jjim after the budae jjigae last time.



    



    I like it so much. If you tear off some well-fermented kimchi and wrap it around the tenderly cooked meat, it's the best.



    



    "Okay." Even if you just eat it as it is, it's delicious, but the kimchi jjim I'm making today is special.



    



    The camera zoomed in on the ingredients placed on the table.



    



    When I checked it on the broadcast monitor, it was perfectly captured on the screen.



    



    The lighting is perfect, making the food look sparkling and shiny.



    



    I've felt it for a while, but Choi Michael is meticulous about these things.



    



    Pork neck or pork belly. Well, it tastes good with pork ribs too, but honestly, nothing beats samgyeopsal.



    



    Looking at the thick slices of pork belly makes my heart ache.



    



    Until a month ago, we used to be together almost every day, but now it's so hard to see each other like this.
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    "Usually, we use napa cabbage kimchi, but today we prepared mustard leaf kimchi."



    



    "Mustard leaf kimchi?"



    



    "Don't you like mustard leaf kimchi?"



    



    "Uh....... If I just leave it, will it be enough to eat occasionally?



    



    Gatkimchi is delicious.



    



    Why did you bring someone who doesn't even know the taste of kimchi and has no roots?



    



    You don't deserve to be a pig. Get slim.



    



    hahahahahahahahaha



    



    "From today, you'll start to like it."



    



    I think I know how Joo Ji-seung got married.



    



    I know exactly how to make someone feel excited with my words.



    



    "This is why we use mustard leaf kimchi." Gat kimchi. Think carefully about the name.



    



    "Name?"



    



    Isn't it just because it's delicious?



    



    What reason?



    



    GOD Kimchi!



    



    Haha, fresh kimchi is indeed delicious~



    



    Because I'm GOD.



    



    "Right." Gat kimchi. It's fermented kimchi. When making kimchi jjim, you should use fresh kimchi or aged kimchi.



    



    "Ah."



    



    What?



    



    What now, huh? Hahaha



    



    When two old guys get together, the boss's jokes are driving me crazy, lol.



    



    It's so frustrating to accept it as a side dish, lol.



    



    "Actually, fresh kimchi and aged kimchi are completely different."



    



    "How?"



    



    "Sour kimchi is just kimchi with a sour taste, but aged kimchi has a deeper flavor."



    



    Jujiseung put water and pork belly in a large pot and started boiling it.



    



    "Originally, you should soak it in cold water for a long time to remove the blood, but you don't have that kind of time because you're busy, right?" I'll blanch it like this.



    



    It seems like a way to remove blood stains in a short time.



    



    "Where did we leave off?"



    



    The difference between fresh kimchi and aged kimchi.



    



    The lactic acid bacteria that produce the sour taste in kimchi are active at temperatures above 10 degrees. So, even if you leave it at room temperature for just a day or two, it gets sour, and usually, kimchi jjim places make it that sour.
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    I thought there was a special method, but it seems you can make sour kimchi just by storing it at room temperature.



    



    "And usually, in such cases, they use a lot of low-quality Chinese kimchi."



    



    "We can lower the unit price and also procure the materials quickly."



    



    "Right." On the other hand, aged kimchi needs to be fermented at low temperatures for more than six months. Since it doesn't come into contact with air, it doesn't spoil and has a deep flavor.



    



    "Then a restaurant that uses aged kimchi would be good, right?" If you're going to eat kimchi jjim.



    



    "I'll show you how to distinguish that." This is an amazing tip: just remember that aged kimchi is translucent from the start.



    



    "Isn't it sour kimchi?"



    



    "Since it was pickled not long ago, it can't become translucent in such a short time."



    



    "Is that so?" It seemed like most of them were translucent.



    



    "There is a way." Even kimchi made quickly becomes translucent if boiled for a long time. So what will happen then?



    



    "You're getting all mushy."



    



    "That's right." You know those parts that got all mushy because they were boiled for too long and lost their texture? It's hard to believe they used good ingredients there.



    



    "Just because you boil it for a long time doesn't mean it's good."



    



    "It's best to eat it when the cabbage still has some crunch."



    



    Jujiseung took out the blanched pork belly.



    



    "Now you just need to follow along, but as I always say, I make it based on a portion for two." To me, it's two servings, but for you, it could be one serving or three servings.



    



    It means that the sheep should adjust well on their own.



    



    For 1 kg of pork belly, add about 650 g of mustard leaf kimchi. You don't need to weigh it before putting it in. If you want to eat more, you can add more, and if you want to eat a little less, you can add a little less. Every household has different kimchi seasoning, so even if they follow my recipe exactly, it won't taste the same. Cooking requires constantly checking the seasoning.



    



    Jujiseung put the mustard leaf kimchi broth in the pressure cooker.



    



    "Please add just the right amount of kimchi juice." "Since it's good to eat a lot of vegetables, I'll chop up some onions and green onions for you."



    



    I chopped the onion and green onion according to the chef's instructions.



    



    "Is it okay if I slice it like this?"



    



    Very good. "Anyway, no matter how you cut it, we're going to eat it, so it's fine."



    



    When I was doing it alone, it felt overwhelming, but with Jujiseung guiding me, it surprisingly feels easy.



    



    "If you want to enjoy it even more, you can add oyster sauce, sugar, or pepper here." About two teaspoons. But the good thing about kimchi jjim is that if the kimchi is delicious, you don't need to add anything else. The liver is already fully developed, right?



    



    "Then, can I just put in kimchi and meat and steam it?"



    



    "Sure." Cooking isn't easy, is it?



    



    "Strangely, it feels easy when I do it with my brother."



    



    "Ugh."



    



    It's not just easy, but it also seems like it won't have any major health issues.



    



    Of course, kimchi is salty and pork belly is high in fat, so it does weigh on my mind, but if I cook only with kimchi without using other seasonings, my blood sugar won't rise.



    



    "Now, you just need to add a little bit of water here." Since the kimchi is releasing water, just enough. It might be bland, so let's add some minced garlic and sesame seeds. There's a smell, so just use cooking wine to get rid of it.



    



    "The kimchi jjim at the restaurant has a slightly sweet taste, doesn't it?"



    



    "Places like that are where you put the sugar we talked about earlier." Food from outside really has an excessive amount of sugar. You have to put in so much that you wonder if it's okay, but that's what makes it delicious.



    



    "Then what we're doing is going to taste a bit less good, huh?"
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    "No." What did I say earlier? How about kimchi jjim?



    



    "Kimchi must be delicious."



    



    "That's right." This is kimchi made by the head of the family. It can't possibly taste bad.



    



    Is this your family's ancestral home?



    



    No. Sometimes, there are people who give me pocket money.



    



    hahahahahahahaha



    



    Are they advertising here?



    



    Front



    



    If you give me pocket money, you'll be like an elder in the family.



    



    I was wondering why you brought the mustard leaf kimchi.



    



    When editing and uploading to YouTube, we will indicate the advertisement from the beginning, but during live broadcasts, we inform viewers about the advertisement in this way.



    



    Experienced.



    



    Joo Ji-seung continued explaining to the viewers while looking at the camera.



    



    "Actually, kimchi itself contains a lot of various seasonings." So, if you're adding kimchi, it's better not to add much else. Especially in cases like mine or Chanyong's, where we have adult diseases. There is just one exception, though.



    



    "Exception?"



    



    "I recommend adding just a little MSG according to your taste."



    



    Jujiseung took out the MSG and sprinkled it lightly into the pressure cooker.



    



    "Isn't this cheating?"



    



    "Oh, Chan-young doesn't know." MSG is fine. It's the only drug permitted by the country.



    



    "……?"



    



    Whether I was confused or not, Joo Ji-seung closed the pressure cooker and set the heat to medium.



    



    "If you use a pressure cooker, it will be done quickly." Let's say about 30 to 40 minutes.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "It was delicious."



    



    While having breakfast, I recalled the kimchi stew I had the day before yesterday.



    



    Pork belly, with its perfect balance of fat and lean meat, also boasted a sublime texture.



    



    The kimchi was cooked just before it became mushy, maintaining its crunchy texture while still being tender.



    



    Moreover, mixing rice with the homemade broth brought happiness right there.



    



    And here, only asceticism remains.



    



    Blanched broccoli, boiled eggs, and brown rice with chamnamul.



    



    I have to endure another week with a diet I'm not getting used to at all.



    



    They say that starving isn't good for dieting, so I forced myself to eat and then sat down in front of the computer.



    



    I opened my inbox and found a reply from Hongdangmu.



    



    It's an email that arrived at 8 AM on Monday, but I have no idea what the working hours of this company are.



    



    "Are we meeting today?"
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    They replied urgently and suggested meeting today, so it definitely seems like they are interested in me.



    



    The recent trend is indeed good.



    



    Including "Make Me Some Side Dishes" that was edited and uploaded yesterday, "How Long Are You Going to Be Grumpy?" and "Baekban Debate" all appeared on the trending tab and recorded high view counts.



    



    Especially, Baekban Discussion continues to be shared across various communities, and the rate of views doesn't seem to slow down.



    



    "Does this even make sense?"



    



    And above all, what made my heart flutter was the number of subscribers.



    



    Side dish store



    



    @banchan2



    



    158,700 subscribers



    



    I can't help but check several times a day, wondering if this is really possible.



    



    Last month, the upward trend in December was already unusual, but the past week has been nothing short of insane.



    



    It took two years to gather 80,000 people.



    



    In just one month, the number increased by 70,000.



    



    There were so many new visitors that it became difficult to manage the comments.



    



    In the past, since it was mostly people who had known me for a long time, there were jokes, but there were hardly any personal attacks or completely unfounded criticisms.



    



    Now, such comments have significantly increased.



    



    The most talked-about content is the claim that someone has been leeching off a famous YouTuber.



    



    I came across a comment on the video about the debate between mul naengmyeon and bibim naengmyeon.



    



    There are about 50 replies, and upon checking, I found that a subscriber is defending me and fighting with the troll.



    



    Suck, suck, you really know how to suck it all up. Porter, Genius, Heart Sutra—where are you planning to snoop around next?



    



    Where do you see me taking advantage of you?



    



    Anyone can see it's a parasite, right? Don't you see that Waterfist is making lame jokes while acting all crazy?



    



    Yeah~ While you're sulking in your corner, Ban Chan-yong is making money with his jokes.



    



    It's weird to make money while saying such nonsense, haha.



    



    It's better to make money than to get sued for talking nonsense on the internet and making your parents cry, haha.



    



    Why are you resorting to personal attacks?



    



    I'm laughing so hard



    



    I thought this shouldn't be happening, so I pinned the comment.



    



    Go, team!

  
    Aged Kimchi



    



    I haven't decided whether to sign a contract with the MCN or not.



    



    However, I made an appointment with Agent Mukji from Hongdangmu Entertainment just to hear what they had to say.



    



    Around the time I arrived at the meeting place, I played 'Baekban Debate: Mul Naengmyeon vs Bibim Naengmyeon' and checked the comments section, and it had the effect of pinning the negative comments.



    



    The subscribers said everything I wanted to say.



    



    I can't express how grateful I am.



    



    The troll who was stirring things up hasn't been seen since their last comment four hours ago, where they seemed to have a mental victory, probably because they couldn't keep up with replying to each one.



    



    As I entered the café we had agreed to meet at and looked around, I made eye contact with a woman.



    



    Since they greeted me, I bowed my head too.



    



    Hello. It's aged kimchi.



    



    Hello. It's for side dishes.



    



    I received and took care of the business cards.



    



    "I ordered the drink as decaf cold brew."



    



    "Ah, thank you."



    



    Since I already live on coffee, I try not to consume caffeine except when I'm working.



    



    Also, since I'm avoiding sugary drinks because of my diabetes, this drink is perfect for me right now.



    



    This person definitely knows me well.



    



    After taking a sip of coffee, I looked up.



    



    The first impression is that they seem meticulous and capable, but somewhat difficult to approach.



    



    The neatly combed bob and the crisp, wrinkle-free suit gave that impression.



    



    Did you come dressed too casually?



    



    Checking Deputy Manager Muk Eun-ji's outfit, I feel embarrassed about the sweatshirt I'm wearing.



    



    "I made a sudden request, so thank you for accepting it."



    



    "No." I'm curious too. After reading the email you sent, it seems like you know my show well.



    



    "Yes."



    



    With Deputy Muk Eun-ji's response, the conversation momentarily came to a halt.



    



    Not knowing what he was thinking, I just blinked and observed, and parts that I hadn't noticed before began to come into view.



    



    Assistant Manager Mukkunji was so pale that her cheeks were sunken to the point of casting shadows under her cheekbones.



    



    The wrists and fingers are also bony.



    



    I've never seen someone this thin before, so I wonder if they're sick or something.



    



    "The reasons why YouTubers sign contracts with MCNs are mainly twofold."



    



    Assistant Mukkunji began speaking in a somewhat dry voice.



    



    "One is to expand the scope of activities through MCN."



    



    It is the same information that was explained in the email.
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    And that is also the reason why Jujiseung signed a contract with Tomato Corporation.



    



    "Because they handle tasks that are difficult for individual YouTubers to manage." And Hongdangmu is differentiated from other companies for the second reason.



    



    "Is it something an individual can't handle?"



    



    "You can understand it as a trivial matter."



    



    Not fully understanding, I tilted my head slightly, and Deputy Mukji added an explanation.



    



    "For example, in the case of malicious comments on the Baekban Debate video, we can provide assistance through legal representation."



    



    "Ah."



    



    With just one example, I was able to get a sense of what various tasks were.



    



    "We also handle events for you." If the side dish store is preparing a fan meeting, the planning support team will handle everything for you. Venue booking, emcee support, promotion, participant selection and list organization, schedule, refreshments, etc. You just need to confirm, Mr. Banchan.



    



    I am reminded of my college days.



    



    Even at the small department event, many people rushed in and were so busy handling all sorts of tasks.



    



    It's impossible to handle an event like a fan meeting alone.



    



    "From now on, Mr. Banchan's time will be invaluable."



    



    Assistant Mukgeunji said expressionlessly.



    



    The tone has almost no ups and downs, and the voice is quiet, so it doesn't have the power to draw people in, but it's content that you can't help but listen to.



    



    "As you become more famous, the places looking for side dish seeds will increase, and even if the conditions are good, there will be times when you'll have to give up due to scheduling conflicts." "From now on, we will run out of time."



    



    "……."



    



    "When the time comes, you will have to let go of all the tasks you have been handling alone, including planning and editing." You need to fully dedicate the energy and time you would spend on such tasks to the camera.



    



    I watched the process from the sidelines.



    



    Cha Ji-chan judged that as 'Jimggun' grew, managing the channel alone became overwhelming.



    



    I took care of the editing, but there were many other tasks involved in running the channel.



    



    As income significantly increased, a corporation was established to reduce taxes, and employees were hired to manage the insufficient content.



    



    The content planning that Cha Ji-chan was doing himself was handed over to PD Ahn Sang-kyu, and the editing that I was solely responsible for was completely handled by forming a team.



    



    After starting a gym and even launching an online shop to sell exercise equipment, I had no choice but to seek expert help in all areas such as tax, labor, and legal matters.



    



    "I think Banchanyong is like that."



    



    To summarize.



    



    As my role increases, I can no longer focus on anything other than my appearances on the show.



    



    It means that unless you start your own company, it's better to spend money to delegate the menial tasks to Hongdangmu.



    



    "I know what Hongdangmu can do for me." What about the opposite?



    



    I asked the question about how much I should pay indirectly.



    



    The standard contract ratio for Hongdangmu is 50-50. Mr. Banchanyong will take 50% of the profits earned from external activities from Hongdangmu.



    



    "If it's an external activity, it was arranged through Hongdangmu, right?"



    



    "That's right."



    



    I was surprised to hear that I had to give 50%, but thinking about it, it's not such a bad deal.



    



    The currently 600,000-subscriber Bhagavad Gita channel also has a 60-40 contract.
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    Right now, there isn't any money from my broadcasting activities that Hongdangmu can take.



    



    Since we only share the earnings from entertainment appearances, PPL ads, and merchandise sales obtained through Hongdangmu, signing a contract with Hongdangmu won't reduce our current profits.



    



    On the contrary, there might be times when the carrot brings things to you, so you could earn more money.



    



    Moreover, I understand that even Tomato Corporation, which is the largest in the industry, does not represent legal or tax matters.



    



    For me, there is no reason to worry.



    



    "Then."



    



    The moment I opened my mouth to ask how to proceed with the contract, Mukji interrupted me.



    



    "Now is not a good time."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    It was an unexpected remark, and I was even more surprised by Deputy Manager Mukji's calm demeanor.



    



    Hongdangmu wants to quickly sign a contract with the side dish store. Because it is still a small channel with 150,000 subscribers.



    



    Among domestic YouTubers, only about 0.4% have gathered 100,000 subscribers.



    



    That great achievement tends to be somewhat easily accepted by society.



    



    It means a world close to winner-takes-all.



    



    And Hongdangmu also sees me not as the top 0.4% YouTuber I am now, but as someone who meets the minimum conditions for them to sign a contract.



    



    "Are you saying it will get bigger, so I should wait?"



    



    At present, it is rare to find places that offer better conditions than the standard to side dish stores. However, if Mr. Banchan-yong grows a bit more like this, the company will try to adjust the contract ratio first. Whether it's a red radish or a tomato.



    



    It's the right thing to say.



    



    The convenience provided by the MCN company is not immediately necessary.



    



    In the current state, even if we go ahead with the contract, it will be hard to get a good opportunity as Ju Ji-seung mentioned.



    



    By a stroke of luck, I might join a large project and use it as a growth driver, but right now, I'm struggling to manage my own content.



    



    The response to the ongoing content is also quite significant.



    



    "When are you going to stop sulking?", "Baekban Debate", "I'll make you some side dishes" all made it to the top of the real-time trending tab.



    



    There is a clear answer, so there's no need to look for another way.



    



    So, there is currently no reason to contract with an MCN company.



    



    The support proposed by Hongdangmu is not needed right now, but only after the 'banchan store' has grown.



    



    So even if you make a contract, it's better to solidify your foundation first and then receive a good offer.



    



    I asked while looking at the aged kimchi.



    



    "I have something on my mind, so..."



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Do you usually explain this much?"



    



    Assistant Muk Eun-ji stared at me intently and blinked once.



    



    From Hongdangmu's perspective, it's more advantageous to finalize the contract now rather than delay it. I wonder if it's really necessary to explain it in such detail.



    



    "There is."



    



    I asked why they were explaining so kindly, but they didn't explain the reason.
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    Furrowing his brow and tilting his head, Deputy Mukji opened his mouth.



    



    "Are you curious about the reason?"



    



    Even though there's no obligation to answer just because someone asks a question, they are someone who can be quite bewildering in many ways.



    



    I'm curious.



    



    Assistant Mukgeunji picked up the cup and quickly put it down. The coffee is just as it was when I first ordered it, with only my lips slightly pursed.



    



    "You must first build trust with the person who will be your business partner."



    



    In a single word, I immediately understood how Deputy Mukji does his job.



    



    Regarding MCN, I had never thought about it at all, but I became interested after receiving an email from Deputy Manager Mukji.



    



    What benefits I could gain through Hongdangmu, how Hongdangmu differentiates itself from other MCN companies, and their thorough understanding of my channel naturally built my trust.



    



    It seems like they prioritize building trust even if it means incurring some losses for the company.



    



    "I could go somewhere else, you know."



    



    "Are you talking about tomatoes?"



    



    "That could be."



    



    Tomatoes and carrots each have their own pros and cons. Depending on what Mr. Banchan wants, tomatoes might be the better choice.



    



    That's true.



    



    If I want active promotion and collaboration, it's better to work with Tomato, which has connections with broadcasting stations and media outlets and has secured numerous large creators.



    



    "However, no one there can take care of Mr. Banchanyong better than I can."



    



    It's hard to believe how such confidence can come from such a skinny body and a shadowed face.



    



    But I also think so.



    



    We only met briefly, but this person is not only rational and honest but also lacks the knack for dealing with people.



    



    "Many creators sign contracts with MCNs and regret it."



    



    The words of Deputy Mukeunji reminded me of what Jujiseung had said.



    



    "I heard that some people end up feeling isolated."



    



    "That's right." Opportunities and manpower are limited, so companies tend to focus on those who are so-called popular figures. Then, naturally, people will be marginalized.



    



    I explain everything as it is without hiding anything.



    



    "Even if the creator does well after the contract, problems still arise."



    



    "What problem?"



    



    "The standard ratio will become disappointing."



    



    "Ah."



    



    "When I had 100,000 subscribers, I thought a 50-50 contract was reasonable, so I signed it, but when I reached a million subscribers, I might think a 50-50 split is unfair."



    



    The monk also said something similar.



    



    "Even with the same 50-50 contract, if you divide 10 million won among 100,000 people, you would divide 1 billion won among 1 million people."



    



    If you are human, it is only natural for your thoughts to change.



    



    The work that MCNs or management do is the same, but if it used to cost 10 million won and now it's increased to 100 million won, I would feel it's a waste even for me.



    



    Even if you knew from the beginning that it was such a contract and signed it, as a human being, your feelings are different when you go into the bathroom and when you come out.
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    "When I think that I'm at such a loss, I hesitate to renew the contract." If we increase the ratio, some people are satisfied, but others are not.



    



    If a person thinks they can grow more, they won't be satisfied with the increased rate right away.



    



    Because I think that in 1-2 years, I will be able to negotiate a better rate.



    



    "Then, Hongdangmu will lose the 1 million subscriber YouTuber they worked so hard to grow, and I will become an incompetent person who couldn't satisfy the YouTuber I managed so diligently."



    



    This person works with a more forward-looking perspective.



    



    They are so focused on immediate results that they speak straightforwardly about the future without deceiving or hiding anything.



    



    "The immediate results are the same."



    



    As if reading my mind, the aged kimchi continued speaking.



    



    "Bringing in a creator with 150,000 subscribers is not as beneficial for my performance review as getting a stamp of approval from a YouTuber with 1 million subscribers."



    



    This is quite a novel statement.



    



    If we sign the contract right now, it might benefit the company, but it's not really a good thing for me and Mukji.



    



    Definitely, considering Mukkunji's own achievements, it's more beneficial to bring in a 1 million subscriber YouTuber rather than a 150,000 subscriber one.



    



    I have no idea how far they're planning to be honest.



    



    "I was surprised."



    



    You can't just deal with someone who approaches you so straightforwardly without any unnecessary tricks.



    



    "You knew everything I wanted." At first, I wasn't interested, but then I thought it might be okay.



    



    "Not now."



    



    Deputy Manager Muk Eun-ji said firmly.



    



    That look is even funny now.



    



    "Right." As you said, it would be better to do it after growing a bit more.



    



    Deputy Mukji returned with an indifferent expression, as if saying he already knew.



    



    "But I'm really curious." Actually, I've only recently become well-known. How do you know so much about the side dish store?



    



    "……."



    



    "Is it normal for you to conduct such thorough investigations?" Or did you perhaps watch my broadcasts originally?



    



    "I have been watching it since the past."



    



    "So, the nickname is Mukgeunji."



    



    "That's right."



    



    I was so happy that I unconsciously wiggled my hips.



    



    "Really?" Is that you, Mr. Mukgeunji? Did you come to the first broadcast?



    



    "Yes."



    



    It's the first time I've actually met a fan. So you worked at a big company like Hongdangmu. Nice to meet you.



    



    I stood up and extended my hand, wanting to at least shake hands, and Deputy Mukji stared at my hand for a moment before looking up.



    



    "I'm not a fan."



    



    I usually don't lose in a verbal argument, but I was so flustered that I momentarily lost my words.



    



    "Hahaha." Hey, just kidding. You just said you watched my broadcast from the beginning, right?
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    "I was just looking for a broadcast that wasn't too loud or too quiet."



    



    The answer was so cold that I had no choice but to sit down.



    



    "Still, you must have shared all sorts of stories because you like my show, right?" You also continued to be a channel member. This month, he was 17 months old. For the first time in a side dish store."



    



    "Those who want to grow faster with the help of MCN are exceptions, but the contract-related details are explained to other YouTubers in the same way." I didn't add more because it's for side dishes.



    



    Before I could even enjoy the joy of meeting my subscriber for the first time, I got hit.



    



    It means that it is only presented according to the situation of the other party, and it does not imply that anyone is offered better conditions.



    



    Embarrassed and awkwardly smiling, Deputy Manager Mukkunji spoke up.



    



    "May I ask a question?"



    



    It's still an expressionless and dry voice.



    



    "Yes."



    



    "I understand that your health condition is not good." "Even so, you continue with the mukbang content. Is there a specific reason for that?"

  
    Aged Kimchi



    



    "I emphasized that I don't feel the immediate need for an MCN, but I can benefit from their help in growing my channel." I'll keep discussing and bring the contract at the appropriate time.



    



    Deputy Manager Muk Eun-ji reported on the meeting with the side dishes department.



    



    Team Leader Oh Hyung-man of the Planning Support Team at Hongdangmu Entertainment nodded nonchalantly.



    



    Since joining Hongdangmu, Mukunji has been signing several major contracts.



    



    Although there was a feeling of not quite fitting in with the team, on the other hand, they built trust with the creators well, resulting in high customer satisfaction.



    



    Since I even said I would bring the contract, I wasn't too worried.



    



    "Okay." You did a great job. "Can I look forward to it again this time?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    Returning to her seat, Mukeunji quickly skimmed through the latest video of the creator she was managing.



    



    After organizing the main items, including the number of views, we checked the schedule for each person.



    



    Since it was a task I repeated every morning, I handled it mechanically, but I never neglected a single day or a single person.



    



    I judged that I could only fulfill my role as a person in charge if I understood the situation the creator was in.



    



    Thanks to that, Muk-ji was able to continue the conversation no matter what the creator in charge said.



    



    Just that alone was enough for creators to trust Mukbang.



    



    How much time has passed?



    



    The office atmosphere has changed.



    



    "What should we eat today?"



    



    Team leader Oh Hyung-man stretched and asked his team members.



    



    "How about some hot oyster soup?"



    



    Kim Seo-jin, who leads the atmosphere in the team, asked.



    



    "Okay." Let's go together, those who are going to eat.



    



    When the team leader stood up, most of them left their seats as well.



    



    "Do you want to eat separately, sir?"



    



    Team member Park Hyung-wook asked Deputy Manager Muk Eun-ji.



    



    "Yes."



    



    "There's a new pho place that just opened up nearby. Do you want to go together?"



    



    "I'm sorry."



    



    Park Hyung-wook, who had suggested lunch, smiled to hide his embarrassment and left the office.



    



    Deputy Mukeunji, alone in the office, silently stared at the monitor and then took a pack of drinks out of the drawer.



    



    It was her daily meal.



    



    I didn't even want to eat this, but after collapsing several times and causing disruptions at work, I reluctantly started eating.



    



    It was solely for the purpose of working.



    



    As a compulsive workaholic and anorexia patient, she pushed herself to the limit every day.
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    The stress I experienced while preparing for job applications was the beginning.



    



    Six years ago, at the age of 26, Muk Eun-ji was a responsible and sociable job seeker.



    



    Despite the difficult family circumstances, he was a strong person who graduated from college on his own by working part-time jobs.



    



    Even though my graduation was somewhat delayed compared to my peers, I didn't mind much.



    



    Believing that if you live diligently, there is a future, I wrote my self-introduction every day, formed a job study group to share information, and thoroughly prepared for certifications, personality tests, and official English exams.



    



    However, the door to employment did not open easily.



    



    The people who were studying together gradually found their places.



    



    At first, I had the luxury of genuinely congratulating, but as time went on, a small unease began to sprout in my heart.



    



    Among the initial members of the study group, only Mukji remained.



    



    Even the new arrivals announced their final acceptance, and the anxiety grew uncontrollably.



    



    "Eunji, Mom couldn't go to work this month because she was sick." I'm sorry.



    



    I'm telling you, it's fine. I'm working part-time, you know. Did you go to the hospital?



    



    'Just lie down for a bit.'



    



    ‘Here we go again.’ How much could the hospital bill possibly be? I'll send you money, so make sure to go.



    



    In the meantime, the wallet was always empty.



    



    I split my nonexistent time to work part-time, but I had to send money to my mother one day and to my younger sibling the next.



    



    Around that time, it became common to have meals with ramen and rice provided by the goshiwon.



    



    Due to stress, I often feel hungry even after eating, and the amount I eat keeps increasing.



    



    Even when she could no longer be satisfied with just one or two bowls of ramen, she continued to go to interviews.



    



    That day, everything went well.



    



    After a long time, I had a refreshing morning, and as soon as I arrived at the bus stop, the bus came. There happened to be an empty seat.



    



    The questions asked by the interviewer were all included in the expected problems, and Mukunji answered them without any hesitation.



    



    The only blemish was the interviewer's quiet remark as I left, feeling secretly proud.



    



    "I'm not really into it."



    



    At the time, I couldn't understand what those words meant.



    



    Since that day, I have only been feeling it little by little.



    



    Strangely, as I walk down the street, more and more people seem to come up and deliberately bump into my shoulder.



    



    At first, I thought he was just a strange person and didn't pay much attention, but as we walked face to face, she often avoided him on her own.



    



    The people on the street seemed to think that the old man should naturally step aside.



    



    I went to buy clothes and received some strange looks. When asked if there was a size available, the staff member answered without checking and said there wasn't.



    



    On the bus or subway, no one wanted to sit next to me.



    



    Rather than direct words or actions, mocking, ignoring, and disdainful glances tormented her.



    



    It was a world I had never experienced in my lifetime before.



    



    Just because I gained a little weight, people were reluctant to come near me. Avoided, ignored, or mocked.



    



    In the discrimination she had never experienced before, Muk-ji gradually became depressed.
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    I couldn't find any signs of brightness and energy.



    



    I started avoiding crowded places.



    



    "Why did you gain so much weight?"



    



    "I won't recognize you."



    



    "Are you having a hard time?"



    



    Even meeting friends has become burdensome.



    



    Isn't it better to lose some weight? These days, self-care is also a part of your qualifications. You look lazy.



    



    In the meantime, the words left by the person who got a job and went to the study group gave Mukji a big shock.



    



    I couldn't argue against the remark that I looked lazy, even though I was living harder than anyone else.



    



    Since that day, Mukjin has been unable to eat. I suffered from severe depression and an eating disorder.



    



    I didn't even have time to take care of myself.



    



    Because of the strong sense of responsibility to protect the family, he kept walking without even realizing he was in pain.



    



    Ironically.



    



    Around the time I returned to my previous, normal weight, I received the final acceptance notice from Hongdamu Entertainment, a subsidiary of the largest platform company in the country.



    



    I got accepted into the big company I had longed for, and my mother cried tears of joy, but I didn't smile.



    



    It was only a momentary relief.



    



    The pressure that if you show even a slight weakness, you will be left behind never disappeared.



    



    Mukjin reduced his sleep to focus on his work at the company.



    



    They also achieved results.



    



    Among my peers, I was the fastest to reach the assistant manager position.



    



    Around that time, the gradually decreasing food intake came to the point where nothing was eaten except for water.



    



    It was frequent for me to collapse.



    



    Although he received a warning from the doctor, Mukji's thoughts did not change much.



    



    Body care, huh?



    



    I dismissed it as an easy task that only someone without the worry of being left behind could do.



    



    I endured the day with the liquid food in that small paper pack and repeated sit-ups until I collapsed in exhaustion every evening.



    



    Wounds began to appear on the emaciated back.



    



    Wounds upon wounds had festered, leaving no time to heal, but the old man paid no mind and kept doing sit-ups.



    



    What made her that way was neither poverty, unemployment, nor disdain.



    



    An environment where you can't even express your pain, even if you're hurting.



    



    Loneliness so profound that I can't even say I'm in pain.



    



    The strong sense of responsibility that allowed her to overcome all those trials was leaving scars on her back.



    



    "……."



    



    As Muk Eun-ji was scrolling down, her eyes caught sight of a side dish store.



    



    During the month of December, the average daily views exceeded 200,000.
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    Compared to November, it increased by a whopping 180,000 times, so the growth trend was extraordinary.



    



    Of course. I live to eat.



    



    Assistant Muk Eun-ji recalled Ban Chan-yong's answer from yesterday's meeting.



    



    Unlike himself, who starved to live, he couldn't understand the man who lived to eat.



    



    I was also angry.



    



    There were times when I felt annoyed by him enjoying his food.



    



    When I found out that he had diabetes, I couldn't help but think that eating food was indeed a mistake.



    



    However, I kept seeking him out, who smiled so easily over just a meal.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    The 3rd of every month is the most important day for YouTubers.



    



    Because the estimated income for the previous month has been finalized and is displayed on the payment page.



    



    As soon as I accessed the YouTube Studio for the side dish store and checked the payment page, I couldn't think of anything.



    



    US$ 13,711.41



    



    I stared blankly at the monitor and then shook my head.



    



    As I became convinced it wasn't an illusion, my eyes and mouth opened involuntarily.



    



    "$13,000?"



    



    When I roughly calculated after removing the decimals, it came out to 17,229,516 won.



    



    Of course, when the actual payment is made, the amount may vary due to deductions for invalid activities, and exchange fees may also apply, but there is still no significant difference in profit.



    



    The view count was so high that I was somewhat expecting it, but 17 million won?



    



    The tingling sensation starts around the waist and spreads throughout the body.



    



    "Cows, beef."



    



    On this cheat day, I must eat beef.



    



    "......really?"



    



    Or should we look for that restaurant that Cha Ji-chan treated us to last time? Since it's winter, should I eat some sashimi?



    



    While I was reminiscing about the food I couldn't eat because it was too expensive, my smartphone rang.



    



    It's Baek Woo-jin.



    



    He is the greatest benefactor who helped my channel achieve its first million views.



    



    "Woojin!"



    



    Huh? What?"



    



    "This pretty thing." You know I really love you, right?



    



    -I don't want to.



    



    "Then I'll find out from now on." "Uuummm, over here!"



    



    "Ahh! Gives me chills!" What are you doing!



    



    "Are you free on Saturday?" I'll treat you. Really.



    



    -What's going on? Ah, today is the 3rd.
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    I can't believe this situation right now. Let's eat something delicious.



    



    -Okay. I'm glad for you, so I'm happy too. What should we make the topic for this week?



    



    "Ah."



    



    The reaction is strangely calm.



    



    It seems like he doesn't find it very impressive since he's always been good at making money.



    



    I'm fine. You can win.



    



    "Hm."



    



    Baek Woo-jin let out a hollow laugh.



    



    Now that I think about it, it seems you've been holding a grudge since you lost the last debate.



    



    The reason for the lukewarm reaction earlier must be because of that.



    



    -Then I'll decide and let you know later.



    



    "Okay." Yeah.



    



    The more you come out sincerely like this, the better it is.



    



    Whether you win or lose, the important thing is the view count.



    



    No matter what argument Baek Woo-jin prepares, as long as he can get the views, it doesn't matter.



    



    "Ha."



    



    After finishing the call with Baek Woo-jin, I sent a message to Cha Ji-chan and Joo Ji-seung.



    



    Thank you for helping me.



    



    When I told them that I wanted to treat them to a delicious meal on Saturday, both of them congratulated me.



    



    "……."



    



    After that, I pondered what to do, but nothing particular came to mind.



    



    I earned an unbelievably large income, but now I don't know where to spend it.



    



    If there's anything I need right now, it's obviously a house, but I'm far from being able to buy one, and a car is also a bit of a stretch.



    



    The phone is only three years old.



    



    The computer runs just fine.



    



    I think it would be nice to change the microphone and lighting, and besides giving my mother some pocket money, there's really nothing else that comes to mind.



    



    Indeed, the reason people earn money is to have a delicious meal with their loved ones.



    



    I turned off the computer and lay down on the bed.



    



    Thinking of my mother who will be surprised by the allowance, I can't help but laugh.

  
    The reason why rice is good



    



    Wednesday.



    



    "When are you going to stop sulking?" It's the day of the live broadcast.



    



    I finished editing in the morning and headed to the gym at 4 PM.



    



    Producer Ahn Sang-kyu welcomed me.



    



    "Mr. Chanyong."



    



    "PD-nim." "Have you been well?"



    



    "Oh my." I always can't get along, you know.



    



    We laughed together.



    



    A life where you have to come up with new ideas every day and are overwhelmed by editing cannot be comfortable.



    



    "These days, you're doing really well, aren't you?" "Let's make some baekban and side dishes."



    



    "Did you see it?"



    



    "Of course." I'm a fan of Chan Yong.



    



    "Would you like me to sign it?"



    



    "Hahaha!"



    



    PD Ahn Sang-kyu laughed heartily.



    



    I expected this kind of reaction when I asked Deputy Mukkunji for a handshake.



    



    Next time we meet, I should try communicating with signs instead of a handshake.



    



    "The signature is fine, but please take good care of things here as well."



    



    "You can't speak here, can you?" I don't have the mental energy for that.



    



    Next to me, Chajichan is saying, "Yeah!", "Passion!", "Fighting!", "Come on!" While my ears are ringing from all the exclamations, I can't think straight as I move my heavy body.



    



    "That's enough." "Actually, if you speak well, it's not fun."



    



    It has to be tough to be fun.



    



    I remember the "Mabbak" segment from Gag Concert.



    



    At that time, I was laughing so hard in the living room, I never imagined I would end up in that situation.



    



    "Yes."



    



    Cha Ji-chan came out of the office.



    



    "I heard last month was pretty good." How much does it cost?



    



    "Eh."



    



    When I waved my hand to refuse, Cha Ji-chan came over, grinning and encouraging me.



    



    Tell me. What are you going to do with the money you earn? "I should at least brag."



    



    "Don't brag about your drinking capacity, your strength, or your money."



    



    I'm not so thoughtless as to brag about exactly how much I've earned.



    



    Even Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin started making a lot of money, and all sorts of people began to swarm around them, and I witnessed that scene firsthand.
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    Insurance or car purchase solicitations are nothing compared to this.



    



    There are people who suddenly reach out after years of no contact, saying their business is struggling, and others who have a great business idea and ask for investment.



    



    There are also those who ask how to use YouTube and how to upload videos.



    



    I don't want to deal with idiots who believe they can easily succeed without even looking things up for themselves.



    



    "Hey, it's okay to do it to someone who earns more than you." You want to brag, don't you? "Don't go do it somewhere else, do it with me."



    



    "Really?"



    



    But it's not that I don't want to brag.



    



    When I took out my smartphone and showed it to him, Cha Ji-chan recoiled and made a fuss.



    



    Wow. 반찬! You did it!



    



    "Isn't it amazing?" I've never seen an amount like this before.



    



    Cool. We need to keep this momentum going.



    



    "Of course." I don't know when such a day will come again.



    



    "Sure." You have to seize the opportunity when it comes. You need to stay sharp. There are really many people who shine for a moment and then are forgotten. Even if you work hard, it still turns out like that, so put in some serious effort.



    



    "Right." "I have to work hard."



    



    "Then let's add one more set starting today."



    



    "I don't think that's the case."



    



    When I said it seriously, PD Ahn Sang-kyu, who was next to me, burst into laughter.



    



    "It's about time we step up the intensity." You need to apply progressive overload for the muscles to grow.



    



    Cha Ji-chan is once again wagging his wicked tongue.



    



    Even now, if I exercise, my muscles get sore the next day and I can't move.



    



    "That's how it is."



    



    "Do I have to do this every time I exercise?"



    



    "Of course."



    



    I cannot accept it.



    



    "Listen?" I can now do 200 squats a day.



    



    At first, even just doing 100 made my heart race, but somehow I managed to get up to 200.



    



    Thanks to you, the eggs are still being laid and suffering.



    



    How wonderful. The guy who thought he would die after doing just 100 now does 200.



    



    "Let's say I barely managed to get used to 200 after putting in a lot of effort." So, next time I have to do 300, huh?



    



    I know that you don't increase them by 100 all at once.



    



    In fact, I gradually increased by an average of 20 each week to reach this point.



    



    "That's right."



    



    "When you get used to 300?"



    



    "Just do 400."



    



    "It doesn't make any sense!" Where are you going? "Are you telling me to just sit and stand all day?"
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    As expected, side dishes. You're smart. If I just increase the number of reps, the workout time gets too long. So that's why I'm lifting weights.



    



    "......You want me to listen to that?"



    



    He pointed to the barbell placed at one side of the gym.



    



    At first, it's okay to just hold the stick. Then, you can just stick to the original 200 instead of increasing it to 300. What do you want to do? Do you want to do 300? Or do you want to carry the pole?



    



    "Wait a moment."



    



    If this continues, it seems we'll get caught up in Cha Ji-chan's reckless push.



    



    You need to stay sharp.



    



    "Okay." As you said, instead of doing 200, I lifted the barbell.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "What if you get used to it?"



    



    "Then we just need to put in the disc or increase the number."



    



    "It's the same!" Does it make sense to keep increasing the weight? If I lifted 100 kg. Even if you exercise, there will come a time when you won't get any stronger.



    



    "Right." You understand our position now, don't you? "I'm telling you, it's so frustrating!"



    



    "What are you talking about?"



    



    "I want to get stronger, but it's not going well, so I'm frustrated." Because the human body has its limits.



    



    At this point, I'm curious just how strong you want to get.



    



    "Anyway." So what do we do then? You can't keep increasing the weight indefinitely. I can't even increase the set.



    



    "You don't have to go that far."



    



    Cha Ji-chan smiled faintly.



    



    "Are you a player?" "Are you going to the competition?"



    



    "No."



    



    "Come to think of it, that's not a bad idea either." Going to the competition as the final content and winning a prize.



    



    "I'll never do it, so don't even dream about it."



    



    "Give it a try."



    



    "Hyung, I know exactly what your diet plan is like, so why would I do that?" I feel like I'm going crazy even now.



    



    The meal I'm eating right now is a healthy diet.



    



    Instead of consuming the necessary nutrients, it is a method that encourages the body to normalize by eating unrefined foods.



    



    However, the diet that bodybuilders and those like Chajichan follow to prepare for competitions is an act that undermines their health.



    



    Drastically reducing carbohydrate and fat intake to eliminate body fat.



    



    In short, it's a way to become malnourished.



    



    Even though Cha Ji-chan and Ju Ji-seung are both pretty and cool, I have firmly stated that it is an act that is absolutely not good for their health.



    



    "Let's talk about the competition later."



    



    Chajichan patted my shoulder gently.



    



    So just think about the reason you started exercising. You didn't start this to get a body like a bodybuilder, right? "Just being able to eat what I want occasionally while staying healthy is enough, right?"



    



    "Yeah."
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    "Then just stop there." There's no need to have more muscle than others or to reduce body fat. Your standards are set by you.



    



    It means that you don't have to reach your limits.



    



    My goals are set by me.



    



    I turned my head and looked at Cha Ji-chan.



    



    This person is always full of confidence.



    



    With unwavering eyes, they flick their wicked tongue, but sometimes they also say things that make you want to be deceived.



    



    "Got it." But.



    



    "What's next?"



    



    "I can only move forward when I understand and accept it."



    



    "Okay." Yeah.



    



    You said that last time, remember? "If you exercise, you get used to it, and the calories burned decrease."



    



    "Okay." You remember well.



    



    "So, I was told that gradually increasing the amount of exercise is necessary to see the benefits."



    



    "Why are you complaining when you already know?"



    



    "I know it in theory." But I just can't understand it.



    



    "Go ahead."



    



    "For example, they don't increase their exercise during the process." No matter if it's due to lack of time or my body's limits, I just can't do it anymore. So what happens then? You said that even if you exercise with the same intensity, it won't be effective.



    



    It was said that the daily calorie intake of the Hadza people in Tanzania, who run 10 kilometers every day, is similar to that of Westerners who spend most of their day in the office.



    



    Then, I wonder if exercising is a loss.



    



    "That's a misconception that arises because you see the reason for exercising now as burning calories."



    



    Cha Ji-chan drank water.



    



    "Exercise isn't about burning calories." The goal is to build muscle.



    



    You need to have a lot of muscle to control blood sugar.



    



    The theory is that blood sugar must be regulated so that less insulin is secreted, preventing weight gain.



    



    "I heard about that last time." But you can't stop exercising.



    



    "That's not going to work."



    



    "Are you saying I have to do it until I die?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    I was so dumbfounded that my mouth fell open, and Cha Ji-chan chuckled.



    



    "Okay." I understand where the complaints are coming from. "I worked hard to get in shape through exercise, but it's frustrating if I can't enjoy the benefits."



    



    "It's unfair."



    



    "Exercise is so hard, and thinking that I have to do it for a lifetime feels overwhelming."



    



    Nodded vigorously.



    



    "What was your CSAT score?"



    



    "Was it 420?"

  
    The reason why rice is good



    



    It makes sense why Cha Ji-chan is obsessed with the barbell weight.



    It's hard to even stand up, let alone sit down and get up.



    



    "Isn't there anything lighter?"



    



    "I guess I'll have to lift weights." "Bring something suitable from over there."



    



    When I turned my head, the dumbbells were lined up by weight. Among the pink ones, I chose the dumbbell that said 0.5 kg.



    



    "Hey, that's not right."



    



    It's cute, isn't it?



    



    "Too light." "Bring it back."



    "Bro, you really don't know anything." Pink is a color for adults. "Don't you know?"



    



    "Change it."



    



    "I'm totally an adult now."



    



    He lifted the pink dumbbell, but Cha Ji-chan didn't bat an eye.



    



    "I really didn't want to say something like this."



    



    "Don't do it, just change it."



    



    "Mr. Park had a rough day that day."



    



    "Who is Deputy Park?"



    



    I don't know.



    



    "The new employee complains about how hard it is, and the exaggerated manager subtly nags again today, saying the client placed the order wrong and is passing the blame." It was absolute chaos.



    



    "So, who is Deputy Park?"



    



    On my way home from work, I got hungry and stopped by the supermarket. I grabbed a beer and stood in front of the shelf, looking for something to snack on. Pyeonyuk, chicken legs, hot bars—I'm debating what to eat when suddenly a pink sausage catches my eye.



    



    "How do you know that?"



    



    "I usually didn't care." It's not meat; it's a fake sausage made from fish meat and flour. But is it because it's hard? Suddenly, I remember the old days.



    



    Cha Ji-chan is looking at me with narrowed eyebrows.



    



    "When he was young, Mr. Park was bullied." He eats kimchi every day. It smells like kimchi. After holding it in for so long, young Assistant Manager Park cautiously brought it up with his mom. "Can't you make a different side dish?"



    



    "How old are you to be bringing a packed lunch?" I had school lunch too.



    



    "That kind of thing doesn't matter." It's not important that Manager Park's mom didn't have money.



    



    "Oh dear."



    



    Cha Ji-chan's face relaxed significantly.



    



    "I really wanted to buy it for you." If it were up to me, I would have made bulgogi every day. But that couldn't happen. So Mom said that I shouldn't complain about the side dishes while hiding my upset feelings. The kind Deputy Park quietly pulled the blanket over and cried silently.



    



    Cha Ji-chan's mouth formed an arch.



    



    The next day, I went to school. My friends teased me again. What kind of kimchi did you bring today? Hurry up and open your lunchbox. Mr. Park rushed out of the classroom as if he were escaping. In the meantime, I managed to grab my lunchbox. I was scared to open the lunchbox my friends left behind. Assistant Manager Park, who came outside, spent his lunch break sitting in the corner of the playground, tears streaming down his face.



    



    Cha Ji-chan tightly shut his eyes.



    



    "The class bell rang, but I couldn't go back to the classroom." I was also hungry. Because I cried for a long time. But I really hated the lunch box that only had kimchi in it. I also hated Mom. In a moment of overwhelming emotion, I threw the lunchbox I was holding.



    



    "Then it won't work."



    



    "But the lunchboxes scattered on the dirt ground of the playground were different from usual." There was kimchi, white rice, and pink sausages.



    



    "Ah."



    



    Cha Ji-chan covered his mouth.



    



    "We live in a one-room apartment, so there's no way I wouldn't hear my son crying." I wanted to buy you a sausage made of real meat, but since I couldn't, I carefully fried a cheap pink sausage coated in egg wash for you.



    



    "Sigh."



    



    Mr. Park lay on the playground and cried. I ate the pink sausage covered in dirt and tears without even knowing what it tasted like. I hated myself for throwing away the sausage side dish my mother made.



    



    "No." No.



    



    Cha Ji-chan shook his head.



    



    "After a long time had passed, when Deputy Manager Park saw the pink sausages in front of the supermarket, he reached out his hand without realizing it." While reminiscing about the pink sausages we ate back then. Feeling my mother's love, I held a pink sausage in one hand and trudged home.



    



    Cha Ji-chan is holding his forehead, holding back tears.



    



    "Do you know why pink is the color of adults?"



    



    "......Why?"



    



    No matter how hard it is to work at the company, just seeing this pink color makes me get back up again. I can gather my strength again by thinking of Mom.



    



    Cha Ji-chan showed tears.



    



    "I feel like I can accomplish anything if I hold this pink dumbbell that looks like a pink sausage."



    



    Chajichan approached and patted my shoulder.



    



    "Yeah." Got it.



    



    To be fooled by a story made up on the spot, what a simple-minded person.



    



    "Hey Sang-kyu, which pink dumbbell is the heaviest?"



    



    "5 kilograms."



    



    "Bring that here." Chan-young said he wants to go with that.



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Was there something heavier?"



    



    "Then."



    



    "Why didn't you say it first?"



    



    "The story is so touching."



    



    "How far are you planning to go with this?"



    



    No. I'm a humanities person, so I'm good at empathizing.



    



    I was so flabbergasted that I was at a loss for words, but PD Ahn Sang-kyu brought two 5kg pink dumbbells.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "Thank you for your hard work."



    



    I did 100 squats while holding a 5kg dumbbell in each hand.



    



    It's been over a month since I started doing squats, so I've gotten quite used to them, but when I picked up the dumbbells, it was as challenging as when I first started.



    



    On top of that, doing 50 split squats made my legs so shaky that I couldn't stand.



    



    By the time I was following Cha Ji-chan for the cool-down exercises, my mind was so hazy that I barely remembered what movements I had done.



    



    Even after finishing the broadcast, I lay there for a long time before finally getting up.



    



    The mat is soaked with sweat.



    



    "Stop whining."



    



    Cha Ji-chan approached with a sly smile.



    



    "Let's wash up and go eat some meat."



    



    "Meat?"



    



    If you exercised, you should replenish. There's a place that does pork neck really well.



    



    Pork neck was also recommended by the doctor.



    



    Since it has a high proportion of lean meat, it's good for protein intake and has no fat, so it can't be anything but good for your body.



    



    It's not as dry as chicken breast, so it's a food I often enjoy these days.



    



    Above all, in terms of being grilled, it is incomparably better than chicken breast or boiled pork.



    



    I started wiping the mat with the towel around my neck.



    



    After wiping off all the sweat and getting up, Cha Ji-chan nudged my shoulder and I ended up collapsing right there.



    



    "Ugh."



    



    "Hey, hey." "Are you okay?"



    



    "Why are you pushing me?"



    



    "Impressive."



    



    "What!" What's so special about it?



    



    "Clean up."



    



    "Taking something for granted." Ah, sigh.



    



    Cha Ji-chan reached out his hand.



    



    I really want to hold on, but I don't want to entrust my body to someone else.



    



    I know how heavy it is.



    



    "Side dish, are you sulking?"



    



    "I'm not sulking."



    



    "Are you sulking?"



    



    "I'm not sulking."



    



    "You were sulking."



    



    I snatched the tumbler that Cha Ji-chan was holding and drank every last drop of the beverage inside.



    



    "My protein."



    



    "What."



    



    "My protein!" How can you take away protein from someone who exercises? It's so important to them!



    



    "Don't you know that you shouldn't push people even though you know protein is important?"



    



    We bickered and went into the shower room.



    



    It's a relief that there are partitions here.



    



    The place I briefly attended before didn't have separate spaces, so I had to expose my body to others as it was.



    



    So, I had no choice but to go home and take a shower.



    



    "Hey, but you learned how to clean up well."



    



    The car that entered the adjacent lane said.



    



    "What kind of cleanup?"



    



    Wiping sweat. It's basic, but many people don't follow it well.



    



    "Really?"



    



    "I told you so." I'm trying to use the equipment, but if someone else's sweat is on it, ugh. Just.



    



    "Right."



    



    I remember the old days.



    



    "I actually attended briefly in the past." Gym."



    



    "Really?"



    



    I want to lose weight.



    



    "But why did you quit?"



    



    "There was no partition in the shower room there."



    



    "Most places that were built in the past are like that." "Why is that?"



    



    Before I could even respond, Cha Ji-chan jumped in first.



    



    I see. That would be a bit awkward.



    



    I didn't want to show my naked body to others.



    



    Even Chajichan, who was once fat, knows that feeling.



    



    "These days, there are many places with private showers, but they tend to be a bit expensive or the atmosphere can be hard to approach."



    



    I just don't feel like going.



    



    After a brief pause, I decided to speak.



    



    "The shower room, so I came home and took a shower." I used to take the bus.



    



    "Ugh."



    



    "I guess the sweat smell was particularly strong that day."



    



    In the adjacent line, only the sound of water could be heard.



    



    "Ah, I see." I was wrong. So I was getting off the bus, and someone said that. Damn it, you pig. "Go wash up a bit."



    



    "He's crazy."



    



    I got off and stood there for a long time. It felt like I kept hearing that voice.



    



    "Those bastards need to have their mouths ripped open."



    



    "I came home, washed up, and lay down, but I feel so pathetic for not being able to say anything in that situation."



    



    "No." You did well. Try fighting there. That's even more pathetic.



    



    "Right." I know, but it was so frustrating. Even though it's something that happens every day, I keep getting annoyed with myself for worrying about it more and more.



    



    Since I gained weight, I've been encountering rude people more often.



    



    Even if he didn't speak or act directly like the man I met on the bus, his unfriendly attitude, disdainful gaze, and annoyed expression all hurt me.



    



    Since that experience kept happening, I stopped going out much from then on.



    



    I handled work as much as possible via email, and even when friends contacted me after a long time, I made various excuses to avoid them.



    



    To avoid making the same mistakes and creating similar situations again, I refrained from actions that would cause harm to others as much as possible.



    



    "I know too." That feeling.



    



    After a long silence, Cha Ji-chan spoke up.



    



    You can trust what this person says. Because I've actually experienced it.



    



    "So that's why you're amazing right now." In that situation, how difficult it is to protect oneself.



    



    In the endlessly blooming anxiety, resentment and guilt never revealed their depths, wave after wave.



    



    Depression is like that, so it's hard to overcome it alone.



    



    "Even I think it's a bit too much."



    



    "Yeah, dude." You earn in a month what others make in a year, you work out every day to take care of your body, and you're recognized in your industry. Just think about that. You look cool right now.



    



    "Why only think about that?" I should also think about the pork neck I'll eat later.



    



    "Good." "Let's eat properly today."



    



    There is only one way to escape from the bottomless abyss.



    



    Having a delicious meal with a precious person.



    



    The reason for earning money and the reason for doing squats with gritted teeth are all for that purpose.



    



    If that's the case, I would gladly put in the effort.

  The reason why rice is good





Thursday.





If I only exercise with Cha Ji-chan, I end up getting sick. On broadcast days, they demand so much that I don't even have the strength to get up.





I was just lying down with my eyes blinking when a call came from Baek Woo-jin.





"Uh."





-Hyung, I'm going in.





"You're already here?"





1 PM. The debate starts at 4, but I came early.





I came to have lunch together because I have some time to spare.





"I can't go out right now."





Before I could finish speaking, the front door code was entered, and Baek Woo-jin came in.





Let's order delivery. What do you want to eat?





"Wow, you really came." Uh…….”





Come to think of it, it's been a long time since I stopped using delivery services.





When I opened the application and scrolled through the list, I occasionally spotted the miyeokguk restaurant I had been looking for.





How about seaweed soup?





"Whatever, it's fine." Brr, it's cold.





Since it's cold, I thought a warm soup would be nice, so I ordered seaweed soup for delivery.





Lying there blankly watching TV, the doorbell rang, and Baek Woo-jin brought the seaweed soup.





While setting the table, Baek Woo-jin was shocked to see that it came to 19,000 won.





Upon checking, it turns out that one serving costs 7,000 won and the delivery fee is 5,000 won.





"Why is this so expensive?"





"When you order delivery, isn't that the usual?"





Before being diagnosed with diabetes, I used to frequently use delivery apps, and each time I ordered, it easily cost 20,000 won.





"Seriously, eating out costs so much money."





"When you live alone, it feels like cooking for yourself is a waste."





"Really?"





If you buy spinach and blanch it, it's a whole bunch. Before I could finish eating, it spoiled and I had to throw it away. I'm so upset.





If there's someone to eat with, then maybe.





When living alone, you end up buying all sorts of seasonings and ingredients, but in the end, you can't use them all and end up throwing them away.





When I think about the time spent setting and clearing the table, I feel like there's not enough time.





If I clean up after breakfast, I have to prepare lunch, and if I clean up after lunch, I have to prepare dinner, so I think it might be better to just eat out.





"If you make it yourself, those things are inconvenient."





It was nice when we used to eat delivery food. I'd rather eat the tasteless food I made.





"Did you always order delivery back then?"





"Yeah."





"You must've spent a ton of money."





"Really?"





"When you ordered, was it around this much?"





"I usually spent over 20,000 won per order."





"How many times did you order a day?"





"Once. To save on delivery fees, I’d order enough for two meals at a time."





As I sipped on the seaweed soup, my stomach felt more at ease.





It was just a simple beef seaweed soup, but it wasn’t too oily, making it both clean and rich in flavor. The side dishes that came with it were well-seasoned, too.





This is a place I often visit when I want to eat something that feels comforting and filling.





"Heh."





In the middle of eating, Baek Woojin let out a strange noise.





"What?"





"Bro, you spent a crazy amount on delivery."





"Really?"





"If you spent 20,000 won a day, that’s 7.3 million won over 365 days!"





"No way. There’s no way I spent that much on delivery."





"Are my calculations wrong?"





"Well, I didn’t only order delivery."





"You ate out, too?"





"Of course. Last year, I was really into checking out popular restaurants."





Now I only do it once a week, but a few months ago, visiting trendy spots was a major part of our content for the side dish shop.





"Let’s check."





"Check what?"





"If we ask the delivery app, won’t they tell us how much you spent last year?"





"Why would I even ask that?"





"Because I’m curious."





I can see why Baek Woojin knows so much—he’s got this relentless curiosity that drives him to find out even trivial things.





It’s not hard to check, and since he mentioned I might have spent over 7 million won, I got curious too, so I opened the delivery app and sent an inquiry.





***





The next morning.





I received a reply from the delivery app's customer service regarding my inquiry.





"Unbelievable."





As soon as I opened the email, I couldn't help but let out a curse.









































 























"17 million won?"





I can't believe that the total amount I spent last year was 16,943,210 won.





To put it into perspective, that's about the same amount I earned in December alone, during a month where my views skyrocketed.





"Heh."





A hollow laugh escapes me.





And I know this isn’t even the end of it.





I’ve been keeping detailed records of the money I spent on food for our restaurant explorations since I filed those expenses as business costs.





Last year, I spent about 15 million won just on dining out. And that doesn’t even include the ice cream, Java Chip Frappuccinos, and drinks I practically lived on, which I didn’t bother to track.





In total, it looks like I spent about 35 million won on food over the past year.





"This is totally insane."





No wonder I don’t have any money.





Even though I make a decent income, I’ve been wondering why I can’t seem to save any. Well, now I know.





Strangely, after getting diagnosed with diabetes, I’m not as upset as I was. With the way I’ve been eating, it’s a miracle I didn’t get sick sooner.





"Heh heh heh."





I keep chuckling to myself.





I’ve lived up to this point without a second thought, but now that I’m reflecting on it, I’m realizing how irresponsible I’ve been with my finances and health.





I can’t keep living like this.





Sure, my income has increased, so I could justify spending a little more and still deduct it for tax purposes. But if I keep spending recklessly, I’ll never be able to save up a significant amount.





One day, I want to own a house and a car.





I need to get my act together now.





After a brief pause, I opened my notepad and calculator.





Now that I’m earning more, I need to start managing my money properly.





"Alright, let's see."





I roughly calculated my earnings for December.





According to YouTube Studio, my ad revenue was about 17 million won. After deducting fees, I made about 1.08 million won from live stream donations, 2.3 million won from subscriptions, and 3.7 million won from video editing work.





In total, that’s about 24 million won.





Since I’ve never made this much before, I can’t predict exactly how much tax I’ll owe.





If my income stays around this level, I estimate that I’ll make about 280 million won a year.





According to the tax brackets for sole proprietors, my tax rate would be set at 38%.





If I deduct 100 million won as business expenses, I’d be taxed on 180 million won, and 38% of that comes to 68.4 million won. After subtracting a progressive tax credit of 19.4 million won, I’d be left with a tax bill of 49 million won.





This means that by May 2024, I’ll need to have at least 50 million won in cash to cover my taxes.





"How much will my health insurance be?"





I logged onto the National Health Insurance website to calculate how much a self-employed person earning 180 million won would need to pay in premiums.





"119,000 won per month."





That comes out to 1.428 million won a year.





The national pension contribution will likely be the maximum monthly amount of 497,700 won, which comes to around 5.97 million won a year.





Adding everything up, I’ll have to pay about 69.25 million won in taxes, insurance, and pension contributions annually.





If I keep spending recklessly just because I think I’m earning well, I might end up not having enough money to cover my taxes.





It’s a good idea to set aside some of it in advance.





"About 20% should do."





In my budget, I earmarked 480,000 won—20% of my 2.4 million won income in December—as money to set aside.





"Maybe I should start a savings account."





Now I’m wondering what to do with the remaining 1.92 million won.





Since I don’t know much about investments, the best option for me is probably just putting it in the bank. Interest rates have gone up lately, so it might not be a bad idea.





"Alright."





Now, onto living expenses.





I need to set a monthly budget for living expenses so I can decide how much to put into savings.





Also, I won’t repeat the insane mistake of spending 35 million won on food in one year again.





"My rent is 700,000 won, so..."





I started listing my fixed expenses to estimate my living costs.





Rent is 700,000 won, transportation costs are 100,000 won, phone bills are 100,000 won, and the monthly subscription fees for my editing programs come to about 140,000 won.





I set aside 200,000 won for clothing and daily necessities, and an extra 200,000 won for unforeseen expenses.





The rest will go toward food.





"Hmm."





I’m not sure.





I have no idea how much I should spend on food each month.





In December, I spent around 2 million won, but that included initial costs since I hadn’t been cooking at home. I had to buy pots, pans, seasonings, sauces, and a lot of other kitchen essentials.





"Let’s aim for 1 million won."





It hurts to cut it in half compared to last month, but I need to lose weight and save money, so I’ll have to tough it out.





"So, my total monthly living expenses will be about 2.5 million won, right?"





Writing it down, it feels like too much.





Rent and food are the biggest factors.





"...No, let’s try it for a month and decide."





There’s nothing I can do about rent for now.





And cutting food expenses any further feels like too much of a psychological hurdle.





***





At 6 p.m., I started my stream.





Although fewer people tuned in than when I collaborated with Baek Woojin yesterday, I still had 1,200 viewers.





All thanks to the Set Meal Discussion.





"You’ve changed."





"Isn’t today the day for a restaurant tour?"





"Why are you at home?"





"You've lost your touch. Just because you’re doing a little better now, you're slacking off on your streams."





"This guy needs to lose his touch a bit. That way, he’ll actually get healthier."





"LOL, true. If he eats like he did in the early days of the stream, it’s gonna be a disaster."





“Something shocking happened today. Seriously, I’m going to start managing my money properly from today.”





Today was supposed to be a restaurant exploration day.





I’ve been eagerly waiting since it’s only once a week, but after looking over my income and expenses, I had to wake up and face reality.





“So, I’ll postpone the restaurant tour to next week, and today we’ll take some time to reflect and make some plans.”





Viewers started flooding the chat with question marks.





“Yesterday, Woojin and I ordered seaweed soup for lunch, right? It came to 19,000 won, and he was so shocked, saying it was expensive.”





"A YouTuber with a million subscribers shocked over 19,000 won?"





"Baek Woojin sure is frugal."





"But honestly, 19,000 for a meal is a bit much, lol."





"But it was for two people, though. Isn’t that reasonable?"





"Yeah, if you break it down, it’s 9,500 per person. That’s pretty standard nowadays."





"It’s fine to splurge occasionally, but doing that for every meal would be a burden."





"Right? I order delivery all the time, so Woojin did a rough calculation and said I’ve spent around 7 million won on delivery food in one year."





"Seeing how much you eat, that’s actually believable."





"Only that much?"





"You once ordered 5 servings of delivery pork belly, though."





"LOL, 7 million won!"





"That’s enough to buy a used car, lol."





"Wait, seriously? You spent that much?"





From the viewers’ reactions, it seems like I’m the only one who was surprised. Everyone else seems to think it makes sense.





“So I submitted an inquiry. Hold on, let me show you the response email.”





I shared a screenshot of the email response with the viewers.





"It turned out to be way more than I expected. And keep in mind, I track all the food expenses I film for content as business costs. When I added everything up, I spent 35 million won on food last year."





"Insane, LOL!"





"Literally living to eat."





"Dude, get your act together, lol."





"Wow, how do you even spend 35 million won? Is that even possible?"





"You always said you were broke, but turns out you ate all your money, lol."





"Your Engel coefficient is off the charts, haha!"





"I really thought I couldn't keep going like this, so I made a firm decision." "I don't spend more than 2.5 million won on living expenses in a month."





Many opinions saying that there is a lot of it have been posted in the chat window.





"I know." But the rent is 700,000 won, so I can't reduce it any further. In six months, whether I move or get a jeonse, I have to do it, but it's tough right now.





There are even viewers who scold me for spending too much on rent.





Many people agree that rent in Seoul is too expensive.





"Anyway, transportation costs, communication costs." This is the subscription fee for the program used for editing. This is an emergency fund. I really thought a lot about how much to set the food expenses at, you know?





After a brief pause, I steeled myself and spoke up.





Since I told the viewers that I would only spend 1 million won, I felt that I had to keep that promise no matter what.





"I'm planning to spend only 1 million won."





Does that mean you want more to eat?





Who spends 1 million won a month on food? Hahaha





This guy still seems out of it.





Hey, if you spend 1 million won a month, that's 12 million won a year. Why are you acting like it's some big decision?





If you're going from spending 35 million won a year to only 12 million won, that's a huge cut, lol.





Bbangdaegakkkk





"Uh?"





In December, I bought a lot of things besides food, but since I cut it down by half, I thought I had significantly reduced my food expenses.





It seems that even this is more than others.





"Wait a minute." If I order delivery, it costs about 20,000 won, you know? It's 600,000 won for a month. Since we have to eat out for the content, we'll probably spend around 400,000 won, right?





In my opinion, this guy's brain is currently pickled in hamburgers.





You don't eat delivery food, right? Even mukbangs are once a week.





My body is already not doing that, but my mind can't accept it, lol.





In denial about reality lol





Ah, hahaha, do I really have to live like this? No way, lol.





"......Really?"





It has been quite a while since I last had delivery food.





I cook and eat at home, and I don't go out to eat four or five times a week like I used to.





"So, how much do people usually spend on food in a month?"




























    The reason why rice is good



    



    After a long discussion with the viewers, they finally reduced the monthly living expenses to 2.1 million won.



    



    Since I reduced the food expenses from 1 million won to 600,000 won, it was possible, but it felt like I was sacrificing myself.



    



    However, the feeling of sadness was only temporary.



    



    Today is cheat day.



    



    It was also the day when we could legally eat a regular meal and greet Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin, so I made a reservation at a famous Chinese restaurant.



    



    I deliberated countless times before deciding on a course that costs 78,000 won per person.



    



    If it's 312,000 won for four people, it's hard to accept as a single meal, but since it was a place to express gratitude, I decided to be generous.



    



    The rapid growth of the side dish store was largely due to the contributions of three people.



    



    I was the one who seized the opportunity.



    



    Building recognition by consistently appearing on famous channels and then having that recognition spread through word of mouth, creating a positive feedback loop, would have been difficult without their help.



    



    300,000 won is a lot of money, but compared to the gratitude I feel towards them, it's woefully insufficient.



    



    I arrived at D Restaurant in Seoul Station and was waiting when Joo Ji-seung, who lives in Bucheon, opened the door and came in.



    



    Woke up and welcomed.



    



    "How did you get here first?"



    



    "Really?" The subway must be fast.



    



    As soon as they exchanged greetings, Cha Ji-chan, who lives in Mapo, opened the door and walked in.



    



    Cha Ji-chan greeted me with a nod and then immediately exchanged greetings with Ju Ji-seung.



    



    "Hyung, are you really not thinking?" Let's participate in the tournament together this year.



    



    "Heh." "Why do you keep doing that?"



    



    "Because your body is precious." If you've been working out that much, you should give a competition a try.



    



    Sigh. Don't even mention it. I can't take off my clothes in front of others. How could you do that in such an embarrassing way?



    



    Come to think of it, showing off an oiled body in just underwear in front of others is not something an ordinary person can do.



    



    "Sit down and talk." Hyung too.



    



    Cha Ji-chan sat next to me, and Ju Ji-seung took a seat across from us.



    



    "Side dishes, have you seen Jiseung's body?"



    



    "Why would I look at Jiseung's body?"



    



    Wow. The real thigh muscle workout is no joke. This guy's thighs are a real work of art, you know?



    



    "Ugh."



    



    Even though I don't want to participate in the competition, it seems like compliments make me feel good.



    



    Joo Ji-seung, feeling embarrassed, let out his characteristic chuckle.



    



    "How much exercise has Jiseung done?"



    



    "I started because of diabetes too." "It's been about 7 or 8 years, right?"



    



    "You've been at it for a long time."



    



    "Among people who exercise, it's not unusual."



    



    I've only been doing it for 5 weeks, and I'm already exhausted, but seeing people who have been doing it for years is just amazing.



    



    "How's your routine these days?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked.



    



    "I can't do it well these days." I'm splitting it into two parts and taking a day off in between.



    



    "Sounds good?" The 2-split routine is originally meant to be done while taking breaks.



    



    "How do you do it?"



    



    "I do a 4-split routine because I'm training for Defi."



    



    "More from there?"



    



    "These days, there are so many people with great bodies." If you want to compete, you have to do at least this much.



    



    What does 2-split mean, what does 4-split mean, and what does defi mean? I can't understand any of it.



    



    I was sitting there blankly, and Cha Ji-chan explained it to me.



    



    "If you split it into four parts, you can divide it into chest, shoulders, back, and lower body." One day the chest, one day the shoulder like this."



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "But if you do a 3-split routine, you'll end up working on two areas in one day." Then, it's hard to gather enough strength, so we do it in four parts. You can focus on each area, so it's good for increasing muscle definition.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    If I said I didn't understand, I would explain until I did, so I pretended to understand roughly.



    



    I don't want to hear about exercise on a day like today.



    



    "Everyone's already here."



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who lives in Dongdaemun, came in.



    



    "Did you come?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin greeted Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan warmly and then sat next to Ju Ji-seung.



    



    "Everyone is waiting, and you're the last one to show up?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan played a prank.



    



    "Exactly." Hyung will be a bit late.



    



    "Ji-seung hyung was the first to arrive."



    



    "Was I too oblivious?" You should come slowly.



    



    Jujiseung cleverly played along with the joke, and thanks to that, I laughed.



    



    "But aren't you overdoing it, bro?" It's expensive here.



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    "Super expensive." If I buy it here today, I'll have to starve for a month.



    



    "That's right." Chan-young's monthly living expenses are 2.1 million won, right? Isn't it dangerous?



    



    How do you know, bro?



    



    "I've been keeping up with your broadcasts." I see you every day.



    



    "Hyung……."



    



    I knew you sometimes left messages, so I knew you were watching, but I didn't expect you to watch every day.



    



    It's touching because it's not easy to watch other channels while streaming your own.



    



    "Hey, there's no one here who earns less than you." "Stop being stubborn and just buy your own food."



    



    Cha Ji-chan spoke firmly, trying to reduce my burden.



    



    "I know." Still, I'll live today. It's because I'm grateful.



    



    "Are you okay?"



    



    Jujiseung asked.



    



    "Then." Eat as much as you want. "Today, I'm really going to treat you."



    



    "Sss." Since I've already turned it down once, I feel like I've saved face, so I'll eat well.



    



    Once again, everyone laughed together.



    



    That's right.



    



    No matter how tough it gets, isn't it a joy in life to gather with like-minded people and share a meal?



    



    "I looked it up, and the jjajangmyeon here is unique."



    



    "I saw it too." It was something about truffles.



    



    As Baek Woo-jin was gathering the menu, Cha Ji-chan chimed in.



    



    Here it is. Truffle steak black noodle. They say this is delicious. Bro, can I eat this?



    



    "Oh, no." I've already done everything.



    



    I never thought they would place an additional order.



    



    "Let's do it." You're curious about the 23,000 won jajangmyeon, aren't you? How's your brother?



    



    Me too. These days, there's no food that doesn't have truffle in it, but I haven't tried jjajangmyeon.



    



    "I guess I have to do it." Chan-young, are you okay?



    



    Cha Ji-chan smiled slightly.



    



    I don't know why Chajichan has been so annoying lately, even when I'm learning sports.



    



    "Then just one."



    



    "Hey, how many mouths do you have? Just order one." Make 4.



    



    "I ordered the course." I'm full.



    



    "I eat a lot."



    



    "Me too."



    



    "Me too."



    



    Cha Ji-chan, Baek Woo-jin, and Joo Ji-seung spoke in turn.



    



    I was at a loss for words and just sat there when the waiter came in and served the appetizer.



    



    "We'll add four Truffle Steak Black Noodles."



    



    Before I could even stop him, Baek Woo-jin quickly added another order.



    



    "Wait a moment." Please leave one out.



    



    "Hey, just eat it."



    



    Cha Ji-chan said.



    



    "Jajangmyeon prices are going up a lot." No.



    



    "Just exercise."



    



    "Do you think I walked all the way home from Yeouido because I was fooled by that again?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Joo Ji-seung burst into laughter.



    



    It seems like you enjoy seeing me struggle.



    



    "Just three bowls, please."



    



    A sigh escaped me, but when I saw the appetizer in front of me, that feeling melted away like snow.



    



    From the left, there is jellyfish salad, abalone, and boiled pork, and the staff explained that I should eat them in order, starting with the salad.



    



    The cold dish was refreshing but ordinary, and the abalone was unbelievably tender.



    



    When the unique texture of abalone becomes extremely tender, it can be this comforting.



    



    "It's delicious."



    



    "Abalone is really good."



    



    Baek Woo-jin and Cha Ji-chan were impressed.



    



    Joo Ji-seung was curious about how to eat it, so he watched and saw that it was being eaten deliciously.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "I've been curious about this for a while, but do chefs analyze everything while eating out?"



    



    "There are times like that." But I can eat just about anything.



    



    Joo Ji-seung smiled slightly.



    



    "Isn't it because you're a chef that you're more particular?"



    



    It seems that Baek Woo-jin is also curious about the same thing as me.



    



    "That's right." "Isn't it a bit more sophisticated when you cook?"



    



    "Not at all." Everything someone else makes is delicious. The most delicious food in the world is the food someone else makes for you.



    



    I thought someone who specializes in cooking would be picky, but it seems that's not the case.



    



    "Hey, side dish." "Hey, why do you never say a word on my stream but do so well when you're with Woojin?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked. It was something that PD Ahn Sang-kyu also slightly mentioned.



    



    A person should have a conscience. "Let me have the strength to speak before saying such things."



    



    "That's true."



    



    This person could just say they enjoyed the debate, but they go out of their way to say it like this.



    



    I've gotten used to it over time, so I know what they want to say and just let it go, but there used to be a lot of misunderstandings.



    



    "White rice debate?"



    



    Jujiseung asked.



    



    It was funny when Chanyong was talking nonsense, right? It's also funny to see Woojin get all flustered after losing the debate.



    



    Cha Ji-chan exaggeratedly trembled, and Baek Woo-jin shouted angrily.



    



    "When have I ever been scared?"



    



    It was exactly the same as how Cha Ji-chan imitated it, so everyone laughed together.



    



    "Seriously, that guy is too much." At first, I said we should do it seriously, right? But as soon as you open your mouth, it's all nonsense.



    



    "It doesn't seem like a complete stretch." If someone who received investment from Kakao criticizes Kakao like that, it's against business ethics.



    



    Cha Ji-chan smirked and teased Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "I think so too."



    



    Even Ju Ji-seung joined in, and Baek Woo-jin, feeling wronged, fidgeted.



    



    "But seriously, the reaction was pretty good." Both of them surpassed a million, right?



    



    Cha Ji-chan spoke without a trace of a smile.



    



    Certainly, the view counts for 'Mul Naengmyeon vs Bibim Naengmyeon' and 'Chocolate vs Candy' were unusually high.



    



    "Chan-young seems to be well-suited for that kind of thing." "Framing and inciting."



    



    When I widened my eyes in surprise, Baek Woo-jin quickly responded.



    



    "Even you can see it, right?" "Seriously, the side dishes are really dirty, you know?"



    



    "Hey, I'm just joking."



    



    "Because of you, even my channel subscribers are teasing me." "Are you really abusing the elderly?!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin having a seizure is so funny.



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Ju Ji-seung also laughed heartily, but it would have been a big problem if they hadn't booked a room.



    



    "Excuse me."



    



    The employee brought in the following food.



    



    Lobster Sanra Soup.



    



    The employee explained that the fishy taste disappears if you mix the foam well.



    



    As I mixed it well and took a spoonful, all four of us, including me, widened our eyes in surprise.



    



    As the warm soup touched my tongue, all the taste buds awakened.



    



    The taste is perfectly full without a single gap, and the umami that makes your mind clear is exquisite.



    



    After swallowing it, it settles your stomach comfortably, so it's not burdensome at all, despite its appearance.



    



    "It's really delicious!"



    



    "I'd like to learn this a bit."



    



    Baek Woo-jin and Joo Ji-seung kept exclaiming in admiration.



    



    "This place is nice." Well found.



    



    "Right?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan gives a thumbs up and keeps slurping the soup.



    



    "That's right." How did it go with meeting Hongdangmu last time?



    



    Joo Ji-seung asked how the conversation with Hongdangmu Entertainment went.



    



    Are you signing a contract with Hong Dangmu?



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked in surprise, and Cha Ji-chan also turned his head, showing interest.



    



    "Not yet." "Don't sign the contract over there for now."



    



    "Huh?"



    



    "They said since the channel is going to grow anyway, we should wait until it reaches the point where I can get better contract terms."



    



    All three of us blinked for a moment, then went back to eating our soup.



    



    It really was so good we couldn’t stop.



    



    "That’s interesting. Normally, it’s us saying something like that," Baek Woojin commented.



    



    “They said there’s no point in tricking creators because, once YouTubers start sharing information, people will find out, and if I end up feeling cheated and don’t renew the contract, it’s a bigger loss for them.”



    



    When I relayed what Muk Eun-ji’s deputy had said, all three of them were impressed.



    



    "Not bad. If it’s Hongdangmu, I know a bit about them too. Who’s the contact?"



    "Deputy Muk Eun-ji."



    "Oh."



    



    Cha Ji-chan, Joo Ji-seung, and Baek Woojin all reacted as if they knew Muk Eun-ji.



    



    "You know her?"



    



    "I’ve heard of her. She’s strict, stubborn, and works by the book. Does a good job, though."



    



    That was pretty much the same first impression I had of her, even though I’d only met her once.



    



    "She’s hard to get close to, but no one says she gives off a bad vibe. She takes good care of channels and is really good at her job."



    



    "What more could you ask for?"



    "Exactly. This industry has way too many sleazy types. People act all buddy-buddy and like they’ll do everything for you, but then they stab you in the back."



    "Ugh. Chanyong, don’t you have someone in your stream with the nickname Muk Eun-ji?"



    



    He really must watch my streams a lot.



    



    Joo Ji-seung had figured out that Muk Eun-ji from the chat was the same as Deputy Muk Eun-ji.



    



    "How did you know? I was curious and asked her, and it turns out that’s who she is. That’s why I trust her, and I’ll probably end up signing with Hongdangmu."



    



    Hongdangmu isn’t a small company, and if I can work with someone who already knows my content well, it seems like a solid choice.



    



    "What a coincidence."



    



    "Is it really just a coincidence, though? If she was a viewer, she probably kept an eye on you to some extent. Don’t you think?" Cha Ji-chan said.



    



    "Yeah, I thought the same. I was so happy to meet a viewer in real life. So, I offered a handshake, but she refused, saying she wasn’t a fan."



    



    "Pfft! Hahahaha! Why would you offer a handshake?"



    



    "Bro, you got a celebrity complex or something?"



    



    "It was just a joke! The mood was so stiff, I was trying to lighten things up."



    



    "If you start acting like a celebrity already, it’s going to get exhausting."



    



    "I’m telling you, it was just a joke!"

  
    The reason why rice is good



    



    While we were chatting, the next dish quickly came out.



    



    "These are asparagus and paprika." Enjoy your meal.



    



    "Thank you."



    



    After receiving it, I realized the amount was as small as a mouse's droppings.



    



    Thinking about who to stick this on, I put the temple and the paprika in my mouth.



    



    The unique chewy texture of the scallops is still alive, yet they are incredibly chewy.



    



    The crunchiness of the paprika adds joy to my mouth.



    



    The texture is so much fun that I want to keep chewing it if possible.



    



    "Scallops are so delicious."



    



    Baek Woo-jin was impressed.



    



    "Right." Doesn't it go really well with the paprika?



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan are also nodding and eating deliciously.



    



    "I don't like asparagus, but we should eat this together."



    



    I agree with Baek Woo-jin's words.



    



    Even just eating the scallops is delicious, but to truly appreciate this dish, you need to eat it with the accompanying ingredients.



    



    "That's amazing." "How can it be so soft yet still have such a lively texture?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan tilted his head.



    



    "Hyung, do you know how this happened?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked Joo Ji-seung.



    



    "You know it." I removed the membrane, and if it's thick, it will be too tough, so I sliced it and cooked it just right. It also did a good job of getting rid of the fishy smell. I usually use white wine, but I don't know what to do for Chinese food. "But this kind of thing is a skill, so you can't just say you know it."



    



    The reason why the taste differs from store to store even with the same recipe.



    



    "These are abalone, scallops, and green beans."



    



    The shrimp tempura and tenderloin steak that followed the scallops were also perfect.



    



    "It's amazing; it's really delicious but not at all spicy."



    



    "Right." The liver is just perfect.



    



    "Places where you can eat like this and feel good tend to do well." When it comes to Chinese food, honestly, it's a bit uncomfortable for us at our age, isn't it?



    



    That's right. Without getting involved.



    



    Everyone was sharing their impressions in admiration when an employee came in and asked about the meal menu.



    



    Baek Woo-jin and I ordered fried rice, while Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan ordered jjambbong.



    



    Since I ordered jajangmyeon as a single dish, I avoided it because I wanted to try more different foods.



    



    "Suddenly, I remembered that side dishes, you must be worried about getting sunburned."



    



    Cha Ji-chan brought up the topic of the dinner discussion.



    



    "White rice debate?"



    



    “어. Everyone is laughing, and I'm having fun too, but I could see you were a bit worried.



    



    "Right." I already talked to Woojin about it anyway. Let's be careful about the sensitive parts.



    



    "Since it's a live broadcast, there are times when things get said incorrectly."



    



    It's really something to be careful about.



    



    You might push yourself too hard in the obsession to make the broadcast entertaining, and in doing so, mistakes are bound to happen.



    



    There are often cases where a once-successful YouTuber can never return after making a single wrong statement.



    



    Even while talking, you should constantly think and self-censor, and avoid topics you don't know well.



    



    "So, let's have a rough chat." What topic should we talk about?



    



    Cha Ji-chan nodded.



    



    "Don't lie." "When did you ever tell me in advance that you were going to accuse me of elder abuse?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin got angry.



    



    "You said the candy attacks the hard stuff."



    



    "How can you possibly connect hard candy with elder abuse in a common-sense way?"



    



    I didn't know before, but teasing him is quite fun.



    



    "Actually."



    



    Cha Ji-chan started the conversation.



    



    "A PD I know is keeping an eye on the Baekban Debate."



    



    I didn't understand what was being said, so I just blinked along with Baek Woo-jin.



    



    If you roughly tell me the concept. I'm going around the area reviewing famous foods. "Simple, isn't it?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "I guess they want to do this with YouTubers." They asked me to introduce someone if I knew anyone, so I mentioned you, and they said the white rice debate was fun. He said it would be fun to include it in the program he's preparing.



    



    "……Huh?"



    



    "We need to discuss the details in person."



    



    "Do you mean you want me to discuss the banchan?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked the most important question.



    



    "No." Just leave the discussion about the set menu. It seems like they want to cast you two because your chemistry is good. Because it's funny.



    



    "Um."



    



    "Why are you getting so serious again?" If you want to do it, do it; if not, then don't.



    



    Cha Ji-chan smiled to lighten the burden.



    



    "Since there are so many people watching the Baekban debate, it's okay to focus more on that."



    



    "Both sides have their advantages." "If the broadcast goes well, it will definitely have an effect, and since I think of it as gaining broadcasting experience, it's not a bad idea to go for the pilot."



    



    Jujiseung chimed in with a word.



    



    "But Chan-young's schedule is still packed right now." If you start working there and can't focus at all, it could be a loss. In that case, it would be better to focus on the successful baekban discussion we have going on right now.



    



    "Jiseung's right." "Side dishes these days are no joke."



    



    "I think it's fine as long as Chanyong-hyung can handle it." The scope of activities really changes.



    



    Baek Woojin also joined in.



    



    All three of them—Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woojin—had reaped the benefits of TV exposure.



    



    Joo Ji-seung gained prominence by appearing on numerous cooking shows, and Cha Ji-chan had a permanent spot on a health program. As for Baek Woojin, even though there are still many people who don’t know him despite being a YouTuber with a million subscribers, his face became more recognizable thanks to his frequent appearances on TV lectures.



    



    “We’ll bring out the next dish,”



    



    The staff interrupted our conversation and served the next course.



    



    “Wow. What is this?”



    



    “It smells amazing.”



    



    “It actually works together like this?”



    



    On top of the jajangmyeon was a thick slice of beef and a perfectly cooked soft-boiled egg in the center—an almost violent combination of richness.



    



    Even from a distance, the truffle aroma hit my nose, completely disarming my resolve to not eat jajangmyeon.



    



    “Dude, just eat it,” Cha Ji-chan said, pushing his bowl toward the center.



    



    “No, I shouldn’t.”



    



    “You can just work out later. If you don’t eat this now, you’ll be stressed all week, and that’s even worse. When you’re stressed, your brain releases adrenaline.”



    



    “Cortisol,” Baek Woojin chimed in.



    



    “Right. Cortisol gets released, making you more alert. But when stress lingers, the cortisol causes your body to produce more glucose, fatty acids, and amino acids, which raises your blood sugar and increases your appetite.”



    



    “Ji-chan’s right. Stress is one of the causes of obesity.”



    



    “I thought people just said that when they didn’t know the real reason,” I said, surprised.



    



    “Not at all. Stress can actually give you the energy to push forward and improve—if you get it under control. But if it keeps building up, it’ll harm you,” Baek Woojin nodded in agreement with Joo Ji-seung.



    



    “Just eat it,” Cha Ji-chan insisted, offering me part of his portion.



    



    Baek Woojin and Joo Ji-seung also shared a little, so I ended up with quite a bit.



    



    Jajangmyeon.



    



    For me, the famous jajangmyeon vs. jjamppong debate was never an issue. Since my first taste at age six, I’ve never once betrayed jajangmyeon in almost 30 years.



    



    Sure, my mom gave birth to me, but 20% of my belly fat was made by Chinese restaurant chefs.



    



    And now, the jajangmyeon I love was in front of me, in its most luxurious form.



    



    The glossy, beautiful noodles.



    



    A rich, juicy steak and a soft-boiled egg that looked ready to burst at a touch.



    



    And the most seductive fragrance, Truffle No. 5.



    



    I picked up my chopsticks with reverence.



    



    “Mmm.”



    



    I was taken aback.



    



    It felt like seeing an old neighborhood friend who suddenly had a new hairstyle and fancy clothes. The playful kid who used to kick me for fun was gone, replaced by someone gazing down at me with heavily made-up eyes and a confident smile.



    



    Could the addition of truffles really change the taste so much?



    



    Helpless against the irresistible umami, I devoured the beef steak draped in a rich sauce like a fur coat.



    



    It was delicious.



    



    I couldn’t think about anything else but the act of eating this jajangmyeon in front of me.



    



    All sense of decorum gone, I shoveled it into my mouth, while the soft-boiled egg just smiled at me, calming me down.



    



    Like an obedient child, I carefully cracked the egg open and mixed in the yolk. One bite of the creamy mixture brought a wave of pleasure that overwhelmed me.



    



    “This is insane.”



    



    Baek Woojin was also devouring his truffle jajangmyeon.



    



    “Hey, give me back what I gave you,” Cha Ji-chan said, trying to take back the portion he had shared with me.



    



    “Why? You gave it to me.”



    



    “Now that I’ve tasted it, I can’t let you eat it. You’ll die.”



    



    “Don’t be ridiculous. I’m eating this.”



    



    Neither of us was willing to back down, and we reached a stalemate.



    



    I glanced over and saw Joo Ji-seung speeding up his chopstick action, trying to finish his share without saying a word.



    



    “See, this is why I said we should order four,” Baek Woojin said.



    



    “I didn’t know it would be this good.”



    



    “Here, have some jjamppong.”



    



    “I don’t like jjamppong.”



    



    “Then why did you order it?”



    



    “I told you! I didn’t know!”



    



    “Ugh, this is so childish. You two are both over 70 combined. Why are you fighting over food?”



    



    Baek Woojin shook his head, looking at us like we were pathetic.



    



    “Then why don’t you share yours?”



    



    But he didn’t respond, just kept his head down and continued eating without a word.



    



    ***



    



    A restaurant with a great atmosphere, delicious food, and like-minded people.



    



    381,000 won is not a waste.



    



    "It's not a waste..."



    



    After I finished paying, Cha Ji-chan put his arm around my shoulder.



    



    "I ate well."



    



    "I ate well."



    



    "I ate well."



    



    Baek Woo-jin and Joo Ji-seung also greeted us.



    



    "Jiseung hyung, let's really work out together next time."



    



    381,000 won?



    



    "Okay." Should we watch it together when Chan-young goes out? "Without needing to set a separate date."



    



    Did you say 381,000 won?



    



    "Good." You can come over anytime.



    



    If it's 381,000 won, that's more than half of my monthly food expenses. Is this right? Is this okay?



    



    How is Chanyong? "Are you okay?"



    



    381,000 won?



    



    "Side dishes?"



    



    Ah, yeah. 381,000 won.”



    



    In that moment, I thought something was wrong.



    



    "Ah."



    



    "Khahakhah!"



    



    Cha Ji-chan laughed loudly, and Ju Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin also giggled.



    



    I should have paid it off coolly without showing any signs, but that was too much money for me.



    



    "Anyway, see you next week."



    



    "I'll get it ready." Be careful with the side dishes and go in with Woojin."



    



    I'm going.



    



    Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin left, and I was left alone.



    



    The winter wind is still chilly.



    



    "Shall we walk?"



    



    Even though it's cold, I thought about walking home since I overindulged today, and at that moment, I was utterly shocked.



    



    I, who had never walked for more than 10 minutes a day, am thinking of walking from Seoul Station to Jowon-dong.



    



    This is all because I've been continuously gaslit by Cha Ji-chan's wicked tongue.



    



    I searched on the map, and it says 3 hours.



    



    At my walking speed, it would take at least 3 hours and 30 minutes to 4 hours.



    



    When I arrive home, it will be dawn.



    



    "Ah..."



    



    I've been feeling dizzy since a little while ago.



    



    Maybe it's because my blood sugar is high.



    



    As far as I know, jajangmyeon, along with tteokbokki, is one of the foods that raises blood sugar the most.



    



    It's not surprising that my body is sending out warning signals since I've been eating things like that as they are.



    



    Sigh. Let's walk.



    



    Tomorrow, there are no broadcasts and no videos to handle as outsourcing.



    



    "Really."



    



    I took out my smartphone, transferred 1 million won to my mother's account, and then made a call.



    



    -Son~



    



    "Mother." What are you doing?



    



    -I'm cleaning up after dinner. Where's the son?



    



    I had dinner with my friends. Thank you for helping with the broadcast.



    



    -Okay. People should help each other and live together. You did well.



    



    "And I sent some money to my mother's account."



    



    What money?



    



    "Last month, the broadcast went well, so I treated myself a bit."



    



    You are not saying anything.



    



    It seems like they are checking the deposit details on their phone.



    



    -Oh dear. Chan-yong, why did you send so much?



    



    "I told you I made a lot of money." "Buy some clothes and enjoy some delicious food."



    



    -Mom, you're making money. You don't have to do it this way.



    



    "I just want to do it for you." Brr, it's cold. I'll go in now.



    



    -Okay. Sleep well. Thank you.



    



    "Yes."



    



    I hung up the phone.



    



    I treated everyone to a big dinner and even gave my mother some pocket money, and in an instant, I spent 1,381,000 won, but I don't regret it at all.



    



    On the contrary, an inexplicable sense of satisfaction arises.



    



    The time when I had no money and ate free ramen at the goshiwon while being discreet.



    



    The early years of my career, living in a black company, enduring all sorts of humiliation and feeling powerless.



    



    And until recently, when I was diagnosed with diabetes and it seemed uncertain whether I could continue living as a mukbang YouTuber.



    



    Various emotions and scenes that were hard to express in words flashed through my mind like a passing parade.



    



    "......I'm not going to die, am I?"



    



    It's a good time to kill off a character in a movie or drama.



    



    When crossing the crosswalk, I walked carefully, looking left and right.

  
    To stand up



    



    "Do you like mom?" Do you like Dad? Are you a "bubmuk" person? Are you dipping it? We will only get a taste of the most intense debate in the 5,000-year history of the Korean Peninsula. For the side dishes of the baekban debate.



    



    "This is Baek Woo-jin."



    



    Another week has passed, and Thursday has returned.



    



    The previous 'Mul Naengmyeon vs Bibim Naengmyeon' and 'Chocolate vs Candy', as well as last week's 'Kimchi vs Pickles', all received a great response, so the pressure is on.



    



    The PD of the broadcasting station also showed interest, and with over 5,000 viewers, I felt pressured not to make any mistakes.



    



    The pressure to be funny is no joke.



    



    He took a deep breath and continued his speech.



    



    "Did something big come today?"



    



    "It's a big deal."



    



    "Vanilla vs Mint Chocolate." We will conduct a serious, transparent, and healthy discussion on what is more delicious.



    



    Healthy debate, my ass, lol



    



    Baek Woo-jin, win!



    



    Seriously, so shameless for side dishes



    



    Not a single change in complexion, yet a transparent debate, lol.



    



    Mint chocolate vs vanilla



    



    Is there a need to discuss this?



    



    For real, vanilla is totally winning.



    



    Hmm~ toothpaste~



    



    Mint chocolate lovers will not be defeated!



    



    "We're together again today." The living rice cake Baek Woo-jin, who loves vanilla so much that his skin, clothes, car, and even walls are all white. Did you enjoy your meal on Saturday?



    



    I made it deliciously.



    



    "How delicious was it?"



    



    "It was really delicious."



    



    I see. For your reference, Mr. Baek Woo-jin was entertained at a high-end Chinese restaurant on Saturday, so I hope the viewers will take that into consideration when making their judgment.



    



    Today is really tough.



    



    The person who lost promised to decide the position for the next debate first.



    



    In the "Kimchi vs Pickle" debate, Baek Woo-jin, who lost after claiming that pickles were tastier, chose vanilla this time.



    



    From the beginning, I preferred vanilla over mint chocolate, so preparing for the debate wasn't easy.



    



    Somehow, we need to stretch the situation out to the viewer voting stage to have even a slight chance of winning.



    



    It's important to build rapport in advance.



    



    "I hope you remember that the person who provided that bribe was a member of the side dish committee."



    



    Baek Woo-jin counterattacked.



    



    They bought me a meal and now they're accusing me of taking a bribe.



    



    That's so underhanded, lobbying like that.



    



    But anyway, even if you win the debate, you're still buying me dinner, right? What's the point of lobbying while buying dinner?



    



    LOL Real



    



    Dumbass



    



    Bribery for mint chocolate support? You lost.



    



    Vote right away!



    



    "……I am Banchan, a mint chocolate independence activist who does anything for the sovereignty of mint chocolate."



    



    I bowed my head and greeted.



    



    "Today, I'll go first."



    



    After suffering three consecutive defeats, Baek Woo-jin, who was highly agitated, actively participated in the discussion.



    



    There is no chance of facing Baek Woo-jin head-on in this condition.



    



    "Of course."



    



    Vanilla. It is a spice that humanity has been using for a very long time. Even 1,000 years before Christ, it had already established itself as an important trade item in various regions such as Africa, Southeast Asia, the Middle East, and Central America. Why did that happen?



    



    "Well?"



    



    "Because it smells good." In 2022, let's take a look at the research results conducted by the research teams from Oxford University and Karolinska Institute.



    



    Baek Woo-jin showed the reference materials he had sent in advance to the viewers.



    



    The research team had 235 people from nine different cultural regions around the world smell various scents. As a result, it has been proven that vanilla scent is the most preferred, regardless of cultural background.1)



    



    Hmm~ Vanilla is the best~



    



    Mint chocolate, throw it away



    



    Vanilla won overwhelmingly, lol.



    



    I don't dislike mint chocolate, but if I had to choose between the two, it would definitely be vanilla lol



    



    Already won.



    



    Viewers are still overwhelmingly supporting Vanilla.



    



    Even so, the Mincho faction, advocating for mint chocolate's sovereignty, occasionally appeared, but their chats were quickly drowned out by vanilla supporters.



    



    "I will acknowledge that the vanilla scent is the most preferred."



    



    "Then it's over, right?"



    



    "No." I acknowledge that vanilla scent is popular, but mint chocolate is also gaining a lot of popularity. "Please take a look at the materials."



    



    I showed various mint chocolate-related products available in stores.



    



    "Baskin-Robbins' Mint Chocolate Chip, Good Day Mint Choco Soju, Oreo Mint Cream." Even KFC released mint chocolate chicken. There are many mint chocolate products around us like this. "Why do we hide our true feelings when we love mint chocolate more than anyone else?"



    



    I like mint chocolate!



    



    Ah... mint chocolate chicken is a bit;



    



    Baskin-Robbins mint chocolate chip is delicious.



    



    Mint chocolate should be eaten cold. I also dislike warm mint chocolate.



    



    It actually tastes good once you eat it. It's real.



    



    Don't blaspheme the God of Fried Chicken.



    



    I made a mistake.



    



    Even the Mincho group that existed then split into a passive Mincho group that only supports cold Mincho and an active Mincho group.



    



    Baek Woo-jin smiles leisurely.



    



    "It's not over yet." Everyone, in fact, mint chocolate is the best-selling item among ice creams.



    



    I took out the newspaper article that had been edited in advance.



    



    There was a survey to select the top 10 favorite ice creams of Americans. Mint chocolate ranked fourth, and it's even higher than strawberry flavor.2)



    



    The viewers' reactions were mixed.



    



    It seems that the fact that mint chocolate is preferred over strawberry flavor was indeed quite shocking.



    



    "Hyung, you can't edit the data like this."



    



    "Uh?"



    



    "Do you think I didn't look up this information?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin took the keyboard and searched for the most popular ice cream flavor among Americans.



    



    And the moment I clicked on the article I edited, the chat window lit up.



    



    Vanilla is number one, lol.



    



    Mint chocolate is only in 4th place, right?



    



    I edited this, lol



    



    Did you cut off all the top three and incite people by saying it's tastier than strawberry flavor?



    



    Wow, that's really stingy for side dishes.



    



    └A man who will do anything to win



    



    "And one more."



    



    I'm already dizzy, and Baek Woo-jin stepped in once again.



    



    "Did you know that vanilla is a premium spice?"



    



    "……."



    



    I thought it was a futile resistance, but I couldn't bring myself to admit it out loud.



    



    Baek Woo-jin began to explain vanilla with great confidence.



    



    "Thanks to synthetic vanilla flavor, we encounter it easily, but in fact, vanilla is an incredibly expensive spice."



    



    Baek Woo-jin showed the news report he had sent in advance to the viewers.



    



    "This is what was reported by the British BBC broadcast." In 2017, the Enawo cyclone made landfall in Madagascar, causing vanilla prices to rise. Madagascar accounts for 75% of the world's vanilla production.



    



    All I can do is sigh.



    



    At this time, the price of vanilla is $600 per kilogram. It was more expensive than silver during the same period.3



    



    Is it more expensive than the?



    



    Hey. It's a temporary issue caused by production problems.



    



    Even so, does it make sense for it to be more expensive than silver? lol



    



    "That's right." It was a temporary phenomenon, but it usually trades for around $100. "$100 for 1kg is quite expensive."



    



    The viewers agree.



    



    "However, we must note that vanilla was traded despite the production disruptions that caused prices to rise." Why is that? Because vanilla is so delicious that it's worth buying even more expensive than silver.



    



    It's perfect logic.



    



    Even if I had argued from Vanilla's perspective, I would have said it like this.



    



    "Claiming that such expensive vanilla tastes worse than mint chocolate is bound to cause controversy."



    



    "Controversy?"



    



    "The claim that mint chocolate, which is cheaper than vanilla, tastes better could easily be misunderstood as anti-capitalist."



    



    OMG, LOL!



    



    Baek Woo-jin is really sharpening his sword today, lol.



    



    It's fierce.



    



    I got back exactly what I gave for the side dishes, lol.



    



    I never expected Baek Woo-jin to come out this harshly.



    



    You didn't have to do it this way; you had a good chance of winning anyway. It seems like you're really determined to win this week.



    



    "Anti-capitalism itself isn't bad, but among them, there are many fascists, Nazis, and anarchists." "If you don't want to be misunderstood for no reason, it's better to concede at this point."



    



    Pathetic, just admit defeat quickly.



    



    If you like mint chocolate, you're an anarchist... Note...



    



    This one is lost.



    



    This is for side dishes, it can't be flipped.



    



    Keeping your mouth tightly shut.



    



    Swallowing my tears, I slowly lifted my head.



    



    The chat room is already filled with vanilla supporters, and the oppressed Mincho group is nowhere to be found.



    



    However, I believe.



    



    They may be temporarily overshadowed by public opinion, but there are definitely people who love mint chocolate.



    



    They are silently cheering for me.



    



    "......Commissioner Baek Woo-jin."



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Do you know the stories of the righteous army during the Imjin War?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin and the viewers reacted by asking what kind of random story he was bringing up.



    



    "When King Seonjo tried to flee to the Ming Dynasty, the people organized volunteer armies and fought across the country." To protect their families, they willingly charged at the enemy armed with matchlocks.



    



    I took a deep breath.



    



    Japanese colonial period. "Do you remember our ancestors who lived steadfastly even after having their rice, land, and even their names taken away?"



    



    "......What are you suddenly talking about?"



    



    "During the IMF." Do you remember our parents' generation, who lost their jobs, their homes, and their future overnight, yet continued to survive like weeds? Do you know all their names?



    



    I asked with a heart full of resentment.



    



    Baek Woo-jin didn't answer, and I opened my mouth with tears in my eyes.



    



    "......mint chocolate."



    



    hahahahahahahahahaha



    



    Crazy, lol.



    



    I'm going crazy



    



    Mint chocolate, damn it, lol



    



    "No matter how much we are persecuted and trampled, we rise up steadfastly." Our nation! Can you forget mint chocolate!

  
    To stand up



    



    "That's not what it means!"



    



    "What do you mean by 'what's different'?"



    



    Emotions are important.



    



    She shouted as if to release the resentment that had been suppressed for many years.



    



    "I just like you!" Exploding here and getting hit there. What on earth did our common people do to deserve such persecution?



    



    "No."



    



    "Even though it clearly has the name mint chocolate, it not only has the stigma of toothpaste but also has to deal with that!" When the same green tea, which is just a type of grass, is used in lattes, ice cream, and roll cakes, it receives all kinds of love! "Why does poor mint chocolate have to be persecuted?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin smacks his lips.



    



    Mint chocolate is no different from us. You who oppress and discriminate against these common people are a traitor to the nation, no! I'm a mint chocolate chip hater!



    



    Eugene messed up.



    



    Do you know the sorrow of Mincho?



    



    Mint chocolate is the best



    



    Yeah, but I'm still not eating~



    



    Hang in there.



    



    Crazy lololololol, did you really take drugs lololol



    



    You're connecting it like this, lol



    



    Before long, the opinions of the viewers, who have now surpassed 7,000, have finally begun to diverge.



    



    "Mint chocolate... mint chocolate?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin muttered incomprehensible words with a bewildered expression.



    



    "I will end the discussion here." For the next 5 minutes, you can choose between vanilla and mint chocolate.



    



    I opened the voting window.



    



    1 was mint chocolate, 2 was vanilla, so at least let's start the voting, and soon after, the votes poured in.



    



    "Mint chocolate..."



    



    "How long are you going to keep that up?" "Get a grip."



    



    "Mint chocolate?"



    



    As he looked at the voting window where the results were reflected in real-time, Baek Woo-jin's eyes changed.



    



    Despite all the lies and propaganda I could muster, vanilla and mint chocolate were neck and neck in the vote count.



    



    Isn't it vote manipulation?



    



    Does it make sense to mix vanilla with mint chocolate?



    



    No way, lol. Is it really mixed like this?



    



    Mint chocolate!



    



    The early fans are everywhere.



    



    Honestly, I have to side with the mint chocolate lovers on this one.



    



    "Everyone!" The dirty work I had to do at the company and the absurdities I experienced in society. All of that is oppression against the people!



    



    "No!" No! Mincho is not Mincho! Mint chocolate is chocolate!



    



    "Chocolate, you say!" Are you planning to betray Kakao again?



    



    "Don't do that!"



    



    “저! Mint Choco independence activist Banchan-yong, who has been striving to reclaim the sovereignty of Mint Choco! "We earnestly and fervently cry out that you will show the power of the common people!"



    



    It seems that the last cry, uttered with a heart that felt like it was bleeding, reached its destination.



    



    The point at which the voting is completed.



    



    Mint chocolate received 3,213 votes, defeating vanilla, which garnered 3,098 votes, and finally regained its sovereignty.



    



    "Ahhhhh!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin grabbed his hair and screamed.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    After finishing the first part of Thursday's broadcast, "Debate on White Food: Mint Chocolate vs Vanilla," I took a moment to catch my breath.



    



    When we have discussions, we temporarily disable super chats to avoid affecting the flow of the broadcast, and we often use this time to receive donations.



    



    Watching the super chats pouring in one after another, I can't think straight.



    



    └[JustJust has donated 10,000 won]: Is your diabetes a bit better now?



    



    "Just just, thank you." The blood sugar has gone down quite a bit. I'm going to the hospital tomorrow morning, and I plan to check my HbA1c then. Thank you for your concern.



    



    Actually, I was supposed to go last week, but the broadcast schedule got tight, and I ended up missing it.



    



    The medicine is almost gone, so I must stop by tomorrow.



    



    "Come to think of it, were you okay on Saturday?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who was in shock from the four consecutive defeats, asked.



    



    When I gave him the chocolate I had kept for when he had low blood sugar, he quickly regained his senses.



    



    "I felt a bit dizzy, but as I walked, I started to feel better." As soon as I got home, my blood sugar was around 140.



    



    Even though I indulged in a full-course meal and devoured jjajangmyeon, my blood sugar didn't spike significantly.



    



    Since I felt dizzy, my blood sugar must have definitely gone up, but thanks to walking for over two hours, there were no unusual symptoms.



    



    "Did you really walk?"



    



    "Giving up halfway." Wow, it's so cold and tough, I can't stand it. Oh, Belly Fairy, thank you for the 5,000 won.



    



    For a while, even the support and words disappeared.



    



    I'm exhausted.



    



    The Baekban debate is definitely good content, but the problem is that it leaves you drained after just one session.



    



    Time is needed until recovery.



    



    "What should we do next week?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin just happened to bring up a good topic for conversation.



    



    When you do broadcasts for a long time, there are times when the conversation gets interrupted like this, but seeing them bring up an appropriate topic each time, they truly are a million-subscriber YouTuber.



    



    "Well."



    



    Pizza vs Chicken



    



    Kimchi stew vs Doenjang stew



    



    Flounder vs Rockfish



    



    Let's go with "bubmeok" vs "jjikmeok"



    



    Pineapple Pizza Debate



    



    How about pineapple pizza?



    



    Baek Woo-jin read a chat message.



    



    Pineapple pizza is as controversial and talkative a topic as mint chocolate.



    



    "It's good, but..." Which side are you on?



    



    "I think it's delicious."



    



    "Me too."



    



    You think pineapple pizza is delicious?



    



    This is going to cause some controversy.



    



    Foodie



    



    Mr. Diabetes, you didn't know anything about taste?



    



    The viewers are furious.



    



    I knew that many people disliked pineapple pizza, but this reaction is unexpected.



    



    "But there is a part where pineapple pizza gets a bit of unfair treatment." It's just sweet and delicious.



    



    "That's right." There may be differences in taste, but it's not something you can't eat.



    



    Baek Woo-jin's eyes sparkled.



    



    "Ah, they call pineapple pizza Hawaiian pizza, but actually, it was made by a Canadian."



    



    It seems like another story you want to explain has come to mind.



    



    If you just throw something out there, they'll start talking on their own, so it's really easy to broadcast together.



    



    It's only been four weeks since we started discussing the whiteboard together, but now that I've worked directly with him, I can see why so many people want Baek Woo-jin.



    



    They are a master at stretching out content.



    



    The Ugenius videos, especially the editing, take a long time, so I wish they would cut down on the talking.



    



    Being in a position to broadcast together, I couldn't feel more reassured.



    



    "……."



    



    In the end, I'm the one editing it, so why was I relieved?



    



    "There was a German dish with toast and pineapple, and I got inspired by it to make this."



    



    "Are you saying that a Canadian made a Hawaiian-style pizza after seeing German cuisine?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    Confusing.



    



    "But the funny thing is, when the Hawaiian pizza debate was in full swing, sales skyrocketed."



    



    "Did it sell well?"



    



    In the midst of the fierce fighting, I was puzzled and asked back, "How come sales actually increased?"



    



    According to Grubhub's Food of the Year report for 2020, 30 million people ordered Hawaiian pizza from January to November. Sales increased by 689% compared to 2019.1)



    



    "I thought foreigners didn't like pineapple pizza."



    



    "Italians are particularly so, but actually, if you know the history of pizza, it's a misguided approach."



    



    Baek Woo-jin's eyes widened.



    



    "I want to talk about pizza."



    



    "Then." "Do you want to do it next week?"



    



    He/she doesn't readily answer.



    



    It seemed like they were hesitating, so I waited, and then they tilted their head and spoke.



    



    It seems like we should schedule about 8 hours a week. There's a lot to prepare.



    



    "What?"



    



    "Pizza story."



    



    "What?"



    



    "I'm fine." "Do you think I can't do it?"



    



    I wonder if this person is in their right mind.



    



    As for me, all I know about pizza is that Domino's Pepperoni and Potato, and Popeyes' Jones Favorite and Chicken Ranch are delicious.



    



    If we're talking about pizza, most of the time, Baek Woo-jin has to do all the talking.



    



    "Isn't this something you should be asking someone else?" Are you saying it's for 8 hours? "A whole week?"



    



    "Honestly, I want to teach a year-long course." Pizza is really fun, you know.



    



    The fun he talks about is completely different from what ordinary people think is fun.



    



    Ugenius videos are usually over 30 minutes long, and the longer ones are uploaded in full, lasting 3 to 4 hours.



    



    Nevertheless, the video viewing time is excessively long.



    



    It's because they left it on.



    



    Half of Ugenius's subscribers listen to the content, while the other half consider it more like sleep music or ASMR.



    



    If it's at a genius level, maybe.



    



    If I did a broadcast like that on my channel, the view time would be dismal.



    



    "How about doing that on your channel?"



    



    "Don't you want to do it?"



    



    "Because it's too long." If you're going to put that much effort into it, it makes sense to do it on your channel. You're going to explain almost everything.



    



    Baek Woo-jin pondered for a moment and then nodded.



    



    "Okay."



    



    "Everyone, did you hear that?" Next Thursday, I'll be on Genius.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Friday.



    



    I visited the hospital after 5-6 weeks.



    



    After consulting with the doctor and having my blood drawn to check the HbA1c levels, I returned to the consultation room.



    



    "You've improved a lot."



    



    The doctor delivered the good news.



    



    "Initially, my HbA1c was 10.9%, but now it is 8.6%."2)



    



    For saying that it has improved a lot, it's still high.



    



    The normal range is 4.0~6.0%, so I have a long way to go.



    



    "It hasn't improved that much."



    



    The doctor smiled slightly.



    



    "Glycated hemoglobin is the average blood sugar level over three months." You've been taking care of it for about 6 weeks now, so it will be quite different by the next time you come. Are you exercising?



    



    "I'm working hard."



    



    "It's nice." "Just keep doing it like you are now, and how's the eating going?"



    



    "I'm dying." Whenever I eat something wrong, my blood sugar spikes, so I end up walking right after meals.



    



    "It's a good habit." Just walking for 30 minutes after a meal really has a huge effect. You're doing well. How would you like your medicine prepared? "Like last time, a month?"



    



    Please do it that way.



    



    I received the prescription and left the hospital.



    



    It hasn't improved as much as I hoped, but hearing that it's okay to keep going like this gives me another boost of energy.



    



    I'm proud of myself for working hard for six weeks.



    



    Even though I ate jjajangmyeon like that again, I found hope in the fact that the trend is good.



    



    "……."



    



    Then, how about we eat something delicious today?



    



    Actually, yesterday we discussed 'Mint Chocolate vs Vanilla' as the topic for our dinner debate, and in the second part, we talked about where ice cream developed and how it has evolved.



    



    As a result, today has become a day for eating ice cream.



    



    We decided to eat the food we dealt with on Thursday on Friday.



    



    I'm a bit scared to eat ice cream, but actually, I was fine after eating jjajangmyeon, so I wonder if eating a little ice cream would make things worse.



    



    "No."



    



    I shook my head.



    



    I had been strictly avoiding foods with sugar, but ever since I ate jajangmyeon, I've been craving sweet foods constantly.



    



    It would have been better if I had just kept not eating.



    



    I keep thinking about the delicious food I had; it's such a problem.



    



    "They will understand."



    



    My viewers usually tease and roast me, but when it comes to this kind of thing, they take care of me more than anyone else.



    



    If you say you can't eat ice cream because of your blood sugar, "You want to eat it, right?" I want to eat it, but I can't, right? They might tease me, but they are not the kind of people who wouldn't understand.



    



    "……Ah." I'm going crazy.



    



    Today, I keep thinking about the dessert bar in Gangnam that I used to visit with Baek Woo-jin.

  
    To stand up



    



    "We have prepared this for 6 million diabetics." Healthy."



    



    "Delicious."



    



    "Make some side dishes."



    



    "Jujiyong."



    



    Saturday.



    



    We started broadcasting from the Bucheon Banya Shikyeong Studio.



    



    It's already the third greeting, but the opening remarks feel really awkward and uncomfortable.



    



    What's going on today, lol?



    



    No matter how much I look at it, I just can't get used to it.



    



    Don't even think about using a flower vase



    



    Isn't it a creeling?



    



    Taerin, Dad is living so hard like this.



    



    Why is Krillin acting so tough?



    



    As mentioned in the chat, there's one more thing bothering me today: the abbot has six dots on his head and is wearing a Shaolin martial arts uniform.



    



    Thanks to his extraordinary muscles, he is unmistakably a tall Krillin.



    



    Choi Michael is quietly chuckling today as well, perhaps pleased with his own idea.



    



    I think that person is working together to make Joo Ji-seung wear a strange costume.



    



    "Alright, today you'll know just by looking." I'll try making some Chinese-style dishes.



    



    "Chinese style?"



    



    What comes to mind when you think of lunch?



    



    "Jajangmyeon, fried rice, sweet and sour pork, maybe?"



    



    The monk nodded as if he had expected that.



    



    "Right." But other than fried rice, it's not easy to make at home, right? Today, I've prepared a Chinese dish that you can make incredibly easily.



    



    "Can I eat this?"



    



    I really like Chinese food, but I couldn't enjoy it properly because of my blood sugar.



    



    I'm a bit worried because my blood sugar went up after eating Chinese food last Saturday, and I had to walk for two hours.



    



    "Sure." It's a recipe for people with diabetes.



    



    "Oh." What is it?



    



    "Tomato egg soup and egg sundubu."



    



    "……."



    



    I like tomatoes and I like egg soup, but I never even dreamed of eating them together.



    



    If it appears, it will be a nightmare.



    



    The combination of eggs and soft tofu is also unfamiliar.



    



    Chanyong, can't you trust me?"



    



    Jujiseung, having read my expression, asked as if to confirm.



    



    "I believe." "But people can make mistakes too, you know."



    



    "Eh." You don't think I'd feed you something weird, do you? It's all tried and tested recipes, so don't worry and just follow along.



    



    Among the foods this person has verified were cola pork belly, Cheetos butter fries, and soybean paste tteokbokki.



    



    I'm anxious.



    



    "Alright, first, egg soft tofu." The recipe is really easy. Add 2 tablespoons of soy sauce, a pinch of Dashida, and 1 tablespoon of water, then mix well. Instead of Dashida, you can add a spoonful of oyster sauce, chicken stock, tuna extract, or anchovy sauce according to your preference.



    



    Following the monk's instructions, I put soy sauce, Dashida, and water into a small bowl and mixed them well.



    



    "The sauce is ready, so now the eggs." Beat 2 eggs well. Chan-yong.



    



    Following the monk's request, I cracked two eggs and whisked them well, then the monk took out some peppers and chopped them finely.



    



    "Then, pour some cooking oil into the frying pan and add the chili." That's right. It's making chili oil. I make it, but you and Chanyong can just use the chili oil sold in stores. Oh, Chan-young can't handle spicy food, right?



    



    Totally a scaredy-cat.



    



    I take pride in eating, but I can feel utterly small when it comes to spicy food.



    



    In the early days of the side dish shop, I once burned my tongue by being overly eager.



    



    "You got in trouble last time for eating spicy tonkatsu."



    



    "That's right."



    



    Seeing me in a daze, Joo Ji-seung smirks.



    



    "This isn't spicy, so you don't have to worry." "You're fully aware, right?"



    



    At this point, it's moving.



    



    Not only today, but also the fact that I can make something to eat at home is all thanks to Joo Ji-seung.



    



    I wonder why I'm going this far for you.



    



    ……Well, it does work.



    



    When the chili oil rises like this, add the soft tofu. You can chop the green onions finely and add them according to your preference. I recommend using chives, but since we don't have any, I'll just use green onions.



    



    Jujiseung cut the soft tofu in half and added it in chunks.



    



    "Chan-young, try putting in an egg."



    



    "Yes."



    



    I poured the egg mixture into the heated frying pan. The sound of the eggs cooking, plop plop, gives a sense of relief like the sound of rain.



    



    "Now you just need to cook it evenly." The shape of the soft tofu can't be helped if it gets ruined, but I'll try to handle it as carefully as possible.



    



    When the eggs were cooked just right, they were neatly placed on a plate, and the pre-made sauce was poured over them.



    



    "It's delicious as it is, but if you add a little pepper, it's amazing."



    



    Jujiseung finished the egg sundubu by turning the pepper shaker.



    



    "Here, try this."



    



    It's a combination that can't possibly taste bad from the ingredients alone.



    



    As I scoop it up with a spoon and put it in my mouth, the flavors of chili oil and pepper swirl around, and the soft tofu and egg dance on top.



    



    The sensation of gently gliding across every part of the mouth with the tongue couldn't be any smoother.



    



    "This chili oil and pepper are amazing." So delicious.



    



    The flavor, which could easily become monotonous, has been enriched with two seasonings.



    



    "Right?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung smiled slightly.



    



    I thought someone like this was a gangster, but the more I look at him, the more handsome he becomes.



    



    "This is really a complete high-protein food." "I used to eat chicken breast every day, but if you eat it like this, it's tasty and you can get your protein too, so it's good to learn it once."



    



    "Really." At this level, I can do it too.



    



    This broadcast is special. It looks easy, but it's difficult when you try to follow along.



    



    This looks really easy, doesn't it?



    



    Looks like there's nothing.



    



    Is it really delicious?



    



    It's a combination of tofu and eggs, there's no way it wouldn't taste good, lol.



    



    For real, it even had seasoning in it.



    



    I'm curious about what it tastes like.



    



    "Then let's make tomato egg soup now."



    



    It feels different from when I first heard it.



    



    The aversion has completely disappeared, and I am curious about what the tomato egg drop soup would taste like.



    



    First, the broth. When making soup dishes, the broth is important. These days, there are products that come in packs like this, so you can easily make broth.



    



    The monk glanced at me and shook his head.



    



    "That's right." You wouldn't have something like this at home, right?



    



    └For real, lol



    



    Even if I buy stuff like that, I forget and don't use it.



    



    It's not expensive.



    



    "Actually, we use broth because of its umami flavor." That umami flavor can be solved with this~



    



    Jujiseung held up chicken stock and Dashida.



    



    I also have some Dashida and Miwon at home, and it seems like the viewers are the same.



    



    The response is good.



    



    "Slice the tomato this thinly." Originally, it's better to blanch it once and then peel off the skin. People who are sensitive about things sticking in their mouths dislike it.



    



    "I don't do it because it's a hassle."



    



    Joo Ji-seung chuckled, and the viewers agreed.



    



    "Chan-yong, just like you did earlier, beat the eggs and this time chop the green onions."



    



    "How?"



    



    "Diagonal cut." Like that. Please cut it all into pieces.



    



    "Yes~"



    



    As I was slicing the green onions at an angle and beating the eggs, Joo Ji-seung had already finished cutting four tomatoes and coated the pot with cooking oil.



    



    He even had time to beat the three eggs he had asked me to prepare.



    



    His speed is definitely on another level.



    



    “Set the heat to low, and like we did earlier with the chili oil, we’ll make scallion oil.”



    



    As the scallion oil started sizzling, he added minced garlic.



    



    “Minced garlic is now available in small portions. It lasts a while, so if you buy it, you can use it little by little. Now, let’s sauté the tomatoes as well.”



    



    Before long, the green onions, minced garlic, and tomatoes had softened.



    



    Even though no water was added, liquid had formed from the tomatoes.



    



    “Now, we’ll add water. I’m going to add 300ml. Then, one tablespoon of soy sauce, and we need to add starch.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung looked up.



    



    “For those with diabetes, starch is really bad. Sure, it makes the dish taste better, but you should avoid glass noodles and starch powder if possible.”



    



    Starch powder, after all, is just a refined product—essentially carbohydrates.



    



    It already spikes blood sugar, and because it’s in powdered form, it digests quickly, which is a nightmare for diabetics.



    



    “So, I’ll just show you how much to use.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung scooped half a spoonful of starch powder, added five spoons of water, and dissolved it.



    



    “Alright, see how it’s starting to boil? You just need to add this much. Gradually stir it in to get the right thickness.”



    



    His speech became a bit faster.



    



    It’s natural, since he was explaining while cooking.



    



    “If you’re going to add starch, you can use only three tomatoes and add a bit more water. But since we’re not using starch, we’re adding more tomatoes and less water to deepen the flavor. Don’t worry about the exact amounts—I’ll add subtitles later for reference.”



    



    "Not using starch anyway."



    



    "LOL, we can just follow what we're seeing right now."



    



    "Yeah, I don’t have diabetes, but I’m too lazy to add it anyway."



    



    "So true, haha."



    



    "Who even has starch at home?"



    



    "Can I use flour instead?"



    



    “Can I use flour instead of starch?” I asked, reading a viewer’s comment.



    



    “No, flour won’t work. For some sauces, you can substitute starch with flour, but in this dish, the taste of flour would be too overpowering and would change the flavor too much.”



    



    “Ah~”



    



    “Honestly, half of cooking is just avoiding the temptation to guess and change ingredients based on assumptions,” he said with a smile.



    



    "LOL!"



    



    "Just follow the recipe, please!"



    



    "Still making things up for side dishes, huh? LOL!"



    



    "Please, if it says to use soup soy sauce, use it! Don’t substitute with regular soy sauce!"



    



    It's unfair.



    



    I asked on behalf of the viewers who were curious, but I got misunderstood.



    



    "Now that it has boiled enough, slowly pour in the egg mixture."



    



    As Jujiseung poured the egg mixture into the tomato soup, the eggs floated to the surface, turning a bright yellow.



    



    There, seasoning it with Dashida and salt, and even sprinkling some pepper, it doesn't look too bad.



    



    Even the smell is nice.



    



    "Where."



    



    The moment I took a sip of the broth, my prejudice against tomato egg soup crumbled so easily.



    



    The clear and rich broth is exquisite.



    



    I liked the tomato sauce, but I never thought the broth would be this delicious.



    



    "How is it?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung asked with an expectant look in his eyes.



    



    "It's so delicious." It's so clean, but I've never tasted anything this deep before. The speed is reassuring.



    



    Above all, I was surprised by how at ease I felt.



    



    As the warm broth comes in, my body and mind calm down, and I think it would be okay not to have rice.



    



    It seems like bread would suit it better than rice, but it's amazing that it's Chinese food.



    



    If starch is added, will it feel different?



    



    "I really need to eat this tomorrow."



    



    Making Chinese-style egg soft tofu



    



    Soft tofu (1 block), eggs (2), green onion (if you don't like the texture, use chives), soy sauce (2 tablespoons), oyster sauce (1 tablespoon), chili oil.



    



    Mix 2 tablespoons of soy sauce, 1 tablespoon of oyster sauce, and 1 tablespoon of water well.



    



    Cut the green onions into appropriate sizes and beat the eggs well.



    



    Heat the frying pan on low heat, add cooking oil, and then add the soft tofu and egg mixture.



    



    Gently and carefully mix it in.



    



    After placing it in a bowl, drizzle the pre-made sauce over it and finish with a touch of chili oil.



    



    You can sprinkle pepper according to your preference; it tastes great.



    



    Mix it well.

  
    To stand up



    



    Sunday.



    



    Since it was a rare day off, I was lounging around at home when I got hungry and opened the fridge.



    



    Chicken breast, bean sprouts, spinach.



    



    "……."



    



    I'm fed up.



    



    For six weeks, I've mostly been eating just these, except for a few meals.



    



    The side dishes my mother sent me are all gone, so it looks like I'll only be eating brown rice and chicken breast today.



    



    Shall we try what we learned yesterday?



    



    I remember the Chinese-style egg tofu and tomato egg soup that Jujiseung made for me yesterday.



    



    Since I had to take a walk anyway, I decided to do some shopping at the same time.



    



    I quickly threw on some clothes and went to the nearby mart to check out the fresh produce section.



    



    "There's sundubu." Eggs."



    



    I'm debating whether to get a 30-egg carton or a 10-egg carton.



    



    If I think about carrying it, the 10-pack is better, but if I consider the price per unit, the 30-pack is much cheaper.



    



    Since I've been cutting down on living expenses, I should buy a pack and eat it diligently.



    



    I put a dozen eggs in the cart and looked for the sauce corner.



    



    I didn't have the confidence to be as diligent as Jujiseung, so I bought one each of chili oil and oyster sauce.



    



    Now, all that's left is a tomato or so.



    



    "……Oh."



    



    The smell of bread wafted from afar.



    



    The smell of freshly baked bread is truly the most comforting in the world.



    



    My heart has become so peaceful.



    



    With my eyes closed, I slowly followed the smell, and before I knew it, various breads appeared before me.



    



    The muffin made with plenty of cream cheese, caramel syrup, and almonds caught my eye first, and even at the discounted price, it's only 6,500 won for 18 pieces.



    



    "Crazy."



    



    Even if you eat six pieces per meal, you can have three meals for only 6,500 won.



    



    Because I treated Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin, my living expenses are tight right now, so this is the best option.



    



    If only I didn't have diabetes.



    



    Suddenly, I turned my eyes and a fresh cream roll cake caught my attention.



    



    The fluffy bread covered in chocolate whipped cream is as adorable as a black cat cradling a kitten.



    



    Moreover, the surface of the bread is also generously sprinkled with powdered sugar.



    



    Seeing the five-colored macarons inside the transparent plastic box, I couldn't help but drool.



    



    The sight of them sleeping in a line of four looks just like jewels.



    



    "……."



    



    I can't bring myself to go home, so I just watch.



    



    Macarons made in places like this aren't that tasty, and if you're going to eat them, it's better to go to a proper place.



    



    But it's 17,980 won for 20 pieces, isn't it?



    



    That should be delicious enough, right?



    



    “아. I'm going crazy.



    



    It was a mistake to go grocery shopping on an empty stomach in the first place.



    



    I shook my head vigorously and found the tomato.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    It wasn't comparable to the meal that Jujiseung made, but it was a decent lunch nonetheless.



    



    I had a satisfying meal with tomato egg soup and egg sundubu, even though I didn't eat any rice.



    



    After tidying up a bit, I lay down and watched YouTube for a while.



    



    Suddenly stood up.



    



    "Are you serious?"



    



    Five-colored macarons are dancing in my eyes.



    



    Not only the macarons, but also the milk cream balls, walnut pie, cheesecake, and spoonable tiramisu—all the products in the bread corner unfold like a panorama.



    



    Thinking about that strangely makes me hungry.



    



    It's only been 2 hours since I had lunch, but I'm starving.



    



    "Ah."



    



    Is this what unrequited love feels like?



    



    I've never been passionately in love with someone, but this feeling of constantly thinking about and wanting to see someone to the point of going crazy—could this be what unrequited love feels like?



    



    "Shall we take a look at what's there?"



    



    As long as we don't place an order.



    



    I opened the delivery app and searched for bakeries that deliver.



    



    "Red bean paste with cream." 하아. It looks delicious.



    



    Even plain red bean bread is delicious, but this one with cream is a truly wicked treat.



    



    When soft cream and red bean paste come together, and you add some savory bread and milk, there's nothing more to envy in the world.



    



    There is much more cream in it than in a typical cream-filled red bean bun, so it can't possibly taste bad.



    



    "......No."



    



    I don't know for sure, but with the bread, red bean paste, and cream, the blood sugar will be extremely high.



    



    I'm so relieved that my reason is still functioning properly.



    



    "Is it Sarada Goroke?"



    



    Putting nostalgic salad between fried bread.



    



    When I was young, if I went to the market with my mother, she would sometimes buy me cabbage salad mixed with ketchup and mayonnaise to put in korokke.



    



    This is definitely delicious.



    



    "No." No.



    



    Let's pull ourselves together.



    



    Today is not a cheat day.



    



    I've endured so much until now, but I can't undo everything with a single mistake.



    



    "……You ate something healthy yesterday."



    



    Come to think of it, I ate such healthy food yesterday, which was my cheat day.



    



    Neither tomato egg soup nor egg sundubu are dishes that raise blood sugar levels.



    



    "Oh, so it's the day to eat sugar."



    



    When I think about it, I resisted ice cream on Friday and ate healthy food on Saturday.



    



    Then, eating a little bread today won't cause any trouble.



    



    "Okay." You just need to eat bread that doesn't raise your blood sugar as much. Isn't castella pretty much healthy?



    



    Castella is a cake that mothers give to their children as a snack.



    



    Surely mothers wouldn't give their children something unhealthy.



    



    Rather, it might be a health food because it contains nutrients I don't know about.



    



    I put a small castella in the shopping basket.



    



    Croissant. This is really healthy food. It's just bread. To Europeans, this is their meal, so it can't be bad for their health, right?



    



    I chose two croissants.



    



    "Salt bread?" Did you just put salt on the bread?



    



    Wouldn't this be okay too?



    



    Bread itself is not good for blood sugar, but it's still better than macarons with monosaccharides.



    



    "White bread is nice." It's delicious when you toast it. Whole wheat bread is good for your health too.



    



    I ordered through a delivery app for the first time in ages and then lay down.



    



    The thought that I will soon be able to eat bread makes me excited and brings a smile to my face.



    



    "Let's really just eat a little bit." That's fine."



    



    It's a bit unsettling, but I actually lowered my blood sugar by walking even after eating jajangmyeon.



    



    Because you've done well for the past six weeks.



    



    The hospital said the trend is good, so if we are careful, there shouldn't be any major problems.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    9 PM.



    



    As soon as I got back from the gym, I lay down on the bed.



    



    Before being diagnosed with diabetes, my sleep schedule was so irregular that I thought I might have insomnia, and I couldn't achieve deep sleep, waking up every 2 to 3 hours.



    



    These days, I tend to sleep comfortably.



    



    I think it probably got better gradually through my eating habits and exercise.



    



    Side dish store



    



    @banchan2



    



    180,000 subscribers



    



    I accessed the YouTube channel while lying down.



    



    I usually check the YouTube channel frequently to see the comments, views, and subscriber count, but these days, the numbers change every time I look.



    



    Even though I know I'm wasting time getting caught up in the fun, I still keep refreshing.



    



    Are you going to flip this here?



    



    Mint chocolate is crazy, lol



    



    Baek Woo-jin has a meltdown every time Kakao is mentioned, haha.



    



    If I had my way, I would like to give a heart to each and every comment, but there are so many comments that it's overwhelming.



    



    "The discussion about the set meal is definitely different."



    



    Just like "We Make Side Dishes for You," which is uploaded simultaneously on the Banyasikgyeong channel, "How Long Will You Keep Frowning?" is shared on the Jimkkun channel.The response is good, but...



    



    The main driving force behind the growth of my channel right now is "Baekban Debate."



    



    It was uploaded only to the side dish store, and above all, all four episodes recorded 1 million views.



    



    On the day the 백반 discussion is uploaded, you can find 백반 discussion capture photos on various community sites.



    



    Comments keep coming in like this.



    



    If one more thing goes well here, it seems like rapid growth is possible.



    



    "……."



    



    The story about the TV station PD that Cha Ji-chan told me earlier is on my mind.



    



    Even though it's a pilot program, just appearing on TV will be helpful.



    



    Even if we fail, we can experience an environment different from internet broadcasting in advance, and it's something I can do well, plus, most importantly, I'm with Baek Woo-jin.



    



    It will be less nerve-wracking than performing alone.



    



    "It would be better to do it."



    



    I am confident that continuing the momentum is a good way to go.



    



    Tomorrow, I'll ask Baek Woo-jin if he's willing to appear, and the day after tomorrow, when I visit the gym, I'll pass the message to Cha Ji-chan.



    



    After finishing my worries and lying down on the bed, I feel a bit hungry.



    



    I simply had dinner with the tomato egg soup I made for lunch and a slice of bread.



    



    I took a deep breath in and out to calm my mind.



    



    If I eat at this hour, everything I've done so far will fall apart.



    



    "……."



    



    It was delicious.



    



    The bread toasted for three minutes in the toaster was crispy on the outside and chewy on the inside, so it didn't need any jam or cream cheese at all.



    



    It was so wonderful in itself that it felt a shame to eat the bread and see it diminish.



    



    “아. What are you thinking?



    



    I kept having random thoughts, so I lay down on my side.



    



    I took a deep breath and tried to sleep again, but my hunger grew even stronger.



    



    Should I eat just one?



    



    No. How have you endured until now?



    



    Let's eat tomorrow.



    



    It shouldn't go that wrong with just one.



    



    All sorts of thoughts surged up, and I woke up.



    



    "Ha."



    



    I quietly sat up.



    



    I can't sleep because I'm hungry.



    



    "I went to the gym today too."



    



    If you keep making excuses like that, it will never end.



    



    "I didn't even eat rice for lunch." I only had a slice of bread for dinner.



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Joo Ji-seung did that.



    



    The reason you feel hungry and crave certain foods is because of a lack of nutrients.



    



    It was said that when blood sugar suddenly drops, the reason for the increased appetite is to obtain the missing glucose.



    



    "I really didn't eat enough carbs today."



    



    I turned on the light, got up, and headed to the kitchen.



    



    "Let's just eat one."



    



    I put a slice of bread in the toaster and waited, and soon the smell of bread filled the kitchen.



    



    I placed just a piece of bread on the plate and started eating it without any jam or cream cheese.



    



    The rich aroma that enriches the heart.



    



    It is a perfect dish with a crispy yet chewy texture, lacking nothing at all.



    



    Rather, if jam, sauce, meat, or vegetables are added, it's hard to fully enjoy the taste of the bread, so I prefer to eat it as it is.



    



    "Should I eat just one more?"



    



    The worry didn't last long.



    



    Eating one more piece won't cause any major problems.



    



    "……Should I eat just one more?"



    



    You can just walk after eating.



    



    "Should I eat just one more?"



    



    You just need to walk a bit more.



    



    Even though there was a rational thought that this shouldn't be happening, I didn't care much.



    



    Once the appetite was unleashed, it continued, and after eating the fourth slice of bread, there was no hesitation.



    



    After finishing an entire loaf of bread and feeling full from eating the salt bread as a final touch.



    



    I gradually came to realize what I had done.



    



    "……."



    



    All the things I did over the past six weeks have gone to waste.



    



    Why did I do something so stupid?



    



    If you had just held on a little longer, why couldn't you wait that moment and ended up doing this again?

  
    To stand up



    



    The aftermath of yesterday's binge eating was bigger than I expected.



    



    Guilt kept deepening, and I spent the whole day in a depressed state.



    



    I skipped both breakfast and lunch, and I couldn't even start the tasks I was supposed to do in the morning.



    



    I know from experience that this situation is very dangerous, but...



    



    I couldn't understand myself for abandoning the efforts I had made over the past six weeks and the support and encouragement from those around me, all for the sake of mere gluttony.



    



    Because I betrayed those who hung out with me when I was nothing.



    



    "……."



    



    We must stop.



    



    The reason depression is frightening is that thoughts are linked one after another.



    



    Even though I know in my head that I shouldn't have these negative thoughts, I can't control the feelings and thoughts of falling.



    



    I slowly got out of bed.



    



    I don't want to move an inch, and I'm even more reluctant to go outside, but I still have to go out.



    



    I have to walk to the point of slightly breathlessness while listening to music to temporarily shake off my distractions.



    



    When that state comes, I will be able to think normally again.



    



    Because it was like that before.



    



    I put on some clothes, pulled my hat down low, grabbed a clip and a designated trash bag, and left the house.



    



    There is no destination.



    



    I haven't even set a time.



    



    I just put on my earphones, pick any song from my playlist, and walk slowly wherever my feet take me.



    



    My feet feel heavy.



    



    The piano keys sound as heavy and slow as the heavy footsteps.



    



    After the suffocating piano solo, the orchestra unfolds like a sunset.



    



    ‘What was it again?’



    



    I'm curious about the song title, but I didn't bother to take out my phone.



    



    Leaning on the elegant and grand melody, I looked up at the sunset sky and sometimes down at the ground.



    



    With an unknown charm, they leave people completely on edge.



    



    The beautiful piano keys that follow soon after moisten the eyes and heart, just like sunlight filtering through the leaves of street trees.



    



    By the time I arrived at the entrance of the walking path along Line 2, I remembered what this song was.



    



    Rachmaninoff Piano Concerto No. 2.



    



    It's a piece I kept listening to while editing the Rachmaninoff introduction video uploaded on Ugenius.



    



    The only classical piece I know is the one introduced by Baek Woo-jin.



    



    This song particularly resonates with me, so I saved it to my playlist.



    



    It's been a while.



    



    I really like the first movement of this piece.



    



    Even in the midst of a tragic situation, the solemnly ringing horn and the elegant piano somehow resonate with the heart.



    



    Rachmaninoff's Symphony No. 1 was a major failure. I couldn't write any songs for four years after the premiere. However, in November 1901, he made a comeback by personally performing Piano Concerto No. 2.



    



    ‘At the time, it was an incredibly difficult piece that few could perform, and it remains a beloved masterpiece to this day.’



    



    ‘It is a piece that well showcases Rachmaninoff's genius, but it is also a piece that allows us to glimpse into his inner self during the four years following the failure of his First Symphony.’



    



    "Even the century's pianist and composer, Rachmaninoff, experienced great failure and went through severe depression."



    



    Rachmaninoff's four years could have ended in failure. However, because I didn't give up, it remains a period when I created the masterpiece known as Piano Concerto No. 2.



    



    Since I listened to it more than ten times while editing, I remember roughly what Baek Woo-jin said.



    



    Especially, the fact that four years were spent not in a slump but in creating timeless masterpieces is impressive.



    



    Baek Woo-jin often brings this up when introducing various artists.



    



    The great artist Pablo Picasso painted 13,500 works, but the ones we know can be counted on one hand. So, should we consider the remaining 13,490 of Picasso's works as failed paintings?



    



    There's no way.



    



    Pablo Picasso's 13,490 points are equivalent to Rachmaninoff's 4 years.



    



    Everyone grows by repeatedly making mistakes and failures.



    



    You don't have to use someone as great as Rachmaninoff or Picasso as an example.



    



    The reason for introducing them as examples is to shock.



    



    The truth that even those whom many consider geniuses experience failure gives someone like me a great realization.



    



    You don't have to be perfect.



    



    It's okay to make mistakes.



    



    If you don't give up, you will surely achieve results.



    



    Even if it is not something that will be recorded in human history, it tells me that it is certainly a valuable thing for me.



    



    For example, walking three times a day for six weeks and becoming healthier in both body and mind.



    



    For example, the fact that more people started looking for me after I studied editing for more than 8 hours a day.



    



    For 4 to 5 years, I edited videos for various YouTubers, and through them, I also gained new opportunities.



    



    Even though there were no significant achievements, thanks to the consistent experience of running personal broadcasts, I was able to speak up, and recently, Baekban Talk received a great response.



    



    It's all the result of each small task coming together.



    



    In the meantime, there was a small blemish.



    



    I was too lazy to take a walk after eating a few times.



    



    Even though I studied for 8 hours a day, I often got distracted by watching YouTube in between.



    



    I have edited videos for various YouTubers, but I only took requests from those I liked.



    



    It's true that I said I would consistently do personal broadcasts, but the frequency has been irregular.



    



    I also made some unfunny jokes on the Baekban Debate.



    



    It was the same yesterday.



    



    Even though I couldn't control my appetite and binge-eated, that one incident doesn't ruin everything.



    



    Once again, if I resolutely focus and accomplish what I can, as with everything else, it will lead to a valuable outcome for me.



    



    "Whew."



    



    Even though the weather is still cool, my back is soaked with sweat. A drop that had formed on my forehead fell onto my glasses, making a mess.



    



    Rachmaninoff's Piano Concerto No. 2 had already finished, and another piece was playing. The garbage bag I brought was now almost full.



    



    Time to head back.



    



    I’ll take a shower and start the stream with a smile.



    



    ***



    



    When I started the stream, about 1,800 people joined almost immediately.



    



    "You’ve changed."



    



    "What’s on today?"



    



    "Wow, why are there so many people?"



    



    "This isn’t usually like this."



    



    "Host, open the door!"



    



    “Hello, everyone. Welcome!”



    



    There were so many people now that I couldn’t read each username one by one like I used to.



    



    When the viewer count was lower, the intimate, chatty atmosphere was nice, but now, trying to communicate with everyone makes the stream drag on.



    



    I kind of miss that.



    



    “Someone left a comment suggesting I do a Ramen World Cup today. And since I’m a bit of a ramen expert, I thought I’d share it with you all.”



    



    "Nice, nice!"



    



    "Storytime streams are the best."



    



    "LOL, you didn’t have anything else planned, did you?"



    



    "Ottogi Jjampong for the win!"



    



    "Isn’t Shin Ramyun the obvious number one?"



    



    Everyone started throwing out their favorite ramen brands.



    



    “Sales aren’t everything. Sales and taste are related, but it’s not a direct correlation. Alright, let’s get started.”



    



    The Ramen World Cup began.



    



    As soon as I clicked the first icon, a strong contender appeared right from the start: Spicy Neoguri vs. Snack Noodles.



    



    “This one’s too easy. Spicy Neoguri is a bit spicier than the regular flavor, right? Snack Noodles, on the other hand, were once introduced on TV as the best ramen to eat with rice. Plus, it’s a favorite for kids.”



    



    "This one’s Neoguri for sure."



    



    "Snack Noodles are tasty though."



    



    "LOL, kids."



    



    "Yeah, Snack Noodles are too plain."



    



    "Regular Neoguri is good, but Spicy Neoguri is unbeatable."



    



    As expected, many people prefer spicy Neoguri.



    



    "But I don't like spicy food."



    



    As soon as I selected the snack noodles, the chat window was flooded with question marks.



    



    "I am Baby Chanyong." "Because I have a child's taste, I prefer snack noodles."



    



    Guaaaah



    



    Please don't do that.



    



    You're making me serious, haha.



    



    Mr. Dang is cute.



    



    Next is potato ramen vs kimchi ramen.



    



    If it's potatoes. I'm from Gangwon-do, so I'm a potato expert, you know? Most things made with potatoes are chewy and delicious. But if it's kimchi, I'll go.



    



    I like kimchi ramen because it's cheap.



    



    It's spicy, isn't it?



    



    There's no consistency. You hated it when it was spicy earlier, but now you're choosing the spicy ramen.



    



    "Knowing one but not the other." Potatoes are from Gangwon-do, right? What is kimchi? It's South Korea. Of course, kimchi will win. Are you a traitor?



    



    LOL



    



    Now they're even giving the viewers a hard time



    



    Right? There's Gangwon-do within South Korea



    



    "Actually, I've only had potato noodles a few times." You all feel the same way, right? But kimchi ramen is the kind of ramen the owner used to buy a lot when I lived in the goshiwon. Someone said earlier that it's cheap. So I gave it a bit of a nostalgia boost.



    



    When I chose kimchi ramen, it came out as Jin Ramen Spicy vs Wang Top.



    



    It's a big match.



    



    "This is a bit difficult." I really liked the spicy Jin Ramen when I was all about that spicy pride. But actually, Wang Top is also delicious. The unique thin noodles and the fun of eating them with the lid as a support are what make it special. The meat inside is delicious too.



    



    I'm slightly worried.



    



    "I think the taste is similar." But instant noodles have their limits. It's a bit difficult to add things like eggs or green onions, isn't it? I'll go with the spicy Jin Ramen.



    



    Next up is Jjapagetti Bumbuk vs. Suta Noodles.



    



    I chose jjapaguri without even thinking.



    



    "Everyone, there's really no reason to worry about what just happened." Jajangmyeon eaten after playing at the swimming pool as a child. I can't forget that taste.



    



    I went crazy and ate it too.



    



    The cup ramen you eat after swimming is so delicious, right? Hahaha



    



    You said earlier that instant noodles have their limits!



    



    It seems like it's because it's spicy, lol.



    



    There's nothing more reckless than trying to find normal logic in this broadcast.



    



    "Jjajangmyeon is a total scam." The container is small, but there are a lot of powdered soup packets. So, you can eat it without throwing away the water, right? That black bean sauce is a work of art. I recently had jajangmyeon that cost over 20,000 won each, you know? That moment was the best since the time I had jjajangmyeon at the swimming pool. The pool full of Jjapaguri is that amazing.



    



    Next up is Sesame Ramen vs Mild Racoon.



    



    A tame raccoon?



    



    I thought the spicy raccoon that came out earlier was the later released raccoon, but it turned out to be the mild raccoon with the light yellowish-brown packaging.



    



    That's the original, lol



    



    Plain things aren't tasty.



    



    It felt fine like udon.



    



    The badger has already appeared twice.



    



    Raccoon Peak



    



    I think I first had sesame ramen when I went to that university. It had an egg block and chili oil inside, so it was a really luxurious ramen. It was nice to eat at the PC bang. But.



    



    I don't remember when I ate the gentle raccoon.



    



    I must have been under the impression for quite a long time that there was a regular version of the stew and a spicy version, but it turns out the mild version is the regular one.



    



    I don't know what's what.



    



    "I'll go with sesame." Because we have eggs."



    



    When I pressed next, an impossible choice appeared.



    



    Ramen stir-fry vs spaghetti.



    



    "Wow."



    



    My hand instinctively went to my head.



    



    "Everyone, this is really not okay." 와. Should I call Woojin? What's better?



    



    Is it a banchan discussion?



    



    Sure!



    



    Okay, okay



    



    Enjoying a full-course meal discussion even on Mondays.

  
    To stand up



    



    I checked the watch.



    



    It's 6 PM, but he's a busy guy with a lot of things to do, so I'm not sure if he'll have time.



    



    I have sent the text message for now.



    



    "Shall we look at the specs first?"



    



    I found the ingredient lists for spaghetti and fried ramen.



    



    "The answer is out."



    



    He showed the chart to the viewers and said.



    



    "You might not know this, but..." There is a law of conservation of energy.



    



    Law of Conservation of Mass



    



    hahahahahahahaha



    



    Intelligence issue



    



    "You don't know anything." There is also the law of conservation of mass, and there is also the law of conservation of energy. Who made it? Me.”



    



    The viewers are scolding me again for talking nonsense.



    



    "Listen." Is chicken breast delicious? Is the chicken leg delicious? 그치. The legs are tastier, right?



    



    I searched the internet for the calorie content of different parts of chicken.



    



    "This is data released by the U.S. Department of Agriculture." If you grill chicken breast, it's 120 kcal. But the wings and legs are 150 kcal.1)



    



    It is so clear.



    



    "Isn't the breast lower in calories than the wings and legs?" That's why it doesn't taste good. And the wings and drumsticks have the same calories, right? So, it's just a matter of personal taste.



    



    If it contains a lot of sugar or fat, the calories are higher, so it seems to be generally like that?



    



    This doesn't make any sense, lol.



    



    For real, it's just a coincidence. If something is delicious because it has high calories, then uranium must be the most delicious, right?



    



    Isn't that about how many calories you get from nuclear fission?



    



    "Everyone, what I'm telling you is not just nonsense." Everything has a basis.



    



    This is the conclusion I came to after pondering why delicious food makes you gain weight.



    



    "When humans can't live." So, before farming, I didn't know when I would be able to get food. So, I had to eat a lot when I could. "Do you understand up to this point?"



    



    Most people agree.



    



    "Of course, I had to eat high-calorie foods even when eating." 왜? That's how you can endure for a long time.



    



    This time too, everyone seems to understand.



    



    "So people started to prefer foods that are high in fat and sugary foods." If the amount is the same, preferring higher-calorie food is more advantageous for survival, so that's how evolution went. Because people who prefer foods that provide higher energy have a higher chance of survival.



    



    Sounds plausible, doesn't it?



    



    It doesn't seem like a completely wrong statement.



    



    Now that you mention it, yeah.



    



    When I explain it, the viewers also agree with my thoughts.



    



    There's also evidence. You can just check the calories for each food, right?



    



    I searched for the calorie rankings of different foods.



    



    "Look." The Food and Drug Administration announced the top 10 highest-calorie foods. First place is boiled pork. Why is the boiled pork so expensive?



    



    I was surprised, and my voice got louder.



    



    "Wasn't boiled pork a healthy meal?" I really ate a lot of boiled pork, you know?



    



    Since being diagnosed with diabetes, I occasionally ate.



    



    I thought it was a perfect meal because you just dissolve some doenjang in water, add pepper, onion, and front leg meat, and boil it. It's easy to make, tastes good, and is even healthier than grilling.



    



    Suyuk is insane, seriously.



    



    If you eat a lot of bossam, you'll gain weight.



    



    It's just overwhelming It's 300 higher than gamjatang and grilled pork ribsㅋㅋㅋ



    



    But it is delicious.



    



    Look at that expression of grievance, lol



    



    "Wow."



    



    I was so stunned that I leaned back in my chair and sat there blankly, but thinking about it, it makes sense.



    



    "Right." It's delicious, so it's high in calories too. My words are right, aren't they?



    



    Changing the mood, lol.



    



    You like jjajangmyeon more than suyuk, don't you?



    



    According to your logic, boiled pork should be 32% tastier than gan jjajang, right?



    



    What are you going to do about the porridge?



    



    You think congee is tastier than jajangmyeon?



    



    "......Right." "Jajangmyeon is tastier than boiled pork."



    



    You have to acknowledge what needs to be acknowledged.



    



    Even though boiled pork is delicious, it's still a story that falls under the category of healthy food.



    



    It's hard to surpass the dominance of Jajangmyeon with meat soaked in water.



    



    What is pine nut porridge? Why is the calorie count so high for something like pine nut porridge? If it has no taste and high calories, it's just garbage.



    



    It doesn't even taste good, yet it makes you gain weight.



    



    How did such a shameless food come into existence?



    



    hahahahaha



    



    You're overreacting, lol.



    



    Jatjuk is so delicious ㅠ



    



    Ah, haha, it doesn't even taste good, so why is the calorie count so high, haha?



    



    I will admit it. The law of conservation of energy turns out to be wrong after 10 years.



    



    You thought about this kind of thing for 10 years?



    



    Who decided to reveal it after 10 years? LOL



    



    Fact) It was originally nonexistent.



    



    So it's spaghetti, it's fried ramen.



    



    Boo-woong-



    



    The smartphone vibrated.



    



    Just then, Baek Woo-jin called.



    



    Hello?



    



    "Are you okay? We're live right now."



    



    I put it on speakerphone.



    



    "Do you know about the spaghetti and ramen stir-fry among cup noodles?"



    



    -I know. Spaghetti is a high-calorie, high-sodium, high-carbohydrate product containing 480 kcal, 730 mg of sodium, and 73 g of carbohydrates, with a flavor similar to Neapolitan, which developed in Japan. Stir-fried ramen.



    



    Sometimes, I'm scared of him/her.



    



    "Wait a moment." I've already seen that, but which do you like more, spaghetti or fried ramen?



    



    -Of course, spaghetti.



    



    "Really?"



    



    -Spaghetti has 5 more calories, you know.



    



    "Law of conservation of energy?"



    



    Do you know too?



    



    hahahahahaha



    



    They were exactly the same



    



    The reason the Baekban debate did not proceed normally. Because they're both the same guy.



    



    Was I the only one who didn't know?



    



    "But just now, the law of conservation of energy was violated." The pine nut porridge has more calories than Jajangmyeon.



    



    Have you done any research on the elderly?



    



    "Uh?"



    



    As long as there is a possibility that older people prefer pine nut porridge over jjajangmyeon, we cannot conclude that the law of conservation of energy is wrong.



    



    "Ah."



    



    Indeed, people must learn.



    



    Moreover, fried ramen is just one of many types of ramen, but spaghetti is a bit different.



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    -I'm a god.



    



    "What are you talking about?"



    



    -Volador Monstruo de Espagueti. Abbreviated as FSM. In the religion of the Flying Spaghetti Monster, they consider the Flying Spaghetti Monster, made of spaghetti noodles and two meatballs, to be a god.



    



    "......What?"



    



    - And they believe that the Flying Spaghetti Monster created the world and humanity.



    



    No. You're not putting in enough effort. What kind of spaghetti creates the world?



    



    -You should probably take that back. FSM has been recognized as a religion in several countries, including the United States, the Netherlands, and Australia, and has devoted followers.



    



    The accident has stopped for a moment.



    



    However, since making derogatory remarks about a particular religion could lead to a backlash, I held onto my rationality tightly.



    



    When I searched for "flying spaghetti monster" without displaying it on the broadcast screen, it really came up.



    



    [This religion is sometimes cited as an example of a parody religion, but FSM followers find this offensive.]



    I didn't have time to read it in detail, but one paragraph caught my eye.



    



    It seems there are people who really believe it seriously.



    



    "Please wait a moment."



    



    Hastily went to the closet.



    



    It would have been nice to have a suit, but ever since I gained weight, I've only been buying loose-fitting clothes.



    



    Reluctantly, I changed into the most formal clothes I could find, put on a tie, and stood in front of the camera.



    



    What are you doing?



    



    └What's going on all of a sudden?



    



    I bowed my head, my heart filled with reverence and deep reflection.



    



    "I'm a side dish enthusiast running a side dish store channel on YouTube." Today, I have decided to make a video to correct my mistakes, reflect on my actions, and apologize to the victims. I'm really sorry.



    



    I bowed my head once again.



    



    "I just made a comment to my colleague a moment ago, saying that the teachings of the religion called FMS are insincere."



    



    -FSM.



    



    Baek Woo-jin corrected the name.



    



    "Any act of belittling FSM is inexcusable in any way." I sincerely apologize to all the believers of FSM.



    



    -There's also a church.



    



    "I sincerely apologize to the FSM Church and the Flying Spaghetti Monster."



    



    What kind of situation is this?



    



    No way, lol. Are they doing that on purpose?



    



    Are you trying to make me laugh? Are you serious? Hahaha



    



    └Why are you making an apology video for this?



    



    "I'm sincere."



    



    I thought it might come off as a video just to attract attention, but it's sincere.



    



    You must not disgrace something precious to someone.



    



    -Right. You have to do it sincerely. Pastafarian is watching.



    



    "......What's that?"



    



    -Pastafarian is a follower of FSM.



    



    A sigh escapes involuntarily.



    



    Now that I see it, it seems Baek Woo-jin was determined to tease me.



    



    "Stop joking around for real." I was surprised. "What kind of nonsense is that?"



    



    -What?



    



    "People who believe in spaghetti are called Pastafarians?" Then what about the church? They say there's a church too.



    



    -Pastafarianism.



    



    "Are you asking me to believe that right now?"



    



    -Whether you believe it or not is up to you, but it's really true.



    



    "I know it's there because I looked for it earlier." But you keep saying strange things.



    



    Read it carefully.



    



    When I opened the internet browser, Baek Woo-jin was spouting nonsense again.



    



    Pastafarians say "Ramen" instead of "Amen" when they pray.



    



    "Hey!"



    



    He keeps talking nonsense until the end.



    



    "Take it easy." Am I an idiot? What do you mean, ramen instead of amen? You're talking nonsense.



    



    The moment I shouted, the search results appeared in the internet window.



    



    "……."



    



    Crazy, this is really happening, lol.



    



    Instead of "Amen," "Ramen" lol



    



    └No way, lol. Why has it been so long, lol?



    



    There are believers in Korea too, you know?



    



    "LOL, this is crazy!"



    



    It seems that the religion of the Flying Spaghetti Monster does indeed have followers who pray by saying "Ramen."



    



    But as it turns out, this is a parody religion created by evolutionists to criticize creationists.



    



    The fact that they keep a serious demeanor is part of the parody’s purpose.



    



    "Hehehehehe"



    



    As Baek Woojin’s laughter came through my smartphone, the viewers started spamming laughter in the chat.



    



    I’d been tricked.

  Hongdangmu Entertainment





Did you notice?





Why is this guy so serious today? LOL





Yeah, you were scared, right?





(Information) FSM followers seriously claim that they are not a parody religion.





The doctrine itself is sarcasm, what are you talking about? lol





This guy is usually scared of things like religion and politics, lol.





For someone like that, you brought up all sorts of things during the dinner talk, lol.





If it were usual, I would have noticed and laughed right away.





Baek Woo-jin isn't the type to mess with me, and the atmosphere of the broadcast wasn't bad either.





Nevertheless, I worried that someone might get hurt because of my words.





I don't want to hurt anyone, but the words I said without thinking shouldn't become a lifelong wound for them.





With that kind of thinking, I misinterpreted the situation.





"Ha."





I exhaled deeply.





This attitude is both a remedy and a poison for me.





In the hope that no one else gets hurt like I did, I self-censor my words and actions.





Even trivial matters or things that can be easily overlooked are blown out of proportion.





Recently, that tendency has decreased, but due to being mentally overwhelmed these past few days, I ended up overreacting without even realizing it.





You really seem surprised, don't you?





It's obviously a joke to anyone who sees it.





This guy hates causing trouble for others.





Hey, are you crying?





"Oh, these people have seen me for two years and still don't know me." You pretended to be surprised. It's more fun when you get fooled. Isn't that right?





-Right? You were deceived, weren't you?





When Baek Woo-jin teased me in an annoyed voice, the viewers laughed once again.





He needs to come out like this to lighten the mood of the show.





They're really not a 1 million subscriber YouTuber for no reason.





"No." Honestly, I was fooled until halfway through. "But ramen instead of amen, right?"





-I thought it was fun?





Baek Woo-jin. "You're getting revenge for what happened during the debate, huh?"





-That's not it. Like someone who drives them to religious persecution, that's the proper revenge.





"Hehehehe."





If it were me, I would have said something like that, and I couldn't help but burst into laughter.





Right. If it were me, I would have done that.





- Look at this! Everyone, did you hear that? This is the kind of person he is. I had a debate with such a dirty person.





hahahahahahahahahaha





If you're a normal person, you wouldn't be accused of religious persecution just for liking fried ramen over spaghetti.





That kind of thinking is just not acceptable.





For real, if the maps are the same, lol.





From now on, kill each other.





"Sniff sniff sniffle."





Baek Woo-jin, who had been appealing for his grievances at this time, is being criticized by viewers.





That sight is so delightful that I can't help but keep chuckling.





No matter how difficult it was, the reason I could pull myself together was because the viewers were waiting. They wanted them to rest and laugh, even if just for a moment.





The side dish store is a rest stop for those weary from everyday life.





So no matter how hard it was, I had to turn on the broadcast without showing it.





But when I actually turned on the broadcast, reality was different.





The viewers make me laugh.





The guilt that filled my mind and the depression that weighed down my shoulders are gradually fading away.





It has been two years since I started broadcasting, and only now do I feel like I understand the relationship between myself and them.





Thanks to the birds that sit on the branches, sing songs, and catch insects.





Until now, I had only been a shadow, but I have finally become a shade.





Please provide the text you would like to have translated.





Kim Seo-jin, the manager at Hongdangmu Entertainment, had been troubled for a long time.





Because each streamer, creator, and BJ who immediately attempts to contact is looking for the same team members.





Even in today's meeting, Deputy Manager Mukkunji's name was mentioned as usual.





"Excuse me, but who will be in charge of my contract?"





"Of course, I'll take care of it."





"Ah."





Samso TV's Samso nodded awkwardly.





"But why is that...?"





When Deputy Kim Seo-jin cautiously asked, Sam-sol laughed to ease the awkwardness and changed the subject.





"I'm just curious." Is the contract only with the representative, or will it be with someone else?





You don't need to worry. I will connect you with everything you need, Mr. Samsol.





"Yes."





Samsol hesitated for a moment but eventually revealed his true feelings.





"By the way, how is Deputy Manager Muk Eun-ji doing?"





"Yes?"





"That." I heard from someone that the manager at Hongdangmu is very thorough. Just curious.





It was the fourth time I heard it this month alone.





Kim Seo-jin continued speaking while maintaining a smile.





"Right." Mugunji is good at their job, right? Mr. Samsol, you were very interested in our company.





Kim Seo-jin tried to shift interest from aged kimchi to Hongdangmu Entertainment, but it had little effect.





Bokbunja-hyung talked a lot about it. It was the first time someone had looked after me so meticulously.





The science channel Bokbunja, which had 370,000 subscribers, was a creator under Hongdangmu Entertainment.





Last year, in the first quarter, Deputy Kim Seo-jin was keeping an eye on the contact, but Deputy Muk Eun-ji reached out first, and the contract was only finalized in the third quarter.





For Kim Seo-jin, it was truly disappointing.





When the Bokbunja channel had not yet grown significantly, we should have proceeded with the standard contract.





Mugunji delayed, and in the end, it exceeded 300,000, so we had no choice but to contract under the preferential terms.





You were close with Bunja, huh?





By the way, would you mind waiting a bit as well?





"Which one……."





"Brother Munja said so." I was unsure whether to sign the contract immediately due to the ratio issue, but Deputy Manager Muk Eun-ji said so. If you're hesitant, let's wait until the channel grows a bit more before signing the contract. Then you can receive preferential treatment.





"......Yes?"





"Usually, this is our position." But seeing the red radish come out like that gave him faith. Honestly, if I'm going to sign a contract anyway, I'd like to do it under the best possible conditions.





Assistant Manager Kim Seo-jin hesitated for a moment and then answered with a trailing voice.





"Sounds good." It's a good thing, but the truth is that growing quickly with support isn't necessarily a bad thing.





Samsol nodded.





Certainly, if we could grow quickly as Deputy Kim Seo-jin said, even if we had to give up a bit more of the contract rate, it wouldn't be without its benefits.





"So, if I join Hongdangmu now, can I still participate in the major content?"





That's case by case, so it's hard to give a definite answer.





"Ah..."





The disappointment was evident.





There are various ways to promote besides planned content. For example, I also arrange collaborations with creators affiliated with Hongdangmu. Every week, we introduce the person of the week, and we will also feature it there.





There would definitely be an effect, but it was not a very attractive proposal for Samsol.





Almost no one watched the broadcast after seeing the 'Person of the Week' introduced by Hong Dangmu.





If we collaborate with a famous creator from our agency, it would be effective, but it was also important who that famous creator was.





There was no real reason for Semsol to contract with Hongdangmu now, as he hadn't received any promises about who he could work with.





Participation in large-scale content is also uncertain, and since we haven't secured a collaboration with major channels, I began to doubt the rapid growth that Deputy Kim Seo-jin was talking about.





I'm sorry. Just a little more time to think.





Samsol bowed his head and then fled the café.





Kim Seo-jin, left alone, buried his back into the sofa and then lifted his head. A sigh escaped involuntarily.





It has been like this all month.





No. Mugunji, what on earth are you talking about?





The more I thought about it, the more annoyed I became.





I brought up the story of the aged kimchi to everyone I met, and in the end, it all ended up like this.





And when I came to my senses, I realized that I had ended up signing a contract with Mukji, and all the results went to her.





Just recently, even the side dish store I had been keeping an eye on was like that.





Knowing that the white rice debate would become popular, the company was losing out by not quickly signing a contract and just stalling for time.





Really? Isn't this serious?





One of the two assistants in the team was working while causing losses to the company.





At this rate, it seemed like it would become increasingly difficult to finalize a standard contract.





"……."





Deputy Kim Seo-jin took out her phone and called Team Leader Oh Hyung-man.





"Yes, team leader." I just finished the meeting. It didn't go well. I'm sorry.





-That could happen. Come in.





"Excuse me, Team Leader."























"Oh. Why."





























"I have something I want to tell you. Would you mind stepping outside for a quick coffee?"





-Anything you want to say? Is it not allowed to do it in the office?





"A little."





-Okay. Let me know when you arrive.





Thank you.





Please provide the text you would like to have translated.





"That kind of thing happened."





Team Leader Oh Hyung-man smacked his lips after hearing the current situation from Deputy Kim Seo-jin.





Even though Mukunji was somewhat out of place in the team, I wasn't too worried because it was receiving high marks in terms of contract signings and customer satisfaction.





I never thought such a thing would happen.





"So, Deputy Manager Eunji said that if we wait and negotiate with the YouTubers later, we can get better terms, so let's go ahead and sign the contract then." So, you mean to say that?





"Yes."





"……If you have no intention of signing a contract right now, there are ways to recruit you like that."





Team Leader Oh Hyung-man said it as if it were a big problem.





"Most people who already know are aware of it, right?" At this rate, anyone who signs a standard contract with Hongdangmu will be called a fool. "Once you go there, there's no turning back."





Team Leader Oh Hyung-man, who had been pondering for a moment, slowly nodded his head.





It wasn't an immediate problem, but it had the potential to become one.





"So, what should we do about Assistant Manager Seo-jin?"





"Yes?"





"You must have had something on your mind to bring it up."





There wasn't.





It was a remark made with the intention of imposing sanctions because it was causing problems.





However, with Team Leader Oh Hyung-man's current attitude, it seemed he had no intention of even giving a warning, let alone a disciplinary action.





If the conversation ended like this, Kim Seo-jin would just remain as the person who gossiped about a teammate.





Judging that it couldn't be so, he gradually exaggerated his words.





"Team Leader, I think this is a serious issue." According to our company's policy, we can only contact one person at a time, but if Deputy Manager Muk Eun-ji keeps reaching out to multiple people and is passive about the contracts, other team members will miss out on opportunities. As a company, failing to discover talented individuals with growth potential and having to preferentially bring them in is a loss that cannot simply be quantified in monetary terms.





"Mm."





"Moreover, they are increasing the workload by doing tasks that other employees don't even do." If we just follow the manual, it would be fine, but by providing extra services, the team members are very dissatisfied.





It is true that Muk Eun-ji, who is a pathological workaholic, handles more work than the other employees.





The statement that the team members' complaints were high was just a guess.





Since Kim Seo-jin did it, it was assumed that others would do the same.





"Really?"





The team leader showed interest because other team members were also dissatisfied.





"Yes."





Kim Seo-jin, who had answered without thinking, decided to take the team members to a nice restaurant today.





Since I reported it to the team leader.





I had to bring out the complaints about the aged kimchi that the juniors must have in their hearts.

    Hongdangmu Entertainment



    



    I met PD Park Sang-cheol from the WTV Entertainment Department through Cha Ji-chan's introduction.



    



    He is tall and thin with a friendly demeanor, giving him a neighborhood uncle vibe, but he is an amazing person who has succeeded in all the works he has directed.



    



    "Say hello." PD Park Sang-cheol."



    



    Cha Ji-chan suggested that I greet Baek Woo-jin.



    



    Hello. It's for side dishes.



    



    Hello. This is Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "Thank you for taking the time despite being busy." This is Park Sang-cheol.



    



    That's right. I'm super busy, but I made time because you said it was PD Park Sang-cheol.



    



    I was startled and turned my head.



    



    Baek Woo-jin was smiling calmly and cheerfully.



    



    Park Sang-cheol burst into a pleasant laugh.



    



    "It's an honor." "Alright, please go in."



    



    Unusually, we sat around and started our meal at a dongtae-tang restaurant with separate rooms.



    



    It is said to be the favorite regular spot of PD Park Sang-cheol.



    



    "Today, I don't have any particular reason; I just really enjoyed the discussions you two have been having lately." Ji-chan said we were close, so I asked if we could have a meal together.



    



    It means not to feel burdened.



    



    Today, it also means not to bring up work-related topics.



    



    I nodded moderately and checked the status of the pollack soup.



    



    Radish, tofu, green onion, and pollack are roughly included, but if you look closely, they are very delicate.



    



    By adding plenty of pollock entrails and roe, the broth inevitably has a deep flavor, and since no gochujang is used, the broth is clear.



    



    When I came in, I noticed there were many customers, so the ingredient turnover will be smooth, and naturally, the stock will stay fresh.



    



    It's not normal.



    



    To gain my final confidence, I picked up a piece of diced radish and ate it.



    



    Jujiseung said that winter radishes are delicious, and indeed, they have a crunchy texture and the seasoning is slightly sweet.



    



    The kkakdugi is delicious, so this place is definitely a good restaurant.



    



    "You're busier than I am, PD."



    



    Baek Woo-jin opened his mouth.



    



    "Isn't it too precious a time just to have a meal together?"



    



    It seems that PD Park Sang-cheol was momentarily at a loss for words due to Baek Woo-jin's audacious attitude.



    



    The lively atmosphere outside and the mood in this room have become quite different.



    



    "If it's this good of a dongtae-tang, it's worth making time for."



    



    I pointed to the dongtae-tang to lighten the mood.



    



    We used the whole fish from head to tail, and there were a lot of innards and eggs too. Seafood dishes are all about the ingredients, and since there are many customers, it means there's a virtuous cycle of good ingredients continuously coming in and going out. Moreover, this radish. I'm crazy. Did you know that winter radish is delicious? It's not super spicy, and it's really crunchy.



    



    After finishing his speech, PD Park Sang-cheol, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin all blinked.



    



    "It's delicious....... Try it. Originally, it's customary to eat kimchi first when you come for a soup dish.



    



    Let's eat one more piece of kkakdugi, PD Park Sang-cheol laughed heartily.



    



    "Hahaha!"



    



    "Hey, weren't you not really interested?" You're really proactive.



    



    "What are you talking about?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan, who was listening, clicks his tongue in admiration. I don't understand the English, so I ask again, and they laugh.



    



    "Wherever I go, I have something to say." I'm so serious about food. You speak well. So use me. That's what I'm saying.



    



    I said it to break the awkwardness, but I guess it came off that way.



    



    "Ugh." I was a bit rude because I didn't recognize the character. It's not just Mr. Woojin who comes straight ahead, but also Mr. Chanyong who does the same.



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol drank water.



    



    "I was going to tell you slowly so you wouldn't feel burdened, but since it's come to this, I'll just do it."



    



    Cha Ji-chan was serving the cod soup onto a small plate, so I reached out, but he shook his head.



    



    It means to talk comfortably.



    



    "We're preparing a program where we gather YouTubers to find and explore popular restaurants." Places like old traditional shops or traditional markets. These days, since the age of TV viewers is getting higher, we targeted that demographic, but we also plan to upload it to YouTube. These days, young people somewhat expect such places to be considered trendy.



    



    "Please look forward to the viewers who will be tuning into our broadcast."



    



    Baek Woo-jin added a comment.



    



    "That's right." So I'm in the process of finalizing the guest list, and I found the Baekban Debate really interesting. You two have great chemistry. Mr. Chanyong used to do mukbangs, so he expresses himself really well, and Mr. Woojin also has a lot of knowledge about food.



    



    That's right. I know a lot. If you and Chan-young are going to use it, you don't have to worry about the script.



    



    "Hahaha!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin was positive about appearing from the beginning.



    



    Seeing you express your intentions so actively, it seems like you're trying to negotiate better terms for your appearance.



    



    "It feels reassuring."



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol often agrees with Baek Woo-jin's words but hasn't changed his attitude.



    



    The words he just said are roughly what I heard from Cha Jichan as well.



    



    Since Baek Woo-jin is actively expressing his willingness to appear, we could move on to discussing the conditions, but he still hasn't revealed his cards.



    



    The cautious demeanor gives the impression of a seasoned veteran.



    



    "You're a pilot, right?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "What are the conditions for regular scheduling?"



    



    "We're still coordinating."



    



    Still a defensive attitude.



    



    However, according to Cha Ji-chan, it is said that the regular schedule has virtually been decided.



    



    It's thanks to PD Park Sang-cheol, who created hit works every year for 15 years.



    



    "You're still preparing, but you have feelings for me and Chan-young, right?"



    



    “Haha. That’s right.”



    



    “What about the others?”



    



    “Well, there’s no one yet.”



    



    It’s hard to tell if there really isn’t anything decided yet, or if he just doesn’t want to reveal the scale of the program.



    



    One thing is clear, though: they're not going to give away information easily to Baek Woo-jin, who wants to figure out the conditions, like how many cast members there will be, or whether it’s going to be a regular show.



    



    But Park Sang-cheol must have a rough idea of what kind of terms Baek Woo-jin might expect. Since Baek has been on TV often, the general range of his appearance fee would be known.



    



    “Oh, this is good. Hyung, this place is really nice.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan marveled after tasting the pollock stew.



    



    “Right? I come here often. It’s cheap too.”



    



    “Exactly. For 30,000 won, this is a great deal.”



    



    Now that I had a basic grasp of the situation, I needed to decide where I stood.



    



    Like Baek Woo-jin said, a PD at Park Sang-cheol’s level wouldn’t meet with us just because he had time to kill. He must be interested in us and trying to figure out what we’re really like.



    



    Baek Woo-jin has been tested on TV multiple times, so he’s probably focused on the contract terms. As for me, Park Sang-cheol would want to see if I’m suitable for the program he’s preparing.



    



    Personally, if given the chance, I’d work hard.



    



    The problem is, it’s hard to command a high appearance fee as a YouTuber with 180,000 subscribers. As the deputy at Hongdangmu Entertainment mentioned, I’m still someone with potential, not a proven card.



    



    Even if Park Sang-cheol PD thinks highly of me, it would be difficult to negotiate for a higher contract.



    



    “I want to be on your show, PD.”



    



    “Cough.”



    



    In the middle of weighing things up, Baek Woo-jin revealed his true intentions, causing me to choke on my food.



    



    I calmed down after drinking the water Cha Ji-chan poured for me.



    



    “I also want to work with Woo-jin on something fun.”



    



    “But we need Chanyong-hyung for this.”



    



    “Can I ask why?”



    



    For the first time, Park Sang-cheol’s demeanor changed.



    



    “Because without Chanyong-hyung, it won’t be authentic.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin grabbed my belly fat.



    



    Cha Ji-chan burst into a big smile, while Park Sang-cheol PD twitched his lips, trying to suppress a laugh.



    



    I was so taken aback that I forgot to be mad, and Baek Woo-jin continued.



    



    “The way he enjoys food, his vocabulary, his phrasing, his gestures—out of everyone I know, this hyung is the best at it.”



    



    "……."



    



    "And when Chan-young and I are together, there's synergy." As you might know from watching the Baekban debate, there are aspects that don't come out well in each broadcast. For example, I talk so much that I don't realize the listener is feeling fatigued. Chan-young hyung interrupts my tempo before that. Making strange jokes.



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol's face became serious.



    



    "Also, this guy doesn't always say funny things; sometimes he tells boring stories, but I can support him then." Since the PD also confirmed it, they must have said it was chemistry.



    



    Producer Park Sang-cheol slowly nodded.



    



    "And the PD is someone who effectively directs even ordinary items by clearly defining their target." If that PD uses me and Chan-young together.



    



    Baek Woo-jin kept a distance between the horses.



    



    "There's a reaction."



    



    It will succeed. It looks fine. There is a possibility.



    



    It's not a mix of such speculation and expectation.



    



    With complete confidence, I am explaining why Baek Woo-jin and I should work with PD Park Sang-cheol, and why PD Park Sang-cheol should recruit us.



    



    And by telling Park Sang-cheol that I am indispensable, I am raising my own value.



    



    Instead of pinching your side, if you do this kind of work, I can even give you the meat from my left side.



    



    "And the PD already knows about it."



    



    It means not to waste time.



    



    Producer Park Sang-cheol quietly pressed the bell.



    



    "Yes~ What do you need?"



    



    "Please give me two bottles of soju."



    



    "Yes~"



    



    Park Sang-cheol PD, who ordered the drinks, smiled.



    



    "Since you know so well, there's really nothing more for me to say."



    



    Baek Woo-jin did not bother to answer.



    



    It seemed like he had finished what he wanted to say and was waiting to see how Park Sang-cheol would respond.



    



    "Actually, such internal matters should be handled in a public setting." It's also confidential.



    



    "……."



    



    "But, whatever." Because you might make a mistake while drinking. Right?



    



    Baek Woo-jin smirked at PD Park Sang-cheol's sly behavior.



    



    "So, you shouldn't go around spreading stories you hear at drinking parties."



    



    Producer Park Sang-cheol clapped.



    



    "Ah." Our hearts are so in sync, aren't they? "Hahaha!"



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Park Sang-cheol PD, who had quite a bit to drink, finally brought up the conditions.



    



    "I can't give you much during the pilot." "But when it's officially scheduled, we should give you the usual amount."



    



    No matter how close we are, I don't even know the fee for one episode of Baek Woo-jin's broadcast.



    



    If you really want to know, I can tell you, but I don't want to check such personal matters.



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded and fell into thought for a moment.



    



    How is Mr. Chanyong? "Have you ever appeared on another show?"



    



    "No." There isn't any.



    



    "Mm."



    



    Producer Park Sang-cheol let out a long sigh and then lifted his head.



    



    "I would like to give you my full support, but our company's policy might not be satisfactory for you, Mr. Chan-yong."



    



    "Yes."



    



    It was already expected.



    



    "So, here's the thing."



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Can I cover the broadcast on my channel?"



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    "Like I'm reviewing the program I appeared on." It will at least serve as a small promotion for the program.



    



    "......Hmm."



    



    In fact, from the broadcaster's perspective, it could be hesitated.



    



    If it's not their own YouTube channel and the broadcast can be watched on a personal channel, the viewers will be divided.



    



    There are often cases where it is conducted on large channels like Ugenius, as it is deemed to guarantee views and serve as a promotional effect in itself.



    



    In small to medium-sized channels like mine, it can be difficult to handle.



    



    "That's what I should do for you."



    



    Producer Park Sang-cheol smiled.



    



    Side dish store. By the time our show airs, won't we have around a million subscribers?



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "Hahaha!"
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    Wednesday.



    



    'How long are you going to sulk?' It's broadcast day.



    



    Yesterday, the meeting with PD Park Sang-cheol went on until late, and I only came to my senses around lunchtime.



    



    Today, I really wanted to rest, but since Jujiseung is also here, I forced myself to get up.



    



    I dragged my heavy body towards the porter's gym.



    



    Joo Ji-seung had already arrived and was greeting the Jimkkun TV staff, including Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "Hyung, is this your first time exercising on a broadcast?"



    



    "It's the first time." It's a bit overwhelming to do it here, you know?



    



    "Eh." Just looking at it, you can tell it's going to be a hit.”



    



    "Can it be done by professionals?" I came to learn.



    



    It was a difficult atmosphere to interrupt, so I subtly moved closer and greeted them with my eyes, and Cha Ji-chan, Joo Ji-seung, and PD Ahn Sang-kyu welcomed me.



    



    "Hey, what's wrong with your face?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked.



    



    Instead of answering, Cha Ji-chan and Joo Ji-seung took turns scanning my body, and Joo Ji-seung burst into laughter.



    



    "I'm not comparing, I said." I told you before. When I stand next to you, I feel like a middle schooler.



    



    "Okay." I don't even have a brain.



    



    "Hehehehe!"



    



    Cha Ji-chan laughed loudly.



    



    When we first met, I was always confused about whether to laugh or not whenever Joo Ji-seung made bald jokes, but we've gotten much closer since then.



    



    "I'll change and come back."



    



    There wasn't much time left before the broadcast, so I changed clothes immediately.



    



    While the standby screen was on, Jujiseung approached me and asked.



    



    "Do you have time after the broadcast today?"



    



    "I have the time, but I don't think I have the energy." I'm dying.



    



    "Heh." Let's go eat something.



    



    "I have the strength to do that."



    



    No matter how hard it is, you have to eat.



    



    The amount of food a person can eat in their lifetime is fixed, so if you miss a meal, you're losing that much.



    



    "What's up!" Until when are you going to sulk? Today is the day Chanyong breaks his leg.



    



    I messed up.



    



    It's my least favorite leg day.



    



    "And I warned you, didn't I?" Today's guest. I will now invite the abbot of the Heart Sutra.



    



    Hello. I am cooking YouTuber Joo Ji-seung.



    



    └ and the Heart Sutra



    



    └Who is this guy again? lol



    



    └It's Ju Ji-seung!!



    



    └The Hanma Yujiro of the culinary world ㄷㄷ



    



    └Are you a cooking YouTuber? Aren't you a Shaolin monk?



    



    Wow, my thighs are insane, my pants are about to burst.



    



    └Look at the monk here



    



    └The weight-gaining cooking expert who appeared on the exercise channel



    



    └Aren't you the one who does dark cooking?



    



    I saw a video of someone making sweet and sour pork with margarine.



    



    "You're really famous, but it's your first time on our show." Our PD selected a few questions that viewers might be curious about.



    



    Cha Ji-chan looked at the card with the question on it and then looked for PD Ahn Sang-kyu.



    



    "Is this right?"



    



    That's right.



    



    "Really?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan tilted his head once and then continued with the broadcast.



    



    "Then, I'll do the interview while stretching."



    



    Cha Ji-chan slowly sat down and then stood up, starting to loosen his hip joints and hamstrings.



    



    Joo Ji-seung and I also moved along.



    



    "This is the question that the subscribers of the Jimkkun channel are most curious about." Are you from the Jogye Order? Are you from the Cheontae Order?



    



    └LOL so crazy LOL



    



    └I'm not curious!



    



    └Why are you curious about that? LOL



    



    └Now that you mention it, I'm curious.



    



    └What is that?



    



    └I wasn't curious, but I want to hear it anyway.



    



    "I am from the Tiantai sect."



    



    "They say it's the Cheontae Order."



    



    "That's right."



    



    It's hard to just sit and listen. I stopped sitting and standing, and asked while standing.



    



    "What kind of question is that?"



    



    "I don't know." It says like this.



    



    Cha Ji-chan showed the script written by PD Ahn Sang-kyu to Joo Ji-seung.



    



    "Are you really curious about this kind of stuff?"



    



    "Hey Sang-kyu, wasn't that question received in the comments?" "Is there really such a question?"



    



    “There was.



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked to confirm, but the answer was so nonchalant.



    



    "If you can't find it later, no protein for a week."



    



    "No, boss." That's not right.



    



    └hahahahahahahahahaha



    



    └It wasn't there, lol.



    



    └About 90% of people probably don't know what Jogye Order or Cheontae Order is, lol.



    



    └No protein for a week



    



    └The discipline is tough.



    



    "I'll continue." When did your hair loss start, Jiseung?



    



    Jujiseung sighed and lowered his head.



    



    “야! Our brother is upset! What are you going to do?



    



    "The older brother who asks if it's written down is worse!"



    



    Cha Ji-chan blamed PD Ahn Sang-kyu and shouted while snatching the question sheet.



    



    Even in the chat room, people are increasingly saying that Cha Ji-chan is worse.



    



    "What is this?" Did you lose the hair roots instead of the forearm muscles? You wrap ham in butter to make hot dogs, don't you? Don't you feel sorry for your blood vessels? Is this a question?



    



    "I'm not sorry." I won't eat it.



    



    Jujiseung answered confidently.



    



    "Yes?"



    



    └Prepare the tab for the controversy over the Heart Sutra.



    



    └Are you saying a cooking YouTuber makes food and then throws it away?



    



    └An unexpected identity



    



    └Did you make this trash just to get views?



    



    Are you telling us to make something like that?



    



    "Our Choi Michael PD eats everything without leaving a trace." I have diabetes, so eating that kind of stuff would be a big problem for me.



    



    "Director Choi Michael says he will have it."



    



    "But it's true that I lost the hair roots instead of the forearm muscles." It was right around the time my hair started falling out that I began exercising.



    



    "Then, does that mean male hormones are being secreted?"



    



    "It seems like it started when I began to feel stressed before that." You all should do well while you're here. Once you leave, even if I want to treat you well, I can't.



    



    I have no idea how this broadcast works.



    



    "Alright." Well, it seems like I've found out everything I was curious about.



    



    "I didn't recognize any of them!"



    



    It seemed like Cha Ji-chan was trying to brush it off, so I stepped in, and Cha Ji-chan and Joo Ji-seung turned their heads and stifled their laughter.



    



    "These days, Chanyong's intuition is really good." Well, for those who are more curious about Master Jujiseung, I hope you visit the Panya Sutra channel. Today, I will do squats.



    



    It's the exercise I've done the most so far.



    



    At the same time, it's the exercise I hate the most.



    



    "Chan-yong has started lifting weights these days." So, I'll be doing free weights to work on my form. Are you okay?



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Then I'll go first and show you."



    



    Cha Ji-chan prepared the stick and the disc.



    



    Originally, I was going to do 140 kg, but since my body hasn't warmed up yet, I only put one large plate on each side and got into position.



    



    "Alright, in all weight-bearing exercises, form is really important." If you're not careful, you could injure your joints or muscles.



    



    Maybe that's why Cha Ji-chan tends to overdo his warm-up exercises.



    



    Fix the bar just above the trapezius muscle. When you lift the bar, your back tightens like this, so just place it right above the protruding part.



    



    Cha Ji-chan slightly spread his feet.



    



    "In this position, place your legs shoulder-width apart and slightly turn your toes outward."



    



    Cha Ji-chan sat down slowly.



    



    "Right now, the entire sole of my foot is supporting the weight." You shouldn't let the center of gravity lean to one side. It is evenly distributed. When you stand up like this, you should lift the bar vertically while pushing off the ground with the soles of your feet.



    



    After completing 10, Cha Ji-chan put down the bar and asked Ju Ji-seung.



    



    "Hyung, how do you want to warm up?"



    



    "I think this will work."



    



    Joo Ji-seung got into position and started the squat.



    



    The firmly fixed soles and upper body feel just like looking at solid wood.



    



    “와. Your posture is really good. I don't know the proper posture, so there's no way my body could look like this. Everyone, look at Ji-seung's hip joint. Since the hip joint is well loosened, the range of motion comes out well. Full deep squat.



    



    I can't understand a single word, but it seems like the viewers got it all.



    



    └It's too light.



    



    └Your posture is good.



    



    Wow, look at that. The hip-up is insane.



    



    What kind of supplements does this guy take?



    



    └Take off this uncle's clothes. I want to see the back of my thigh.



    



    There's a question about what supplements you take. Ahn Sang-kyu, you should have picked something like that, why did you bring this kind of thing?



    



    "It really existed."



    



    "That until the end."



    



    After finishing 10 squats, Jujiseung put down the barbell.



    



    I don't take supplements. Since my diet is primarily protein-based, I don't eat anything else separately.



    



    "Then, only with a complete diet?"



    



    Right. But I really dislike chicken breast too. After eating it for about four years, I just can't eat it anymore.



    



    "Have you been eating chicken breast for four years?"



    



    It's impressive that Joo Ji-seung ate the most tasteless thing in the world for four years.



    



    "But don't you know any delicious chicken breast recipes, bro?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked.



    



    "Chicken breast is hard to make tasty no matter what you do." So, eat the beans and beef over here.



    



    "How much do you eat?" It seems like it will take quite a while.



    



    "Right." If you eat a regular diet, the daily protein intake is slightly insufficient. Eat a little bit 5 to 6 times. So that I can film another video and eat the leftovers.



    



    Since I've been uploading cooking videos, it seems I've naturally adopted a method of reducing the amount of food I eat while increasing the frequency of meals.



    



    I definitely heard somewhere that it's better for your health.



    



    "Alright, now it's Chanyong's turn." "Do you want to try this too?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan suggested that they use the same stick that he and Ju Ji-seung had used.



    



    "No."



    



    Since one large plate weighs 20kg, the total weight of the barbell used for warming up by the two people is 60kg.



    



    In the first place, it won't even be able to be lifted, and even if it were to be placed, it would be hard to even stand.



    



    Jichan helped take out the original disc.



    



    Holding an empty bottle and getting into position, Cha Ji-chan clapped.



    



    "Okay!" Let's go!



    



    "Clench your butt!" Squat!



    



    Even the monk next to me is shouting, so I can't think straight.



    



    One! Two! Stay centered! "Put your butt in!"



    



    "Three! Four!" Eyes front! Straighten your back! Tighten your core! Skwat!



    



    "Da... seot!" That's right! I went down until I could sit. When you come up, give it your all, bam! Great! Six!



    



    It's already tough as it is, but with you babbling incomprehensible words next to me, I can't think straight at all.
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    "Ughhhhh."



    



    Making loud noises or getting overly excited was far from his nature.



    



    "Last!"



    



    "Your leg is shaking a lot right now, isn't it?" Because there is a lack of stability, it means that the side dishes themselves are trying to find their balance. You're doing great! Let's go!



    



    I always stayed quiet because the people around me acted exaggeratedly, which was uncomfortable.



    



    They kept shouting on both sides, and eventually, my patience ran out.



    



    "Hmph!"



    



    I really don't think I can get up anymore.



    



    Thanks to the anger of Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan, they barely managed to stand up.



    



    Banchan-yong slapped his back with his palm.



    



    It hurts and I'm angry, so I whip my head around, and he's grinning from ear to ear.



    



    "Why are you hitting me!"



    



    "He's a side dish man." 어? I really did it.



    



    "Do it!"



    



    "Would there be anyone in poor health if they did everything they were told?" 굿. 굿.”



    



    "Chanyong was good."



    



    Jujiseung patted his shoulder gently.



    



    It's a strange feeling.



    



    Isn't it a bit over the top to feel a sense of accomplishment just for doing 5 sets of squats with an empty bar?



    



    They give me a thumbs up as if to say my thoughts are wrong, and little by little, I start to feel uplifted because of their proud attitude.



    



    "Okay."



    



    This time, Joo Ji-seung took his stance.



    



    He started with a warm-up lift of 60kg, then did one set (5 reps) with 80kg, followed by the next set with 100kg (5 reps), the next set with 120kg (5 reps), 140kg (3 reps), and finally, the last set with 160kg (3 reps).



    



    As the set progressed, Joo Ji-seung's way of exercising was not much different from mine.



    



    Veins were bulging on his forehead and neck, and he made all sorts of faces.



    



    When proceeding with the last set, he showed signs of exhaustion, with his legs trembling.



    



    I was once surprised by the fact that even that person with solid and massive muscles was desperate when exercising.



    



    The exaggerated actions and loud voice that I usually avoided were not uncomfortable at all.



    



    Rather, I just wanted to support him as he focused solely on getting back up, without worrying about his expression or dignity.



    



    Great!



    



    "Ughhh!"



    



    Just like Chajichan yelled at me, he also yelled at Jujiseung.



    



    I thought it would be really tough now, but hearing that voice, Joo Ji-seung attempted the squat once more and finally stood up.



    



    Taking a deep breath, he slowly sat down again.



    



    This time, I really felt like I wouldn't be able to get back up again.



    



    "You can do it!"



    



    I don't know why it happened.



    



    The loud voice I used to hate came out naturally.



    



    "There are 2 left!"



    



    Cha Ji-chan glanced at me, smiled, and then kept shouting.



    



    Last two! Tighten your stomach. Swoosh!



    



    "Hmph!"



    



    Jujiseung made a face.



    



    On his face, covered in deep wrinkles, sweat poured down like rain, but Ju Ji-seung never gave up.



    



    At that moment, Cha Ji-chan went behind Ju Ji-seung.



    



    I put my arms between Joo Ji-seung's armpits to prepare for any potential situation.



    



    "Squat!"



    



    "Squat!"



    



    Cha Ji-chan shouted one last time, and I cheered along with him.



    



    "Ugh!"



    



    With a strange sound, Jujiseung finally got up and immediately placed the barbell on the power rack right in front of him.



    



    Wow! Hyung! Mental.



    



    Cha Ji-chan raised both hands and asked Joo Ji-seung for a high-five.



    



    Jujiseung received it weakly.



    



    "Ugh." I'm embarrassed that I can't do this one more thing.



    



    "No." No. You saw me do it all the way to the last one. Your mental state is so good, bro. "Real respect."



    



    └Seriously, no one can say anything about that.



    



    └ㅇㅇ I really went all the way to the end.



    



    How much is the average salary of a judge?



    



    You look like you're in your 90s.



    



    If an ordinary person weighs 160 kg like that, they're a monster.



    



    └That's cool.



    



    That mental strength is really impressive. If it were me, I would have already put it down by then.



    



    Even in the chat window, admiration and praise continue.



    



    I think I understand why people want to exercise together.



    



    To me, who was worried that going to the gym would lead to being insulted or humiliated for being fat.



    



    Cha Ji-chan once said that there is no one like that among people who exercise properly.



    



    Now I know exactly what that means.



    



    Not only the sense of accomplishment from completing a difficult task.



    



    A sense of empathy from having gone through the same experience, and thus, a naturally blossoming bond.



    



    Isn't it because of those feelings I've never experienced before?



    



    "Ugh." "Nice. Oh wow." Delicious.



    



    Maybe I'm just a pervert who enjoys pain.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Only after finishing the squats and walking lunges could we wrap up the broadcast.



    



    Not only me, but also Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan had trouble with their legs, making the journey to the restaurant quite a sight to behold.



    



    After settling in and ordering the grilled duck, the monk opened his mouth.



    



    "Chanyong, have you heard about the red radish?"



    



    "What are you talking about?"



    



    I couldn't even guess what he meant, so I asked again.



    



    Cha Ji-chan also showed interest.



    



    "I heard from a friend who signed a contract with Hongdangmu that they might remove the preferential conditions in the future."



    



    "Why?"



    



    Although we need the help of Hongdangmu Entertainment, it's not urgent for now, so we were discussing signing a good contract after the side dish store has grown.



    



    I couldn't help but be surprised.



    



    "It's an internal matter, so they don't know the details." I heard from a younger sibling who knows Bokbunja too.



    



    "I heard it too."



    



    Cha Ji-chan stepped forward.



    



    There's a friend named Samsol who goes to our gym; it must be about that friend, right? Recently, I was discussing a contract with Hongdangmu. Jiseung-hyung is also close with Bokbunja, whom he just mentioned.



    



    It doesn't seem like it's coming from just one side.



    



    "Samsol wanted to grow the channel a bit more and sign a contract under better terms, but the person in charge said it wasn't possible." Who was it again? Kim…….”



    



    "Kim Seo-jin?"



    



    When Joo Ji-seung mentioned the name, Cha Ji-chan nodded.



    



    That's right. Assistant Manager Kim Seo-jin. They said that person might lose the preferential terms later, so they advised proceeding with the contract to help the channel grow. I went to work out yesterday, but your expression didn't look too good.



    



    "That makes sense." Because it's different from the direction they wanted. No, but the information I heard from Deputy Manager Mukkunji is completely different.



    



    The information provided by Mukunji and Kim Seojin is completely opposite.



    



    It's strange that an employee from the same company, not a different one, is saying such contradictory things.



    



    "That's why it's strange."



    



    "Didn't you hear anything from the carrot?"



    



    Jujiseung asked.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    Come to think of it, the conversation we had a few times after the meeting has been cut off for a few days.



    



    It's not like we're in a contractual relationship yet, and there's no need to keep in touch, but it seems something happened in the meantime.



    



    "It seems like something is going on."



    



    Cha Ji-chan crossed his arms.



    



    "The company's policy might have changed." Anyway, I don't know what the matter is, but I feel like I should know.



    



    There's no one but you, hyung. I really didn't know.



    



    The ordered duck bulgogi has arrived.



    



    The sight of the duck, soaked in red seasoning, simmering away with onions, chives, and perilla leaves is just so delightful.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "Manager, are you working late again today?"



    



    “네. What is the matter?



    



    "No." I'm just curious.



    



    From a certain day onwards, the atmosphere in the office gradually changed.



    



    "Have you identified the factors causing the decline in subscribers on the Kkwak Kkwak channel?"



    



    "No." Not yet."



    



    "We need to hurry to meet the deadline for this week's meeting."



    



    "Yes~"



    



    I couldn't pinpoint exactly what it was, but the team's attitude wasn't great.



    



    Even when they were laughing among themselves, they would go quiet when Assistant Mukji entered, and it became common for them to hurriedly look away when their eyes met.



    



    Just as Deputy Manager Muk Eun-ji was feeling something strange, Team Leader Oh Hyung-man called her aside.



    



    "Okay." Assistant Manager Eunji. "Sit."



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Nothing else, just wondering if you've been doing okay lately."



    



    "There isn't any."



    



    "Then I'm relieved."



    



    The team leader tapped the armrest a couple of times and then picked up the coffee cup.



    



    "If you have no further comments, may I take my leave?"



    



    Deputy Muk Eun-ji, who was waiting to hear what the team leader had to say, checked the time and asked for understanding.



    



    I had things to take care of today, so I didn't want to waste time.



    



    Sip. "Wait a minute."



    



    "Yes."



    



    "I know well that Eunji is working hard." I also achieved a lot of results.



    



    "……."



    



    "How about trying to get along with the team members a bit?"



    



    "I don't understand what you mean."



    



    "Are you aware that you're up for promotion to manager this time?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Of course, you should be recognized for doing your job well." To get promoted to a managerial position, that's not enough. You need to be able to lead people.



    



    Assistant Mukunji nodded.



    



    To handle tasks with the employees, communication with them was also important.



    



    It wasn't something I couldn't understand.



    



    "But these days, there are some people who have complaints about Assistant Manager Eunji."



    



    "If you let me know what the issue is, I will address it."



    



    The team leader clenched his fist, then opened it and sighed.



    



    "When you go to sign the contract, you don't have to sign it right away." Let's receive preferential treatment after we grow up. "Have you ever explained it that way?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Why did you explain it that way?"



    



    "Because I don't feel the need to sign a contract with Hongdangmu right now." I judged that it would be better to maintain the relationship and build trust with such a person rather than forcing a contract on them.



    



    When the channel grows, there are many more things to worry about.



    



    In that case, it will be necessary to have a company that combines MCN and management, like Hongdangmu Entertainment, without needing further explanation.



    



    If the contract was signed at that time, Hongdangmu could sign a contract with a major influencer, so both sides could benefit.



    



    "Yeah." "But since you're recommending it to so many people, the team members are finding it really hard to make a deal these days."



    



    "……."



    



    "If you talk to Deputy Manager Muk Eun-ji, you can slowly get favorable terms, but if you talk to other employees, they want to sign the contract right away." The YouTubers are looking for you.



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    The team leader nodded.



    



    "I also like working while looking at the company's future." But showing immediate results is also part of our job. And as you know, our performance bonuses are larger than our base salary. While coordinating with other employees. ”



    



    Deputy Mukkunji found it hard to fully accept the team leader's words.



    



    Achieving short-term results is important, but it cannot be compared to the future of the company.



    



    If more and more people who don't need Hongdangmu's help right away sign contracts and then leave after the contract expires because they don't see the benefits of the Hongdangmu system, there would be no future for Hongdangmu.



    



    "I fully understand what you are saying, but I cannot sacrifice the future of Hongdangmu for immediate results."



    



    "What does that mean?"



    



    We need to appeal to the strengths of our company and proceed with the contract for those who need carrots right now. However, if you force a contract with someone who has nothing to gain from Hongdangmu right now, from the YouTuber's perspective, it feels like money is going out but nothing is being gained. That kind of person wouldn't re-sign. The more such cases occur, the more trust in Hongdangmu Entertainment will diminish.



    



    "So, all of that was Deputy Manager Eunji's prediction, right?"



    



    "……."



    



    "Did that actually happen now?" That's not it. "Why are you causing trouble now by worrying about things that haven't even happened yet?"



    



    "I can't turn a blind eye knowing that a problem will arise."



    



    "Pickled cabbage."



    



    The team leader lowered his voice.



    



    "Are you the team leader?" Or what, are you the boss? Why are you meddling in things that don't concern you?



    



    "……."



    



    "I'm the team leader, you know." Just do as I say, why are you making a fuss about it? Are you the only one thinking?



    



    Deputy Mukeunji couldn't understand why the team leader was angry.



    



    "What you're talking about is a later issue." Huh? What I'm saying is the problem right now. The team members come by every day because of you. "Do you know that?"



    



    "Is it because of the issue you mentioned earlier?"



    



    "Okay."



    



    "Then, shouldn't you call in the team member who is so desperate for immediate results that they don't hesitate to sweet-talk our business partner?"



    



    "What?"



    



    "I can't understand why I need to change my behavior."

  
    Hongdangmu Entertainment



    



    A week after receiving a tip from Ju Ji-seung, Hongdangmu Entertainment sent an email.



    



    The sender is not Assistant Manager Muk Eun-ji, but Assistant Manager Kim Seo-jin.



    



    It was a message stating that the existing contract-related tasks had been transferred from Deputy Mukunji, along with a request to discuss it once more.



    



    I secretly intended to sign a contract with Hongdangmu Entertainment, so I arranged a meeting to find out what was going on.



    



    As I arrived at the meeting place, a well-groomed man in his mid-30s greeted me with a friendly smile.



    



    Nice to meet you. This is Kim Seo-jin from Hongdangmu Entertainment.



    



    Hello. It's for side dishes.



    



    "How should we order the drinks?"



    



    Ah, a decaf Americano, please. It's cold.



    



    “Yes. "Please wait a moment."



    



    Assistant Manager Kim Seo-jin went to place an order.



    



    No matter how much I think about it, it's just a series of strange events.



    



    Usually, when a person in charge is replaced, the predecessor explains the situation, but Mukjin didn't contact me.



    



    I wondered if we were going to meet today, but we didn't.



    



    "You were waiting, weren't you?"



    



    "No." Thank you.



    



    I was more curious about how things were going than the coffee, so I asked right away.



    



    "How is Deputy Manager Muk Eun-ji doing?"



    



    “Ah. As I mentioned in the email, my responsibilities have changed, so I am reaching out to you.



    



    It's sudden. "Could you tell me what the situation is?"



    



    Deputy Kim Seo-jin took a sip of the drink and nodded.



    



    "It's not a very good thing, so I've been hesitant to tell you, but you'll find out later anyway, so I'll just be honest with you."



    



    "Yes."



    



    It has come to light that Deputy Manager Muk Eun-ji has been using underhanded methods with existing customers, such as YouTuber Ban Chan-yong. So, I am currently excluded from contract work.



    



    “Yes? What kind of trickery?



    



    Kim Seo-jin leaned forward and clasped his hands.



    



    "I was going around telling creators to grow their channels first and then we would offer them good contracts." Do you explain it like that to Chan-young as well?



    



    “Yes. What do you mean by that?



    



    "We at Hongdangmu are providing more opportunities to creators with growth potential." "But Deputy Mukkunji deprived those people of the opportunity to work with Hongdangmu, using the excuse that he could offer them better conditions."



    



    Strange.



    



    "I think our intention was to contract with a more influential creator, even if just a little, since we have a performance-based system." Because of that, there were many people who wanted to sign a contract but couldn't.



    



    "Just a moment."



    



    "Yes."



    



    Assistant Manager Muk Eun-ji accommodated my situation. I'm too busy managing my current schedule, so I couldn't take on more work.



    



    Even though Hongdangmu said he would give me more work, the conditions weren't right for me to do it.



    



    "When the channel grows, I heard I should leave other tasks to others and focus solely on the broadcasts."



    



    "I see."



    



    Assistant Manager Kim Seo-jin nodded.



    



    "Let's think about it this way." "If you receive help from Hongdangmu Entertainment, you will be able to focus more on your broadcast."



    



    "……."



    



    "Since the channel has entered a growth phase, you must really want to focus solely on broadcasting during this crucial time." "But is there really any reason to postpone this great opportunity?"



    



    It's because of the contract terms.



    



    And it's a matter of the channel's identity.



    



    The side dish store, which originally started as an eating show channel, is now just beginning to find its channel identity.



    



    Show the existing subscribers and the new subscribers what the side dish store is like.



    



    I am establishing how to manage my channel on my own.



    



    Because of that, I have been constantly worrying about the content.



    



    Baekban debate, ideal type World Cup, making side dishes, how long are you going to sulk, finding good restaurants, etc., putting ideas into action.



    



    We will focus on reorganizing the content that receives good responses.



    



    "Mr. Chanyong."



    



    Assistant Manager Kim Seo-jin straightened up.



    



    "There's no need to overthink it." The content that is currently receiving the best response at the side dish store is the white rice discussion. Put aside other items for a moment and focus on the Baekban discussion. If you concentrate on the tasks we connect you with at Hongdangmu Entertainment, you'll see results in no time.



    



    "......That makes sense."



    



    That's right. There is no need to worry about the contract terms either, as you can set the duration to one year. You can adjust the ratio when you renew the contract in a year. If it's you, Mr. Chanyong, you'll grow significantly over the course of a year.



    



    I don't make a point of saying something wrong.



    



    However, I can't trust this person.



    



    "Do you happen to watch my broadcast?"



    



    "Of course." I've been watching the White rice discussion since the very first episode without missing a single one.



    



    "Why don't you make some side dishes instead of sulking all the time?"



    



    "Of course, we are checking."



    



    "Then do you know why I'm doing that?"



    



    Until now, Deputy Kim Seo-jin, who had been answering without hesitation, hesitated for the first time.



    



    He seemed to smile as if trying to hide his perplexed feelings.



    



    "I think it was a very smart choice."



    



    "In what way?"



    



    "If we collaborate with others, we can see an influx effect." Moreover, it would be even better if it's a large channel like Jimkkun or Banya Shikgyeong.



    



    I took a moment to gather my thoughts and then spoke.



    



    "You just said you would focus on the baekban discussion and that Hongdangmu Entertainment would take care of the rest, right?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "So, until when are you going to sulk? Are you telling me to stop making side dishes?"



    



    "That."



    



    "As you mentioned, there is a promotional effect, so why should we bother with other tasks?"



    



    "Ahaha." It seems my words were misunderstood. Even if the process or reasoning is good, isn't the result what truly matters? Unlike the Baekban Debate, when "How Long Are You Going to Keep Pouting?" or "Make Me Some Side Dishes" are uploaded simultaneously on both channels, doesn't the view count get divided? The videos of the porter climbing the Diamond Sutra have much higher view counts. So, we needed unique content for the side dish store, and that was what Hongdangmu was prepared to provide.



    



    This person said to me, "How long are you going to sulk?"Wow, I have no idea what "I'll make you some side dishes" means.



    



    The two pieces of content are not just videos that aim for views.



    



    It is a time to learn how to live healthily and to bring vitality to the monotonous daily life spent at home.



    



    Telling me to quit such things means telling me to give up on life.



    



    If you talk about it knowing this, it means you see me not as an individual but as a YouTuber generating views.



    



    I can't work with someone who sees me as a customer rather than a business partner.



    



    I understand what you mean. I will think it over and get back to you.



    



    "Ah."



    



    "I will contact you next time."



    



    Ignoring Assistant Manager Kim Seo-jin, who was trying to pin down a date, I stood up from my seat.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Assistant Manager Muk Eun-ji let out a long sigh while organizing the materials needed for the handover.



    



    "For the time being, skip the contract work and help out with Seojin's tasks."



    



    After several conflicts, the team leader excluded Muk-ji from the work.



    



    I couldn't understand the sudden change in attitude, but I couldn't follow the orders that disregarded the relationship with the creator.



    



    Even the suggestion to help Kim Seo-jin hurt my pride.



    



    Having joined the company before any systems were in place and having laid the groundwork from the beginning, she was barely suppressing her overwhelming emotions.



    



    I brought more internet streamers to the team than anyone else.



    



    He was diligent enough to voluntarily work extra hours, so he couldn't understand why he had to be treated this way.



    



    I just worked hard.



    



    Since her days as a job seeker, she had constantly fulfilled what society demanded, but now the company was asking for something else that she couldn't understand.



    



    I couldn't tell if it was something to make a good impression on the team leader, who often talked about social life, or if it was just about currying favor.



    



    I definitely felt that it was very unfair.



    



    "I cannot follow an unjust order."



    



    "Please explain the reason in a way that I can understand."



    



    "If you only chase short-term results, problems will definitely arise." Hongdangmu and the creator are partners. You need to build trust from the small parts.



    



    "I have never deceived anyone who was going to be my partner."



    



    "I just explained it according to their situation."



    



    "Why on earth don't you believe what I'm saying?"



    



    'Team leader, you all have seen how I work, haven't you?'



    



    ‘…….’



    



    Mugunji looked around at the team members, but no one made eye contact.



    



    It was only after encountering their evasive attitude that I realized they had no intention of having a conversation.



    



    Mugunji decided to leave Hongdangmu Entertainment on her own.



    



    I never imagined I would give up my company, my job, which I had longed for so much, so easily.



    



    Boo-woong-



    



    Her old smartphone vibrated.



    



    Manager, I met with Manager Kim Seo-jin today, but I just can't seem to understand it. Could we possibly meet and have a conversation?7:01 PM



    



    It was a message sent by Banchanyong.



    



    I was already thinking that I needed to personally explain the situation to each of the creators I had been in contact with.



    



    Although I wasn't the one who officially signed the contract and was responsible for it, I had to wrap things up since we had discussed the matter.



    



    Deputy Mukgeunji saved the document she was working on after making an appointment with Banchan.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Ah. Here you go.



    



    9 PM.



    



    Assistant Mukeunji came all the way here despite the late hour.



    



    She bowed her head with a more gaunt appearance than before.



    



    "I hope you didn't come out here despite being busy."



    



    The appointment time was set by Muk-ji, but seeing his tired face, somewhat sad expression, and complexion that clearly looks problematic makes me uneasy.



    



    "No." I have things to take care of too.



    



    "Have you had your meal?"



    



    I asked with concern, but she avoided answering and got straight to the point.



    



    "I think you must have been flabbergasted." I'm sorry for not informing you in advance.



    



    "......What happened?"



    



    "Due to internal circumstances, it's difficult to provide detailed information, but I have resigned due to personal reasons."



    



    It's a difficult answer to ask about in detail.



    



    Even if we were talking about the contract, it's rude to ask personal questions.



    



    "It might be an unnecessary addition, but..."



    



    After a brief silence, the aged kimchi spoke.



    



    "As I mentioned before, the side dish store will continue to grow in the future." It might be faster than Mr. Banchanyong expected.



    



    Mugunji took a binder out of the bag.



    



    "I have organized the information related to the side dish store channel so far." You probably check it every day and know it well, but if you look at the information converted into data, you can understand the current situation more intuitively.



    



    I casually opened the document.



    



    There, the views of the videos I uploaded were detailed by how they increased over time.



    



    The analysis included the finding that viewership increases the most between 9 PM and 10 PM, so it would be advantageous to post the video before that.



    



    Anuncios



    



    It was also analyzed which days to upload in the future, which thumbnails were effective for videos, and what current viewers enjoy.



    



    "This..."



    



    I never imagined that you would go this far for me, even though we haven't even signed a contract yet.



    



    Not all planners work like this. If you proceed with another person, they will have their own way of doing things, so you should choose someone who matches well with Mr. Banchanyong.



    



    Muk-ji continued the story.



    



    "And it seems that the part I mentioned will be difficult to proceed with as is." I'm sorry.



    



    It means to sign the contract after the channel has grown.



    



    Through the conversation with Deputy Kim Seo-jin, it has already been confirmed that Hongdangmu Entertainment's position has changed.



    



    “네. I met with Assistant Manager Kim Seo-jin yesterday and heard the story.



    



    "......Is that so?"



    



    Mukji bit his lip.



    



    It doesn't seem like they're holding back what they want to say, but rather like they're controlling their emotions.



    



    There must be something going on.



    



    "If your questions have been resolved, I will take my leave now."



    



    "Just a moment."



    



    Since Mukji was trying to get up in a hurry, I thought I had to say this and called her to a stop.



    



    "I don't know what's going on." I might be overstepping again. But I feel like I really need to say this.



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    "Meeting with Deputy Kim Seojin yesterday made it clear."



    



    Assistant Manager Muk Eun-ji looked at me expressionlessly.



    



    The reason I decided to sign the contract. It wasn't because of Hongdangmu Entertainment, it was because of Manager Mukkunji. Thank you.



    



    "……."



    



    "Really." I think Hongdangmu really missed out on a talented person.



    



    Muk-ji bit her lip again.



    



    Her face, which had been expressionless as if she were wearing a mask all this time, began to gradually contort.



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    However, in the end, Mukjeon did not show any emotion.



    



    I bowed my head in greeting and then left the café.



    



    It seems like you have a lot on your mind, and when that happens, a sweet and fluffy cake is the best.



    



    I hurried to the café staff and asked them to quickly wrap up two slices of cake.

  
    Large corporation



    



    "Do you like Mom?" Do you like Dad? Are you a "bubok"? Dipping or not? I will only get a taste of the most intense debate in the 5,000-year history of the Korean Peninsula. For the side dishes of the baekban debate.



    



    "This is Baek Woo-jin."



    



    It's the day of the 8th episode of the Baekban Debate.



    



    It's already been two months since we started the Baekban discussion, and many things have changed during that time.



    



    First, the number of live stream viewers reached 8,000, and we are now close to 300,000 subscribers.



    



    I was surprised by the growth trend that I never even dreamed of, and I was even more surprised that it fell within the prediction range provided by Mukji's analysis data.



    



    Secondly, as I went out more often, I occasionally ran into people who recognized me.



    



    Lastly, a pretty big advertising inquiry came in.



    



    However, the concept of debating which meal is tastier is delicate.



    



    When advertising a certain product, we judged that we might unintentionally belittle competing products, so we are currently coordinating the advertising method.



    



    "Welcome once again today." A live rockfish. Introducing expert rockfish specialist, Commissioner Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "Why am I a rockfish?"



    



    "It's because I'm a flounder."



    



    Baek Woo-jin pondered deeply and then nodded.



    



    "I admit it."



    



    └hahahahahahahaha



    



    └Since flounders are uglier, I'll admit it "LOL"



    



    The mindset of being better-looking than you.



    



    └Rockfish or flounder, lol



    



    A man who wants to become slim like a flatfish. It's for flatfish enthusiasts as a side dish.



    



    "Do you want to become like a flatfish?"



    



    "Of course." How slim you are.



    



    "My eyes are rolling back, you know?"



    



    It's individuality. Are you perhaps making fun of someone whose eyes are slightly misaligned?



    



    "No." No. Not at all.”



    



    └Starting with slander, lol.



    



    └They try to kill each other at the slightest opportunity, lol.



    



    When did this even happen? LOL



    



    From the beginning



    



    Today, it's flounder vs. rockfish. We would like to conduct a formal debate on what is more delicious. Could you first explain about the rockfish?



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    Rockfish are fish that live in the sea. Originally, it was called the grouper, but since people started calling it the rockfish, you could say the name has completely replaced it.



    



    I showed the viewers a picture of the rockfish.



    



    "You're ugly, aren't you?"



    



    "Jine."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    └You have to say you're better looking than a flatfish, lol.



    



    Suddenly?



    



    └Personal attack lol



    



    └Baek Woo-jin is really pissed off "LOL"



    



    └We're on a 7-game losing streak, lol.



    



    Baek Woo-jin is unusually aggressive today.



    



    Since he lost all seven debates before, he seems to get really sensitive as soon as the white debate starts.



    



    But today is still my victory.



    



    "Alright." First, let me explain about the flatfish. Flounder also has its original name. It's called flatfish, but in fact, more people call it flounder. And in our country, when you say sashimi, it is so popular that it can be considered synonymous with flounder.



    



    "No." How much do you eat of rockfish, anyway?



    



    "Eh." Actually, sashimi can't compare to flounder. I will acknowledge that, depending on personal taste, rockfish could be more delicious in spicy fish stew.



    



    "No." Both sashimi and spicy fish stew are tastier with rockfish.



    



    It's an attitude of not yielding even a little.



    



    "You won't have any choice but to admit it." "Did you know that flounder is an incredibly high-end fish?"



    



    I displayed a photo of flounder sashimi and explained it.



    



    "Although we can enjoy it cheaply and deliciously due to successful farming, in fact, our country has regarded flounder and halibut as premium fish since ancient times." Because it tastes good due to its umami flavor.



    



    "Is it over?"



    



    "No." Even in Japan, flounder is more expensive than sea bream. In this way, because flounder itself has excellent taste, it has been loved as a high-end sashimi ingredient, and the reason we can feel familiar with flounder is all thanks to the success of aquaculture.



    



    "Is it over?"



    



    I guess I'm being impatient.



    



    However, today's discussion does not go on for long.



    



    Because this one shot ends all the controversy.



    



    "Please wait." There is an important story left to tell.



    



    "Hurry up."



    



    "Why are you so sensitive today?" "Want some chocolate?"



    



    "I'm not eating."



    



    "Don't you... eat cacao?"



    



    “Ah! Really! "Stop it already!"



    



    "Heheheheh."



    



    └Baek Woo-jin is having another seizure, lol.



    



    └Whenever Kakao is mentioned, he acts like that, so how can I not tease him? LOL



    



    └You pretended to be firm, but you got swayed in one blow, right?



    



    └It seems like Banchan-yong is really good at provoking.



    



    "Calm down." Please listen to the rest. Do you happen to know about the 1996 Gangneung armed infiltration incident, Commissioner Baek Woo-jin?



    



    "......Yes."



    



    Maybe because I teased him once, this time he answers obediently.



    



    "That's right." It was a very significant incident that a submarine infiltrated the eastern coast of Gangwon Province. As a result, a person named Lee Kwang-soo is captured alive.



    



    "Do you want flounder?"



    



    "That's right." Our country's investigation team offered alcohol and asked what he would like to eat as a side dish, and Lee Kwang-soo sarcastically replied, "Do you think there would be flounder sashimi in impoverished South Korea?" Flounder is hard to find even in North Korea, so I thought people in South Korea wouldn't even know it exists."1)



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    "But as you know, in our country, flounder was such a popular fish." The investigation team immediately brought out the flounder sashimi, and Lee Kwang-soo was taken aback. If they brought the flounder sashimi this quickly, I started to suspect that they might be mistaken about something. Afterwards, he defected and served as a political officer under the Naval Education Command.



    



    └LOL



    



    Do you guys know flounder?



    



    └(Info) Flounder farming has been around since the 1980s.



    



    └Ah, haha, I can't resist flounder sashimi, haha.



    



    "A flatfish so delicious and precious that even armed spies would defect for it." Do you know what they say to someone who knows that taste?



    



    "What are you saying?"



    



    "You're being a flounder."



    



    └hahahahahahahahahahahaha



    



    └Tore it



    



    └LOL so crazy LOL



    



    └You got kidnapped, lol.



    



    └8 consecutive wins for side dishes



    



    Even I think it's perfect logic.



    



    Baek Woo-jin won't be able to deny it half-heartedly either.



    



    You must be aware that I've been slandered and schemed against all this time, so if I deny it, they'll label me as a North Korean sympathizer.



    



    Even if you cleverly evade it, I still have one more weapon left.



    



    This time, it's my victory again.



    



    "I admit it."



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded obediently.



    



    "But we need to compare several more aspects."



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    Rockfish and flounder. What is more expensive if you eat the circuit?



    



    "Isn't the rockfish more expensive?"



    



    "That's right." Because rockfish have a lower yield, they are inevitably more expensive than flatfish for the same quantity.



    



    "Yes."



    



    "And in a capitalist society, the more expensive things are, the better they are."



    



    "……Ah."



    



    "If the person who just mentioned armed infiltrators denies this fact, I can't help but wonder who is actually threatening capitalism and democracy."



    



    I was so surprised that I opened my mouth.



    



    └Taijiquan lol



    



    └Baek Woojin lol



    



    └He's really a crazy bastard, lol.



    



    └I said it was going normally.



    



    └If they had clearly denied this, they would have brought up North Korea or something, but they're countering it like this, lol.



    



    └I wasn't just taking hits all this time, lol.



    



    "You."



    



    "Can't be." Are you denying it?



    



    "When did you become so corrupt?" It wasn't like this originally.



    



    "You made me like this."



    



    There is madness in Baek Woo-jin's eyes.



    



    Filled with a competitive spirit and a desire for revenge, they feel no guilt for all the schemes, slanders, and plots.



    



    It is the eyes of a person who runs solely for victory.



    



    "……It seems like we've exchanged it back and forth once?"



    



    "Do you have anything else to say?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked confidently.



    



    "Of course." I've done a lot of research too, so it won't end here.



    



    "Go ahead, do whatever you want."



    



    Rockfish. Earlier, you mentioned Jopibollak, but you didn't introduce any other names, did you?



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "I don't think Commissioner Baek Woo-jin, who knows all sorts of trivia, would not know this."



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    "Don't even think about deceiving me." You judged it to be disadvantageous to you and intentionally didn't introduce it, right?



    



    "I don't know anything about it."



    



    Baek Woo-jin's eyes wavered.



    



    As expected, my guess was right.



    



    Rockfish. The official name is Zopfibollak, but in some regions, it is also called this way.



    



    He spoke while looking at the camera.



    



    "Ureki."



    



    Question marks started appearing in the chat window.



    



    In Gangwon Province, they call rockfish "uregi." And a word formed by combining the first letter of a noun with the word "reggie" usually means that it is useless. Ureki. In other words, it means garbage.



    



    I searched for "rockfish" on Google and showed it to the viewers.



    



    └hahahahahahahahahaha



    



    └Ureggyeok



    



    └I'm going crazy



    



    └This is seriously a dead giveaway, lol.



    



    └So funny LOL



    



    There was a brief crisis in the middle, but as expected, this victory is mine once again.



    



    Thinking about getting a free meal again tonight makes my mouth water already.



    



    "Wait a moment."



    



    You're intoxicated by victory.



    



    Baek Woo-jin stepped forward.



    



    "Do you have anything more to say?"



    



    "Ureki." "This is coming out as a cultural language, isn't it?"



    



    "......Yes?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin showed the window where he searched for "rockfish" on Namuwiki.



    



    Next to the official name "Zofibolac," there is a parenthesis with "rockfish" and "Thunder" written, and next to "Trash," it is introduced as "Standard Korean."



    



    Baek Woo-jin slowly turned his neck and tilted his head.



    



    "What happened?" No way.



    



    "......No." This, this can't be happening. In Gangwon Province, they call it "uregi."



    



    "What happened?"



    



    └Clarify



    



    └Clarify



    



    How do you know North Korean? Perhaps?



    



    Isn't Munhwa language North Korean?



    



    └How do you know about that? Haha



    



    "……."



    



    The atmosphere in the chatroom has already shifted to Baek Woo-jin.



    



    Amid the flood of requests for clarification and questions, I, who cannot understand why Uregi was introduced in the cultural language, have no further grounds for rebuttal.



    



    Moreover, it would have been nice if there was even evidence that it was called "Ure" in Gangwon Province, but I couldn't prepare the materials in advance.



    



    "……lost."



    



    "Wow!"



    



    When he admitted defeat, Baek Woo-jin jumped up from his seat.

  
    Large corporation



    



    After finishing the baekban discussion, I went to the duck restaurant I've been frequenting lately.



    



    Duck meat is so delicious that it can't even be compared to chicken, specifically chicken breast, and is cherished as a valuable source of protein.



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked at the raw duck breast starting to sizzle on the grill, smiling brightly.



    



    It seems you're really happy to have won your first victory in the debate.



    



    At times like this, you need to give them a little boost.



    



    "Oh, you're stopping me there."



    



    "Were you deceived?"



    



    "What?"



    



    "Ureki." Did you think I wouldn't know?



    



    Now that I think about it, it seems they deliberately didn't mention the Uregi.



    



    I anticipated that I would call the flounder "trash" and prepared a counterattack.



    



    I definitely didn't think they would go so far as to prepare such a trap.



    



    "I totally got fooled."



    



    I flipped the meat with a slight smile.



    



    "I'm going to eat a lot today." Brace yourself.



    



    "Okay." Eat a lot.



    



    Baek Woo-jin pushed the perfectly roasted duck meat towards his direction.



    



    He wrapped the lettuce while shaking his upper body left and right.



    



    "My eyes after eating duck are wide open." My brother bought me a duck, honeyDUCK.



    



    I was thrilled. I'm so excited.



    



    Baek Woo-jin wrapped lettuce while rapping poorly.



    



    "Hmm~"



    



    You eat well.



    



    "Come here and look at my knee, it's all hairy DUCK." Go over there and pay, Chan-young, you duck.



    



    As expected, chives and garlic are the perfect match for roasted duck.



    



    "Chan-yong, who was slandering and plotting, is an evil DUCK." I eat naturally like a duck because I uphold justice. Okay. Notification settings. "Mandatory for Nine DUCK."



    



    Listening to it, the rhythm is quite Dunki DUCK Bang, thud, bang. DUCK Bang, thud, bang.



    



    The ivory-colored duck skin is high in calories, but I can't give it up.



    



    “It sounds messy. Woojin.



    



    “Yes. Don't stop me. Today, I'm going to wipe this place out."



    



    Baek Woo-jin replied while diligently wrapping the ssam. It's nice to see you eating well.



    



    "Whatever." No, did you set up the corporation with executives when you created it?



    



    "Yeah."



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    “Why? "Should I create a corporation?"



    



    "There are also tax issues." It seems like running things alone is gradually becoming tough. Next month, we have to start filming for our show, right?



    



    As the side dish store grew, it became overwhelming to handle everything alone.



    



    I finished all the editing work I was doing on the side, but I'm so busy editing my own broadcasts and preparing broadcast content that I can't even rest easy for a day.



    



    Reading and responding to work-related messages like advertisements, collaborations, and lectures, I really don't even know how the days are passing by these days.



    



    In the meantime, starting next month, I'll be filming "Baekban Ttara" with PD Park Sang-cheol, so this is my limit.



    



    You need to establish a company and hire employees.



    



    Whether it's editing, content planning, or miscellaneous tasks, I need someone to handle them for me.



    



    Right. It's hard to handle it all by yourself.



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    Since I've already experienced this situation, I can give you various pieces of advice.



    



    "Is it better to have an executive?" You can even establish a corporation by yourself.



    



    "I can make it, but I need an investigator." You should entrust it to an executive or a notary lawyer instead of a shareholder, but hiring a lawyer costs a lot of money.



    



    "How much?"



    



    "When I looked into it, it was around 800,000 to 1,000,000 won."



    



    "Mm."



    



    "Is it because there isn't anyone trustworthy?"



    



    "Right." It's not like I have anyone to work with.



    



    "It's best to ask your mother." I also made it with my parents at first.



    



    Indeed, it is.



    



    You can't just appoint a complete stranger to an executive position.



    



    It's more reassuring to appoint family members as executives.



    



    "But, bro, don't you think it would be a bit easier if we set up a corporation?" No.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "The hardest thing in the world is dealing with people." Honestly, how can you tell if someone will do a good job just by looking at their resume, cover letter, and interview?



    



    That's true.



    



    A person's abilities are hard to know unless you experience them firsthand.



    



    "Besides, there are people who do their job well but just don't click with you."



    



    "Right."



    



    Also, if you like someone, you have to give them a good salary. Honestly, even if I can pay the minimum wage, I don't want to work with someone who doesn't do their job properly.



    



    "Right."



    



    "I'm also increasing the annual salary every year to keep the people we have now." They also give a lot of vacation time.



    



    I think I understand now why Baek Woo-jin tried so hard to stop me when I said I was quitting the editing freelance job.



    



    Now that I'm in that position, working with new people isn't as easy as it sounds.



    



    "What should I do?"



    



    "First impressions are important during the interview." We need to check if they have practical experience. Since it's just the beginning, I think it's better to team up with someone who has some experience.



    



    There can't possibly be someone like that around.



    



    "How about you?"



    



    I'm Ji-hye. We're college peers, after all. Ji-hye brought along a close junior with her. But it drove me crazy because they started teaching from the beginning. I hired someone because I was busy, but now I'm even busier because of the training.



    



    I don't have time for that right now.



    



    "It might be different for everyone, but how long do you think it will take?"



    



    "Usually, it takes about a year to settle in, right?" But you go there for a year, right? Even someone who wasn't like that gradually started to do things half-heartedly. Since I know almost everything, there are also times when I get into trouble. 어휴. "Seriously, just thinking about that guy still makes me furious."



    



    Baek Woo-jin chewed the ssam noisily.



    



    “Ha. It's not easy.



    



    Baek Woo-jin, his mouth full of food, just nodded.



    



    "I'd rather look for a place like a carrot."



    



    "Hmm?" Ugh.



    



    "Okay." I don't think I'll do it with Hongdangmu, but I was wondering if there's a place that does similar work. When I asked Jiseung-hyung, he said it wasn't a tomato. They say they are completely focused on content creation there.



    



    "Hmm." Ahem."



    



    The role I desperately need right now is management.



    



    I need a company that can take care of incoming calls, coordinate schedules, research materials for the broadcast, and manage the channel so that I can fully focus on the broadcast.



    



    Trying to make it myself is daunting since I've never done it before.



    



    When I looked for companies providing similar services, only Hongdangmu was on a large scale.



    



    There are no options.



    



    If Mukji had continued at Hongdangmu Entertainment, I wouldn't have to be worried about this, and it's really a shame.



    



    "……mature kimchi."



    



    As expected, a true food connoisseur. Boss, do you have any aged kimchi?



    



    “Yes. Shall I bring it to you?



    



    “Yes. Thank you.



    



    I don't know many people who do this kind of work, no, I only know one person who does, but I'm sure.



    



    If it's that person, they will manage the side dish store excellently.



    



    When I took out my smartphone, it was already 8 PM. It's a bit late to contact, but I'm in a hurry.



    



    It's already been a month since Mukji left Hongdangmu Entertainment, and there's no way other companies would turn down such talent.



    



    "Tsk."



    



    They've probably already gotten a job at another company.



    



    Thinking about it, I wonder if I could match the salary of someone who worked at a large corporation.



    



    "No." If you work at another company, you might be able to do management tasks there.



    



    There's no harm in contacting them.



    



    "Ugh."



    



    Baek Woo-jin shouted, and when he looked up, he was staring at the floor with a bewildered expression.



    



    Following the gaze, I turned my head and saw a piece of duck meat on the floor.



    



    It looks like I spilled it while wrapping the ssam.



    



    He was nibbling away and ended up dropping a precious piece of meat.



    



    I opened my mouth to commemorate the poor duck meat that fled from the wicked rice cake that devoured three portions of its own kind.



    



    "DUCK."



    



    "Oh?"



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    So, I thought of you, sir. I thought you were someone I could trust, even if just for a moment. The conditions are as favorable as possible.



    



    "It won't work."



    



    "Match it." Yes?”



    



    The aged kimchi I met after a month, fortunately, had not found a job yet.



    



    I explained my situation with a happy heart, but I was rejected before I could even make a proposal.



    



    It's bewildering to be turned down with nothing but a "no."



    



    I understand what Mr. Banchan-young said. But I can't handle that task on my own.



    



    "If you could tell me the reason."



    



    "The reason I was able to handle such tasks was because I was affiliated with a company called Hongdangmu."



    



    Ah.



    



    Mr. Banchanyong is currently overestimating me. Even though I knew someone in the industry and knew how to handle related tasks, most of it was possible because it was Deputy Manager Hongdangmu from the Planning Support Team.



    



    This person is really honest.



    



    And thoroughly objectifies oneself.



    



    Knowing what he could do and what he couldn't, he wasn't so arrogant even though he was part of a large corporation.



    



    I am aware of the environmental differences. I plan to start from the beginning with you, no, with Eunji. I don't expect you to say what you said when you were at Hongdangmu.



    



    "......Is that so?"



    



    The aged kimchi stared at me intently.



    



    Whether it's observation or suspicion, I feel like I shouldn't avoid it, so I forcefully meet their gaze, and they frown.



    



    I wonder what went wrong.



    



    "Why are you looking at me like that?"



    



    "They say if you want to earn trust, you should look someone straight in the eye."



    



    "It's burdensome."



    



    He is really a difficult person to deal with.



    



    Feeling awkward, I drank a decaf Americano, and the aged kimchi revealed its true nature.



    



    "Mr. Banchan's perspective and the idea of starting a company from the beginning are both burdensome."



    



    It can't be helped.



    



    In fact, aside from meeting a few times and staying in touch, she and I have almost no connection.



    



    If someone suddenly appears after a month of no contact and asks you to trust them, it would be awkward even for me.



    



    Still, since it's a pity, let's just present the prepared conditions and not insist any further.



    



    It's rude to try to persuade me any further after saying this much.



    



    "Please, just one more time."



    



    I took out the prepared salary contract.



    



    "Since you used to work at a big company like Hongdangmu, I don't know how much your salary was." It may be woefully inadequate, but for me, it's the best I can do. I wanted to show you how desperate I am.



    



    Mugunji checked the contract without even lowering her head, only moving her eyes.



    



    I knew from the beginning that he was such a resolute person.



    



    I came to you because I thought you were the only one I could trust and delegate the work to, but it seems my best efforts were woefully inadequate.



    



    As expected, someone who used to work at a large corporation is different.



    



    "Sure." Excuse me.



    



    "I will do it."



    



    The moment I was about to get up, the aged kimchi lifted its head.



    



    "Yes?"



    



    I will do it. Boss.



    



    "Yes?"



    



    Mugunji was silent for a moment, then slightly turned her head and asked.



    



    "......CEO?"

  
    Large corporation



    



    A week later.



    



    I established a side dish store corporation and even rented a small office.



    



    The executive is my mother, and there is only one employee, but nonetheless, I have my own company now.



    



    When I just thought about it, I wondered if it would actually work out, and it was a bit moving.



    



    Once I actually started the work, I was completely out of my mind.



    



    Since it was my first time doing this, there was no way to get through it easily from start to finish.



    



    I did manage to start a company with the help of those around me, by looking up information and getting consultations, but...



    



    Rather than feeling excited, I'm worried about what will happen if it fails.



    



    Even if I say it's my responsibility, now that I have employees, my sense of responsibility is no small matter.



    



    "Haah."



    



    After setting up the computer and straightening my back, a sigh naturally escaped.



    



    As I wiped the sweat pouring down like rain with the towel around my neck, the old pickled vegetables came into view.



    



    Before I knew it, I finished organizing my desk and am now wiping off the dust-covered items.



    



    "Ms. Eunji, are you okay for a moment?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    When I sat at the table, I roughly tidied up the old map and took a seat across from it.



    



    I took out the prepared employment contract and showed it.



    



    "Read it all the way through." As I mentioned, it's exactly as I said.



    



    The salary offered to Muk Eun-ji was 42 million won.



    



    Since I also had experience working at a large corporation, it was an amount adjusted to ensure a net monthly income of 3 million won.



    



    It was the best I could offer, but I was worried it might not be satisfactory for Mukji.



    



    I sign without hesitation.



    



    "Wait a moment."



    



    There is something to double-check before signing.



    



    "I mentioned it once before and it's also written in the contract, but I'll remind you again for confirmation."



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Before the company grows, it will be difficult to give bonuses." Still, I'll make sure to take care of it as much as possible. I'm sorry that I can only tell you this for now.



    



    "I know."



    



    "And although taking a vacation might be difficult for a while, please let me know if you have any urgent matters or if you're feeling unwell."



    



    "I understand that there are no annual paid leave regulations for workplaces with fewer than four employees."



    



    "......Yes."



    



    In fact, there are too many companies that exploit loopholes by using vague, limited, or biased regulations.



    



    I also experienced a lot of unreasonable things while working at such a company.



    



    I can't let my hard-earned side dish store be seen as just another company by someone.



    



    "It's the initial stage, so we need to be flexible." "Don't worry."



    



    "Thank you."



    



    Next is the role of aged kimchi.



    



    What Eunji will do is content planning. It would be great if you could write the script, organize the information, or create materials for the broadcast.



    



    "Yes."



    



    "And I would like you to take care of the calls that come to me." Reply too."



    



    I will check with the CEO and proceed. Is it more convenient for you to sign documents or to do it verbally?



    



    "Please say it." Uh……



    



    Mugunji raised an eyebrow.



    



    The title "CEO" feels a bit awkward to me. It's just the two of us, so feel free to be comfortable.



    



    "It won't work."



    



    He is a person who is always resolute, no matter when you see him.



    



    "Let's try to change that part slowly."



    



    "It won't work."



    



    "No." Next, is your typing speed fast by any chance?



    



    "I haven't checked it, but I'm familiar with document work."



    



    "I'm going to add subtitles to the video, but there are many broadcasts done without a script." For example, discussing the set menu or making side dishes.



    



    "Yes."



    



    "If I give you the edited video, can you type out the dialogue?"



    



    "No problem."



    



    That's a relief.



    



    If you can do just this much, I will have some leeway too.



    



    "Then."



    



    Mugunji last checked the employment contract.



    



    It's been quite a while since we set the commuting hours and shared the schedule.



    



    It's 1 PM.



    



    While pondering what to eat for lunch, the old man, who was skimming through the contract, picked up a pen.



    



    Come to think of it, I need to make a copy.



    



    On my way out to eat, I should stop by the print shop.



    



    I guess I should buy a copier. I need a copy of my bankbook, and unexpectedly, I have a use for it.



    



    "I will look into the product."



    



    "No." "I'll buy it second-hand."



    



    Mugunji took out her smartphone and opened an app.



    



    It's a carrot.



    



    "Please."



    



    "Yes."



    



    With a smile and a request, Muk Eun-ji handed me the contract he had personally signed.



    



    Now, a new employee has really joined the side dish store.



    



    "It's a bit awkward for me to say this, but I didn't expect you to agree so readily."



    



    He said while inserting the contract into the file.



    



    "It was a better deal than Hongdangmu Entertainment."



    



    "Really?"



    



    It's surprising.



    



    "We only received investment from a large corporation, but we are not a large corporation ourselves."



    



    It seems that many people, including myself, were misinformed about Hongdangmu Entertainment.



    



    "Still, thank you." Actually, I thought you had gone to another company.



    



    "I've had a few interviews, but they weren't very pleasant experiences."



    



    "Why?"



    



    Everyone was curious about why they quit the carrot. In a few places, I avoided answering, but at the last company, they kept pressing me, so I said I left because I received unfair instructions from my boss.



    



    It has become clear that both the red radish and the aged kimchi have experienced unfortunate events.



    



    I had a rough idea and thought it wasn't very important, so I didn't pry, but it seems there was someone who really wanted to know.



    



    "So?"



    



    "I asked if they would protest against unfair instructions there and if they would resign if their protests were not accepted."



    



    I don't have that kind of experience, so I can't know for sure, but is it a stress interview?



    



    "It's a difficult question to answer."



    



    "I said it would happen."



    



    I opened my mouth without realizing it.



    



    "When I asked if there was anyone giving unfair orders, they didn't answer." The interviewer didn't seem very good from the start, so I gave up.



    



    How can such a small body hold so much? It's truly amazing.



    



    I envy the confident and rational attitude of not being intimidated by the interviewer and, on the contrary, checking what the company is like.



    



    "Because of that, there wasn't a place I liked."



    



    "Mm."



    



    "No one wants to work with subordinates who don't follow orders willingly."



    



    "……."



    



    In the past, it was a bit more lenient. I was desperate to be liked and noticed, but now I don't want to do that anymore. I don't know the reason, but.



    



    It seems that quitting the job at Hongdangmu has brought about a change of heart.



    



    It looks good. Confidently."



    



    "The only person who has said that is you, CEO." I will do my best.



    



    Since the aged kimchi bowed its head, I bowed my head and greeted it too.



    



    "Shall we go eat then?"



    



    I can't take it anymore.



    



    My stomach is growling, as if it's screaming that I'm going to starve to death.



    



    As I stood up, I suggested going to have lunch.



    



    "I'm fine."



    



    I couldn't understand what it meant, so I blinked, and Muk-ji answered again.



    



    "Please have a meal and come back." I will finish organizing the office before you return.



    



    Mugunji also got up and headed to his seat.



    



    "That's not right." Where is there something more urgent than eating?



    



    This time, the aged kimchi stares blankly at me.



    



    Ah. If you feel uncomfortable eating together, it's okay to eat separately.



    



    "No."



    



    "What is it?"



    



    Mugunji hesitated for a moment before speaking.



    



    "I'm controlling my diet, so I don't eat lunch." "Please don't take it to heart if the CEO is uncomfortable."



    



    "......Meal control?"



    



    I thought I shouldn't ask or care about personal matters, but I just can't understand why you're controlling your diet.



    



    All this time, it was winter, so I wore thick clothes and didn't notice, but my cheeks weren't deeply sunken.



    



    The forearm of the old pickled cabbage, rolled up to clean, was as bony as could be.



    



    It's even pitiful.



    



    Yes. Meal control.



    



    "Are you feeling unwell anywhere?"



    



    "No."



    



    It was hard to believe, so I kept watching, and Mukunji let out a small sigh and opened up.



    



    "I can't eat well."



    



    "……."



    



    "There is no hindrance to working." You don't need to worry.



    



    "How can you say it's okay when you can't eat?" It's strange, isn't it? "Sit down for a moment."



    



    As soon as I sat back down at the desk where we had just been talking, Mukji had no choice but to sit in his own chair.



    



    "You're not sick or anything, are you?" It's not about blaming you; if you're sick, you need to get treatment.



    



    The aged kimchi is staring at me.



    



    He has a knack for making people frustrated because his thoughts are not reflected on his face.



    



    "That's true."



    



    After a moment of contemplation, the aged kimchi nodded.



    



    "We can't keep letting this slide."



    



    It seems like they somehow understood my position.



    



    "Go ahead and speak." What's going on?



    



    "I don't think so, but the hospital says it's an eating disorder."



    



    "An eating disorder?"



    



    "It's anorexia."



    



    "......Yes?"



    



    I know that the term "anorexia" exists because it refers to the symptom of refusing to eat.



    



    But you don't want to eat.



    



    Confusing.



    



    "I really know it's rude." I'm sorry. "I don't know anything, so I'm not sure if this question is wrong, or if just being curious is rude."



    



    "It's okay."



    



    "How?"



    



    Mugunji slightly furrowed her brow.



    



    "How so?"



    



    "How can a person not eat?"



    



    Mugunji blinked twice and then asked back instead.



    



    "Don't you usually ask for a reason?" "Why or how did it end up like that?"



    



    "……Ah."



    



    I thought that might be the case, but since it's a disease I can't possibly understand, I was curious about how it could happen.



    



    "Aren't you hungry?"



    



    "At first, it was like that."



    



    "First time?"



    



    "I've gotten used to it over time."



    



    I clearly understood the meaning of the words, but my mind can't accept it.



    



    I can't understand how they managed to suppress their appetite or why they had to endure it to such an extent.



    



    "Still, if you don't eat anything, it will be a big problem."



    



    I eat a liquid diet in the morning. I will ensure that there are no disruptions to the work.



    



    Born in 1991, yet speaking as if from 1919, with an unsociable attitude, still doing well at work, and even having a uniquely strange name—there's nothing about them that's not unique.



    



    It wasn't as surprising as the fact that he wasn't eating.



    



    "What about the cake we gave you back then?"



    



    A week ago, I remembered the cake that was hurriedly handed to me and asked.



    



    You looked so exhausted that I meant for you to eat a sweet cake and cheer up, but I became curious about how it turned out.



    



    "My younger sibling ate it."



    



    "……You gave food to someone else?"



    



    The aged kimchi nodded.



    



    "How?"



    



    "Yes?"



    



    It was a cake. It's not like it's spinach or burdock root.



    



    "I can't understand what you're curious about."



    



    "Me too."



    



    I can't understand why this person is acting like this either.
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    I turned on the first live broadcast from the banchan store office.



    



    └Oh?



    



    └Moving?



    



    └What's going on?



    



    Open the door!



    



    The waiting background music has changed too.



    



    └Half



    



    When a sufficient number of viewers gather, I exchanged pleasantries with the intention of showing them the office.



    



    Hello. That's right. I moved. I finally started my own company. "I got an office, so from now on, I'll be broadcasting here continuously."



    



    └Crazy, crazy



    



    I wished for your happiness, but not to this extent.



    



    └I watched it when there were only 50 viewers, but now it's at least 3,000.



    



    └The side dishes have grown a lot.



    



    └Large corporation wow



    



    └Opening the cam!



    



    "What kind of big corporation is it?" It's still far off. And since there are people working with me, I really have to work hard now. I don't have any money because I started a company.



    



    When I moved, I felt regret about my computer, so I built a new one and installed soundproofing materials to prevent noise from bothering the neighbors.



    



    It’s not as perfect as a soundproof booth, but I spent quite a bit of money trying to keep it as close to an office layout as possible.



    



    └Liar



    



    └I heard that if you search on the side that predicts YouTube earnings for side dish stores, it says 30 million won a month. Is that true?



    



    3000 a month????



    



    └Making 3,000 a month while deceiving people.



    



    └crazy!



    



    └Are you also hiring employees?



    



    "30 million won, what are you talking about?" If I had earned that much, I wouldn't have worried at all. It's only been two months since our income increased, and we borrowed money to rent this office and buy supplies and other things.



    



    I can somehow manage the monthly rent, but the problem is the deposit.



    



    I couldn't bring myself to break the time deposit that was nearing its maturity because it felt too wasteful, but for everything else, I had to scrape together all the money I had saved and still fell short, so I had to ask for help from those around me.



    



    "Anyway, I'll show you."



    



    Switched the broadcast screen.



    



    └……?



    



    Why is it so cramped?



    



    I heard you set up an office, but did you move into an abandoned building or something?



    



    └[Heeing has donated 10,000 won]: Make sure to eat properly.



    



    "Oh, thank you so much." It's just that everything isn't organized yet. "This is my room, and there are more outside."



    



    Some viewers sent messages asking to see outside.



    



    "Right now, there's an employee outside, so it's not possible." Your face is going to be revealed, you know.



    



    └Employee?



    



    └Is there no position or anything?



    



    Who is it?



    



    Come to think of it, I don't have a position.



    



    When talking to viewers, it's awkward to refer to myself as an employee, and when meeting with external companies, I should have a business card to introduce myself.



    



    "......Right." You need to have a business card too.



    



    I suddenly remember really unexpected little things.



    



    After today's broadcast, I should think about what kind of business card to give to Mukji.



    



    I haven't looked it up, but there might be a site for making business cards.



    



    "What are you doing today?"



    



    A viewer asked in a super chat what I was doing today.



    



    Today, we're going to learn about pollack. The employee made it, and I found it interesting.



    



    Yesterday, I organized the office, and the day before, I was busy creating and getting various legal documents, such as the employment contract, checked, so I couldn't prepare for the broadcast.



    



    As usual, while eating and chatting about various things, I was recommended the Ideal Type World Cup and was thinking of sharing stories about it.



    



    In the morning, the aged kimchi provided some good ingredients.



    



    I organized how pollock is called in our country and what characteristics are associated with each name, but I never knew pollock was called by so many different names.



    



    They displayed the broadcast materials created by Mukji on the screen.



    



    How to process pollack. Depending on the condition, there are so many names. It seems that people in our country really liked pollack.



    



    └Pollock is delicious, right?



    



    When I was young, I didn't care much for it, but as I got older, I started to appreciate it more.



    



    Every time I see this, I get confused. What does "pollock" mean?



    



    └Isn't pollock caught in our country anymore?



    



    └Yes, Almost all of it is probably imported, right?



    



    └Are you saying that myeongranjeot was pollack roe?



    



    "Right." I was amazed too. Isn't myeongranjeot a jeotgal made from pollock roe? Nokari is a young pollock. Kodari is half-dried pollock.



    



    Myeongranjeot, nogari, kodari—these were all names that didn't match the rules I knew.



    



    "Usually, things that end with 'tae'—even if you don't know exactly what they are, you know they're roughly a type of pollock, right?" But I just found out this time that things like pollack roe, sand lance, and dried pollack are also pollack. This Dried pollack. Isn't there another fish besides dried pollack?



    



    └That's a pufferfish.



    



    └Caught in the north, it's dried pollack.



    



    └This guy doesn't even know despite the explanation being written down, It says North Fish in Chinese characters.



    



    They say that cod caught in the north is called "bukeo"??



    



    └They do whatever they want, lol



    



    └Surprisingly, language is indeed determined by the people who use it.



    



    That's right. pufferfish. I want to eat bokjiri.



    



    There's a place in Haeundae, Busan that makes delicious bokjiri, and it just came to mind.



    



    "After that, everything ends in a tie." Saengtae is live pollack. Dongtae is frozen pollock. It must be cold when you get frostbite.



    



    └Yes



    



    └Is pollock delicious? I don't know.



    



    It's because I haven't been to the house where you excel. Pollock is delicious.



    



    If it didn't taste good, would people in our country eat it like that? LOL



    



    Hwangtae. This is a naturally frozen, thawed, and dried pollack, right? Then what is dongtae? Did you freeze it artificially?



    



    └Molu



    



    └I've had it hanging outside all winter.



    



    └Eating soju and the next day, dried pollack soup is the best.



    



    Just tear that up and eat it with soju, you don't need anything else.



    



    "The chat room smells like alcohol." Uncles.



    



    Although the average viewer age has slightly decreased as more new viewers have joined compared to existing ones, the main audience for the side dish store is still in their 30s to 40s.



    



    “Wow. What is this? Hwangtae has a lot of names, you know.



    



    Dried pollack that falls off while drying is considered an abortion.



    



    Dried pollack that has turned black is called "meoktae."



    



    The dried pollack without its head is called "mudutae."



    



    "Firmly dried pollack is called 'gantae.'" "Am I crazy? Hahaha!"



    



    I don't know if they named it "Kangtae" because it was frozen solid, but they sure made the name easy to understand.



    



    "Baby pollock is a delicacy. "Why? What are the Chinese characters that mean "child"?



    



    └Aye, aye.



    



    └Itaewon.



    



    └I can't



    



    “Ah.  Then why is the why so small? Why is it called "Whyta" when it's a small pollock?



    



    The letter "ng" appeared in the chat window.



    



    It's called "mangtaerae" because it's a pollock caught in a net. It must be a net. There's a fishing rod too. Since it's a pollock caught by fishing, it's called "fishing pollock." What is this?



    



    └What the



    



    └You're just sticking everything together, lol



    



    └[Baek Jong-soo has donated 2,000 won]: No lies, no attaching everything to pollack? Even the disgrace is a mackerel?



    



    └Chuhwae



    



    └Disgraceful lol



    



    No, seriously, there really is!



    



    └LOL this crazy person got caught in the fall and got frostbite.



    



    └And there's also chuntae, the saury caught in spring.



    



    At this point, isn't he just calling himself whatever he wants?



    



    I couldn't help but laugh at the absurdity.



    



    "Why does only the pollock have so many names?" Do other fish have this many names too? No, that's not it.



    



    └[sinus has donated 2,000 won]: Cod singing Koyote



    



    └hahahahahahahahahahahaha



    



    └Who is Koyote? LOL



    



    └[Mr. Kim Myung-jo donated 5,000 won]: Active and independent mackerel



    



    A flatfish wearing horn-rimmed glasses



    



    "Hehehehe!"



    



    I let my guard down with the coyote and ended up being attacked.



    



    “Wow. Are you a genius? What is the active voice? Mr. Kim Myung-jo, what did you think?



    



    A viewer posted a chat saying "passive passive pollack."



    



    "Eh." The passive form comes right after the active form.



    



    └Aged Pollock



    



    That's not the attitude, though, lol.



    



    └It's chaos here too, lol. They just stick things wherever they want, haha.



    



    └There are also some ridiculous behaviors, but why can't we talk about age?



    



    └The spelling is driving me crazy.



    



    └[Banya Sikgyeong has donated 10,000 won]: Our country eats a lot of pollack, so it has affected other countries too. Japan, China, Russia, etc. It seems like it has many names because it's probably the most commonly eaten fish.



    



    "Oh dear." Bro, why are you sponsoring again? Thank you for the allowance.



    



    It seems that Joo Ji-seung was also watching the broadcast.



    



    It has been reported that the term for pollock in various countries such as Japan, China, and Russia was influenced by Korea.



    



    └Is it real?



    



    └There is such a saying.



    



    Since it's something Jujiseung said, it can't be completely unfounded.



    



    └Not sure. But they do read the Chinese characters for "myeongtae" phonetically. Japan, China, and Taiwan all write it as "myeongtae" but pronounce it in their own languages.



    



    └[Ujinius has donated 2,000 won]: Nice to meet you, first time seeing you, Pollack



    



    └hahahahahahahahahaha



    



    └Baek Woo-jin is going crazy



    



    └The mackerel that upholds the chivalry of Don Quixote



    



    └No way, lol. It's not "e," it's "ae" lol.



    



    I thought I wouldn't lose to anyone when it comes to jokes, but today's viewers are no joke.



    



    Baek Woo-jin barely managed to hold back a laugh at the "hajime mashite" and eventually burst out laughing at Don Quixote.



    



    └Why is everyone like this today? LOL



    



    └We went around as a group.



    



    └white powder



    



    "White spots?" What is baektae?



    



    It means to use a tongue cleaner for the white coating.



    



    └hahahahahahahahahah



    



    "Get out of here, man." I don't have any plaque!



    



    When I stuck out my tongue, the chat window exploded.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    The pickled cabbage, who was monitoring the live broadcast, nodded.



    



    Since it's a channel related to food and cooking, I didn't expect the information about pollock to elicit such a positive response.



    



    Banchan-yong mingled with the viewers, enhancing the broadcast atmosphere, and appropriately handled the mischievous pranks.



    



    "Hmph."



    



    When one of the viewers mentioned "Koyote," a laugh escaped from Muk Eun-ji's lips.



    



    She closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and then returned to her expressionless face.



    



    Since there were no major issues with the broadcast, I had to check the schedule for the side dishes whenever I had a moment and organize the work-related information received from external vendors.



    



    The most requested collaborations were with cooking channels specializing in seafood and channels featuring mukbangs with insects or exotic foods.



    



    Even food-related companies have been contacting me a lot.



    



    "I'm going to be careful with the advertisement." It has to be a reliable product, and if not, I'll just buy it myself and do the review.



    



    Banchan-yong's idea was correct.



    



    I have seen many creators go downhill because they were blinded by advertising fees.



    



    Even if immediate profits were not obtained, creating and maintaining a sustainable environment was the priority.



    



    While I was organizing the names of the companies and products that requested advertisements, my eyes kept drifting towards the live broadcast.



    



    Managing the chat window was something Banchan said he would handle himself, but still, he needed to gauge the atmosphere of the broadcast.



    



    However, it was distracting enough to interfere with my work.



    



    After staring blankly at the broadcast for a long time, she soon came to her senses and realized that the corners of her mouth were slightly lifted.



    



    Shaking his head and returning to a blank expression, the old pickled radish silently continued filling out the form.
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    "Thank you for your hard work."



    



    After finishing the broadcast and stepping outside, I was surprised when the aged kimchi greeted me.



    



    Since I told them to leave before the broadcast started, I didn't expect them to still be here.



    



    "Weren't you off work?"



    



    "I had a few things to take care of." I have organized all the proposals for advertisements, collaborations, and appearances and sent them via email.



    



    “Ah. Thank you.



    



    "I wasn't sure what tasks you prefer, so I went ahead and organized everything first." If you check it, we will reflect it and make selections accordingly next time.



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Then, I'll see you tomorrow."



    



    Mugunji bowed his head and packed his bag.



    



    It's strict, but still reliable.



    



    Since we don't understand how each other works, I tried to take it slow and get to know each other without acting hastily.



    



    It seems like they had the same thoughts as an old map.



    



    In fact, when I worked as a freelance editor, I took on as much work as I could, but now I don't have the time for that.



    



    If there is a possibility of a problem arising, it should be blocked in advance, and among the things that do not have such issues, a better option should be chosen.



    



    Since the criteria for judgment are still ambiguous, we will gradually establish them.



    



    "Time."



    



    It's 8:30.



    



    Hastily packed my things and headed to the gym.



    



    I opened the file that Mukji sent on the subway, and as expected from someone who does this kind of work, it is neatly organized.



    



    Items deemed important are set in bold font and colored red for easier reading.



    



    As expected, sponsorship inquiries are the most common.



    



    It's a request to provide the product in exchange for a review, rather than entering into a formal contract and doing an advertisement.



    



    From the company's perspective, they don't have to spend additional advertising costs, and from the YouTuber's perspective, they get content material while being able to freely evaluate it, making it a mutually beneficial choice.



    



    In fact, the reason we haven't been able to proceed with the numerous advertising inquiries we've received so far is due to evaluations.



    



    Most companies that inquire about advertising want the exact message they have in mind.



    



    As long as I was broadcasting with my face and name on the line, I couldn't sell my credibility for a few bucks.



    



    If something were to go wrong with the product, I'd be in big trouble.



    



    In that case, it would be better to receive the product as a sponsorship and review it freely.



    



    "Pawned rice cooker?"



    



    One of the items marked as important caught my eye.



    



    A company has proposed a sponsorship, claiming it's a rice cooker that suppresses blood sugar spikes.



    



    Was there ever anything like this?



    



    I had been thinking that since I've only been eating brown rice, it would be nice to eat white rice without any worries.



    



    If it's really a good product, I want to try it.



    



    In the remarks section, there are links to two articles related to the mortgaged rice cooker.



    



    "......Hmm."



    



    Looking at the article, it seems that the principle is to reduce carbohydrates by allowing starch to escape when cooking rice.



    



    However, it is noted that the same amount can be effective, and there is a concern that one might eat more because they do not feel full.



    



    It is said that there were quite a few defective products that falsified clinical trial results, causing controversy.



    



    "It means there are products that are effective but below standard."



    



    I doubt whether I can trust the company that contacted me.



    



    According to them, they have improved the shortcomings of the previous low-sugar rice cookers, which made the rice mushy or had complicated processes, so it is worth checking out.



    



    "I guess I'll have to try it out and decide."



    



    If the company's claims are true, it seems like it would be a necessary product for people like me with diabetes or those who are on a diet, so it might be worth documenting in a video.



    



    Even if the experiment results are bad, it will still make for a decent review video.



    



    The next day.



    



    I came to work early in the morning and have been editing yesterday's broadcast, and before I knew it, it was already time for lunch.



    



    "What should I eat?"



    



    I felt it the day before yesterday and today, but there are no restaurants around here where diabetes patients can eat without worry.



    



    I wonder if I should start packing a lunch from tomorrow.



    



    Knock-knock-



    



    There was a knock.



    



    "Yes."



    



    When I answered, Muk-ji came in holding the list he had checked yesterday.



    



    "Have you read it?"



    



    “Yes. I have a rough understanding of how the CEO approaches advertising.



    



    "Even if the immediate profit might be less, it's a job that relies on image, so I'm planning to proceed carefully."



    



    "I think the same."



    



    As expected, this person looks ahead.



    



    Some people might not understand the day when they refuse incoming ads.



    



    You might click your tongue at taking the long way instead of the easy one, but I think this is the most certain and fastest way.



    



    Trust must be the foundation for me to be able to laugh and enjoy whatever actions I take.



    



    On the contrary, if you lose credibility through dishonest actions, it doesn't matter what you say or do.



    



    Jobs that deal with the public are all like that.



    



    "Ah, yes."



    



    I went into my room and showed the business card design I made yesterday.



    



    I made two designs: the simple and clear design 1 and the banchan container-shaped design 2, and I like both of them.



    



    Number 1 is neat and easy to take out anywhere, and number 2 gives a good image of a side dish store.



    



    "Which one looks better?"



    



    "Personally, I prefer option 1, but it would be better to go with option 2."



    



    "Why?"



    



    It well represents the image of a side dish store. It's unique, so it's easy to remember.



    



    "Then let's go with option 2." Now we need to decide on Ms. Eunji's position. What do you think would be good?



    



    There was no answer, so I turned my head, and the aged kimchi was staring at me intently.



    



    It's a bit scary.



    



    "The authority to make personnel decisions lies with the CEO."



    



    "It's a company with just the two of us." What is it?”



    



    "Even if it's just the two of us, a company is still a company."



    



    It doesn't seem like they'll just let it slide.



    



    "Then let's go with PD." Right now, Eunji is in charge of all the content planning.



    



    Again, there's no response.



    



    Shrugging my shoulders, I narrowed my brows and opened my mouth.



    



    "I supported content planning, but I have no experience in creating it entirely." It's a position beyond my abilities.



    



    "From now on, we can make them one by one." No one is good at something from the start.



    



    Mukbang's lips twitched.



    



    It seemed like he was about to say something but then changed his mind. Since he doesn't seem like the type to hold back what he needs to say, I didn't push him.



    



    "Right now it's just the two of us, but later we'll have team members too." I also form a great team with those people. When you go there, please act as a real PD, not just in name.



    



    I checked the time, and it's 3 PM.



    



    We need to hurry because we have to stop by the print shop before going to the Eugenie Studio.



    



    "Then I'll go to Woojin's place." It seems like it will be delayed, so please leave work early.



    



    "I understand."



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    After finishing the joint session with Baek Woo-jin, I took the subway.



    



    As it approached 9 PM, I thought about just going home, but I also wanted to review the ad proposal I couldn't check yesterday and roughly edit today's broadcast, so I headed to the office.



    



    "Uh?"



    



    The office lights are on.



    



    I walked in, half-hoping it wasn't true, but sure enough, the old kimchi was sitting there.



    



    The sight of my hair being all messed up feels strange.



    



    He looked at me, stood up, and bowed his head.



    



    "Hey, aren't you off work yet?"



    



    I was organizing a few ideas. I don't know if you will like it.



    



    The aged kimchi made way.



    



    There were materials on the monitor that could be used as broadcast content.



    



    There are ideas like "testing whether low-sugar foods sold in stores really work" or "comparing my workout abilities by cross-editing my workout video from three months ago with a current one."



    



    There are materials that seem okay to me and some that seem somewhat clichéd, but it's amazing that so many ideas were generated in such a short time.



    



    I can really imagine you tearing your hair out.



    



    It's not just that I've written down the concept; I've also organized what is needed to visualize this idea, what results to expect, and what points to be cautious about.



    



    I saw the old woman tidying her disheveled hair and said.



    



    "Ms. Eunji."



    



    “Yes. Please let me know whenever there are any shortcomings.



    



    "I'm planning to." Keep it in mind.



    



    It's awkward to try doing something I've never done in my entire life.



    



    Still, I tried to speak as seriously as possible.



    



    "From now on, overtime work is prohibited."



    



    "I don't understand what it means."



    



    "We don't have any money to pay for overtime."



    



    "Don't worry about that." It's the early stages of the business, so I understand.



    



    "No." It's not something you should think that way about.



    



    The aged kimchi just blinks.



    



    He still looks like he doesn't understand.



    



    "If you work like this, you'll collapse." "If our only employee falls ill, who will protect our company?"



    



    "I will make sure that doesn't happen."



    



    I shook my head.



    



    "If you push yourself like this, it can't be helped."



    



    "……Understood." I will ensure it is handled within working hours. However, it takes time to get there.



    



    "Even if it takes a long time, just do it within work hours." I don't intend to say anything to Eunji.



    



    Mukkunji's eyebrows twitched slightly.



    



    "Really." I asked you to join from the beginning because I thought you would do well with this project. Whoever comes, we need to adjust to each other, so we need some time to adapt. Moreover, it's something I never did before.



    



    "……."



    



    "Don't feel so burdened." I really promise. I don't say anything.



    



    If it were someone else, I wouldn't have brought this up out of a glimmer of hope.



    



    However, the person I saw is restless because they can't do more work on their own.



    



    He has a style that makes him look pitifully hard on himself from the outside.



    



    "Eunji, you're doing so well right now too."



    



    "For the time being, please organize everything like you did yesterday."



    



    "I understand."



    



    "And I'm going to make business cards, do you want to take a look at the design?"



    



    "That's not true." "I couldn't come up with any ideas, so I borrowed a few from the existing broadcasts."



    



    I know.



    



    I've been around here for several years, and before that, I enjoyed watching all kinds of broadcasts as a viewer.



    



    I know very well that the idea of mukbang is not original.



    



    However, my eye for analyzing what is lacking in the existing format, what can be improved, and what advantages arise when I digest it is quite accurate.



    



    As the experience of deeply analyzing something accumulates, the ability to create content also strengthens.



    



    "At first, everyone starts like this." "You're not a genius, so how could something that never existed suddenly appear?"



    



    "……."



    



    "Since Eunji has an analytical eye, it's important to gain experience." So, I'm telling you that you're doing well.



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    “Yes. Really. "You don't have to overexert yourself; you're doing really well as you are."



    



    I took out the business card I had picked up on the way back.



    



    "That."



    



    "It's a business card." When I said I started a company, they made it right away for me.



    



    I took out a page.



    



    On a background shaped like a side dish container, it clearly says "Mukeunji PD."



    



    "This might be a bit of an aside."



    



    The aged kimchi looked up at me with a puzzled expression.



    



    I had pasta a little while ago. Two bowls, please.



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    "Before that, I ate a whole bag of bread."



    



    "Is it a brag?"



    



    For a moment, I was at a loss for words.



    



    "No." It was good, but in the end, it was bad, right? Because my blood sugar has gone up.



    



    "I see."



    



    "Anyway, it's hard to control my appetite, so sometimes I end up bingeing like that." After that, I felt quite a lot of guilt.



    



    "……."



    



    The next day, when I weighed myself, it was the same. I wonder why I blamed myself so much.



    



    He has an expression that shows he completely doesn't understand what I'm trying to say.



    



    "A single mistake doesn't ruin everything we've worked hard for until now." It's okay to make mistakes. It's okay to fail. You can start over. I had that thought.



    



    "……."



    



    "So it's okay for both me and Eunji to make mistakes." "Don't give up and keep working hard to create a large company as impressive as a carrot."



    



    It seemed like a pretty cool thing to say, but it looks like it didn't make any impact at all.



    



    The aged kimchi just blinked and then lowered its head.



    



    "Thank you for the business card."

  
    Baekban-ttara



    



    The filming date for "Baekban Ttara," which is being prepared with PD Park Sang-cheol from WTV, is just a week away.



    



    Since it's my first time appearing on TV, I'm still a bit bewildered even after the final pre-meeting.



    



    "I'm nervous."



    



    In the car leaving the broadcasting station, I spoke to Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "Hyung?"



    



    "Seriously." I told you I'm shy around strangers.



    



    Baek Woo-jin narrowed his eyes.



    



    It seems like they don't believe me.
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    If I go to a crowded place, I freeze and can't do anything. Can't even look me in the eye. Do you know which restaurant I never go to?



    



    "Where is it?"



    



    "Subway."



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Ordering is difficult."



    



    What's so difficult? Just ask for what you want to eat.



    



    "You have to talk a lot, right?"



    



    "Talking to myself for hours on end, what do you think?"



    



    "That's not easy." You're talking to yourself, aren't you?



    



    "What's different?" When we broadcast, there are viewers too, you know.



    



    "It's not easy to talk while looking at someone's face."



    



    Baek Woo-jin shook his head.



    



    "Tell me a story that's somewhat believable."



    



    "I'm telling you, it's real!"



    



    "How can someone like that do a personal broadcast?"



    



    "I can't see it." If you can't see it, it's okay.



    



    You don't know how hard it is to talk to a stranger.



    



    It's okay when it's just the two of us, but the more people there are, the less my brain works.



    



    "Then what about me?"



    



    "You?"



    



    "How do you talk to me?"



    



    "I think you're harmless, so it's okay."



    



    Baek Woo-jin rolled his eyes in thought and then nodded.



    



    "That's right." Because I'm cute.



    



    I didn't even want to respond, so I stayed silent, and Baek Woo-jin shouted angrily.



    



    "Why are you so stiff?" "Since it's just the two of us appearing anyway, what's there to worry about?"



    



    "There's also the PD and the staff, you know."



    



    Baek Woo-jin pounded his chest as if in frustration.



    



    "Can't we just do it the way we always do?"



    



    "Is it okay if I keep hitting you like before?"



    



    On YouTube, people love it when there's a lot of agitation and fabrication, but I wonder if it would be okay on TV too.



    



    It seems like I need to speak gently and be careful with my actions.



    



    "What are you talking about?" You suck at debating, bro.



    



    I got cocky after winning the last Baekban Debate, Halibut vs. Rockfish.



    



    "I just let you win once because I felt sorry for you."



    



    "That's funny." You couldn't say a word.



    



    "Hey, if you had shown me that they call it 'uregi' in Gangwon-do too, it would have been over."



    



    "Then why didn't you show it to me?"



    



    "Since you've been sulking all the time, I gave in as your older brother."



    



    "If you were that kind of person, you wouldn't have turned me into a piece of human trash in the first place." "Someone who doesn't want to lose a debate and labels others as child abusers or elder abusers—what kind of concession is that?"



    



    I got caught.



    



    "But, hyung."



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "You're not going to come like that on the recording day, are you?"



    



    "What?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who had stopped operating upon receiving the signal, turned his head. He gives me a once-over and tilts his head.



    



    "Still, it's on TV, so you should at least get a haircut and wear proper clothes."



    



    "You put on your clothes properly."



    



    To cover my body even a little, I enjoy wearing a 4XL-sized hoodie and elastic band pants.



    



    Also, since black makes you look slimmer, you can say it's a perfect outfit with the coat, top, and pants all in black.



    



    "Mm."



    



    "The signal has changed."



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who had just started driving, continued speaking while looking ahead.



    



    "Don't you have any other clothes?" You wear it all the time.



    



    "Are you talking weird?" What do you mean by "always wearing"? You change clothes every day, huh?



    



    "It's the same, isn't it?" In the comments section of your video, there are people asking why this person always wears the same clothes, right?



    



    "It's because we look alike." They're all different clothes.



    



    Baek Woo-jin exhaled sharply.



    



    Today, I keep sighing.



    



    "I can't do it." Are you going to your brother's house?



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "I'll take a look for you."



    



    "What?"



    



    "I'll take care of the clothes."



    



    I arrived home shortly after.



    



    As soon as he entered, Baek Woo-jin flung open the wardrobe, furrowed his brows deeply, and glared at me.



    



    "Is it a ghost?" Are you the Grim Reaper? No, do you really only wear black? "Isn't there another color?"



    



    "It's a color that makes you look slim." I know a bit about fashion too. Bright colors make you look puffy.



    



    "Hyung is just fat, so it doesn't work." If you look from afar, it's just a black snowman.



    



    "Overstepping."



    



    He covered his mouth with his hand in shock, but Baek Woo-jin didn't care at all.



    



    "What were you planning to wear?"



    



    "Hey, you say you're hurt, so at least pretend to listen."



    



    “Yes. I know it's not. Hurry up, So what were you planning to wear?



    



    "This."



    



    Banchan took out a black sweatshirt with a large tiger face printed on it.



    



    Baek Woo-jin slowly shook his head.



    



    Not really?



    



    The tiger's face is quite realistically depicted, and thanks to my cute belly, the tiger's snout sticks out, making it look more three-dimensional and realistic, which is why I like this outfit.



    



    "With that outfit and just holding a clutch bag, he looks exactly like a local day laborer." "Clear it away."



    



    I thought it was fashionable and took good care of it, but being told I look like a thug hurt me again.



    



    "Not this either." Not this either. What is this?



    



    Baek Woo-jin picked up the clothes I like.



    



    "Oh, that feels nice, doesn't it?"



    



    Your neck is all stretched out. Is that pajamas?



    



    "No... I wear it when I'm in a good mood."



    



    "Throw it away."



    



    Baek Woo-jin threw his clothes on the floor.



    



    "Hey."



    



    "Is this really all there is?" At the very least, even a different color. How come you don't have even one of those common shirts? What happened to the clothes you used to wear when you worked at the company?



    



    "I threw it all away."



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Because it's small..."



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked at me and pretended not to notice.



    



    "So, do you really not have any other colored clothes?"



    



    "Here."



    



    "Where?"



    



    I felt a bit off, but since Baek Woo-jin was being so aggressive, I had no choice but to take out the box where I had organized my thin clothes.



    



    When I opened it, he let out a long sigh.



    



    "Yeah." How does a person only have black clothes? You were a person too, bro.



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who lifted the white dress shirt placed on top, looks at me with snake-like eyes.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Why is this sleeveless?"



    



    "When I gained weight, my armpits felt a bit uncomfortable."



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked at the armpit area and then asked.



    



    "So you fired him?"



    



    “Yeah. It's comfortable, Anyway, I'm not going out wearing it, so I'll just wear it for the broadcast. The reaction was good.



    



    Baek Woo-jin threw his shirt down once again.



    



    As I pick up the clothes one by one, just like I threw them a moment ago, the clothes that fall on the floor keep increasing.



    



    "Throw it away. Throw it away. Throw it away. Throw it away.”



    



    “Hey! If you throw everything away, what am I supposed to wear?



    



    "Don't come in!" "Why don't you just walk around naked?"



    



    "Is it that serious?" Isn't that a bit much?



    



    "Of course not!" You need to have at least one decent outfit. Why on earth did you collect these scraps of cloth? What is this!



    



    He/She held up a yellow vest.



    



    "Mom always tells me not to wear dull clothes and to buy brighter ones, so I got one."



    



    "......What did you wear it with?"



    



    When I held up the sleeveless shirt I had just picked up, Baek Woo-jin snatched the vest and the shirt and threw them away.



    



    "Hey!"



    



    "Hyung, you're not mad at me right now, are you?" You should be grateful.



    



    "You're kidding me!" "Don't you get angry when you treat other people's clothes like rags?"



    



    "You're wearing something worse than a rag!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin shouted angrily.



    



    Since you come off so firmly, I start to wonder if I did something wrong and hesitate.



    



    I'll explain it to you in an easy-to-understand way. If you assume that you wear both the top and bottom in black. Then, it's right to go with a light-colored coat. "Okay?"



    



    "……."



    



    "Okay?"



    



    Nodded.



    



    Next. If you want to wear all dark colors, at least wear different materials. There's a pair of jeans. Jeans, a cotton t-shirt, and a cotton jacket. Like this. Did you understand?



    



    "No."



    



    "If you don't know, memorize it."



    



    Baek Woo-jin took out his clothes again and stood up.



    



    "Don't speak so darkly as if you've poured a whole bucket of black paint on it. Change the tone a bit." The top and coat in gray, and the pants in black. You can remember it as two bright tones and one dark tone.



    



    "……."



    



    "Write it down."



    



    "Uh, yeah."



    



    As I was jotting down Baek Woo-jin's incessant chatter, the house had turned into a complete mess before I knew it.



    



    At some point, he must have decided that it wasn't going to work, because he started throwing clothes at me and telling me to try them on.



    



    Even though I couldn't understand why I had to hold a fashion show at this hour of the night, my body moved diligently.



    



    "It's too bland."



    



    "Try it on."



    



    "Hmm~ no." Try this on.



    



    "Again?"



    



    "Hyung, I'm busy too." This is all for you, isn't it? "Don't you understand my feelings at all?"



    



    "……It sounds like something I've heard a lot in gaslighting experiences."



    



    "No." You're mistaken. "Change quickly."



    



    "Right?"



    



    "I told you so."



    



    Since I'm grateful to Baek Woo-jin for taking precious time for me, it's not difficult to put on and take off clothes for an hour.



    



    "Take a look around." "Don't wear your pants like that."



    



    "Like this?"



    



    No. Ha. Bro, don't you want to do it? If you don't want to do it, let's just stop.



    



    "That's not it."



    



    "It will be broadcast nationwide, so the one who should be embarrassed is you." No. How is your mother? How upset must your mom be, thinking that you're living well in Seoul? You really shouldn't do this.



    



    "Ah, got it." I'll wear it again.



    



    "......Okay." Everything is good, but... Why did Carla post it? You look totally like an old man.



    



    "You're an uncle, right?"



    



    "Who calls a 35-year-old 'uncle' these days?" It's the prime time. "Lower the collar and try this on."



    



    "Can't we just stop now?" I feel like I've worn about 20 outfits.



    



    "Nothing is okay, that's why this is happening." Do you think I'm doing this to bother you?



    



    "A little."



    



    "That's right." It's kind of fun.



    



    "Hey."



    



    "Still, you have to look good." You shouldn't look like a beggar. It would be nice to look pretty, right?



    



    "......That's true." Does that mean you think I'm a beggar right now?



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "This crazy."



    



    After struggling to change clothes for about an hour, both my body and mind were exhausted.



    



    With a heart that couldn't take it anymore, I stepped outside, and Baek Woo-jin finally nodded.



    



    “Uh? Are you okay?



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "Really?" "Is it done now?"



    



    “Yes. Now I can wear those clothes and go buy more clothes.



    



    "……."



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    I left the office to Mukkunji PD and headed to WTV early in the morning.



    



    Even though it's a day trip, I plan to return to Seoul late at night, so I need to skip today's personal broadcast.



    



    The first location of 'Baekban Ttara' is Gangneung City, Gangwon Province.



    



    Jeongdongjin, Jumunjin, Gyeongpodae, and other tourist spots are abundant, but for me, who hails from Donghae City, these places are all too familiar.



    



    I haven't been able to go recently, so I wonder if anything has changed, but I don't have high expectations.



    



    “Huh? Mr. Chanyong?



    



    It's PD Park Sang-cheol's voice.



    



    When I turned my head, PD Park Sang-cheol was wide-eyed and laughing.



    



    Wow. Did you go somewhere? The person looks different.



    



    "Hahaha."



    



    I went to the hair salon for the first time in two years, got a facial, bought some clothes for a change, and even got my makeup done at the shop early in the morning, and it seems to have turned out well.



    



    There is a reward for enduring a week of torment from Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "But our show is natural." It would be better to remove the makeup. "Are you okay?"



    



    "......Yes."



    



    That bastard Baek Woo-jin, as soon as he gets here, I'll twist his neck.
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    Grinding my teeth in anticipation, Baek Woo-jin appeared wearing white cotton pants, a pink silk shirt, and a cardigan draped over his shoulder.



    



    The way they wear sunglasses makes them look just like a piglet raised in a wealthy family.



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol tilted his head in confusion and then shook it.



    



    It feels like they were about to say something but held back, and it seems like they didn't know where to start explaining, so they just skipped it.



    



    Hello.



    



    Baek Woo-jin greeted with a beaming smile.



    



    "Hey, the PD told you to take off your makeup."



    



    “어? Really?



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked at PD Park Sang-cheol and asked.



    



    "Well, it feels good now."



    



    Just a moment ago, the gentleman who said he preferred a natural appearance changed his mind.



    



    I feel wronged for having to remove the makeup I got at 5 AM after begging and even giving a tip to the shop the day before.



    



    "Then let me explain." From now on, the two of you will work together and go on a trip to Gangneung.



    



    Not knowing the reason, I looked at Baek Woo-jin, and he was just blinking his eyes.



    



    "Aren't we going together?"



    



    "We're just going to follow the two of you." How to get there and what to eat when you arrive is entirely up to you two.



    



    I heard during the pre-meeting that you were looking for a free-spirited travel experience, but I didn't expect it to come out like this.



    



    "We don't know Gangneung."



    



    "You should start looking for it now."



    



    Even when I do a broadcast alone, I at least have some sort of plan, but I never expected to come out so unprepared on a major broadcasting network's variety show.



    



    I'm so flustered that I can't think straight.



    



    "The money you can use for your trip is here."



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol gave an envelope.



    



    When I opened it, there were 10 ten-thousand-won bills inside.



    



    "Are you telling me to go on a trip with 100,000 won?"



    



    Yes. We did a preliminary survey. With this much, you'll be able to go and come back comfortably.



    



    "It's two, you know?"



    



    "PD, the KTX from Seoul Station to Gangneung Station is 27,600 won per person." If two people go round trip, it's 110,400 won. The budget has already been exceeded, you know?



    



    Baek Woo-jin protested.



    



    "Do you memorize KTX prices too?"



    



    "That's not important right now."



    



    I nodded and looked at PD Park Sang-cheol.



    



    "Eh." It's not just the KTX, you know. If you look it up, you can find it cheaper.



    



    "......What should I do?"



    



    "I'll look it up, I guess."



    



    It seemed like there was no other way, so I turned on my smartphone.



    



    6:30 AM. I woke up at 4 AM and couldn't help but yawn.



    



    "Is there no other train besides the KTX?"



    



    "I don't know." Bro, do you want to look for the bus?



    



    Ah. I see. Is the intercity bus cheaper?



    



    "Of course?"



    



    I looked it up and found that there are more intercity buses to Gangneung than I expected.



    



    There are intervals starting from 6:40, but the prices are more expensive than I expected.



    



    "One way is 21,200 won?"



    



    "That's also expensive."



    



    If the round trip for two costs 84,800 won, even if we walk around Gangneung, we can only spend 15,200 won on food.



    



    After eating two bowls of Jang Kalguksu, I don't even have enough money left for coffee.



    



    “Ah. There is something that costs 16,300 won. 21,200 won is excellent. The regular price is 16,300 won.



    



    "Where?"



    



    I showed the smartphone to Baek Woo-jin.



    



    Even if we go back and forth twice, we still have 34,800 won left, so we can have Jang Kalguksu, drink coffee, and maybe even try Chodang Sundubu.



    



    "But this is 7:10."



    



    "When is the next bus?"



    



    1:50 PM.



    



    "There's so many cars, and they're all premium?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    For a moment, I was at a loss for words, but both he and I realized right away what we needed to do.



    



    "PD-nim."



    



    "Yes."



    



    "What happens if we go over budget?"



    



    "Nothing much." It's just that the regular schedule doesn't follow the white rice. The camera director here with me and writer Hee-joo can just resign.



    



    "What is that supposed to mean?"



    



    "I'm fine." Our director Jungwoo's son is becoming a college student this time. Heeju just barely finished repaying her student loans. Ah, but you don't have to worry about it. It's okay.



    



    It's a very cunning threat.



    



    It's not a skill you acquire in just one or two tries.



    



    I know it's an obvious lie, but since it's going to be broadcast, I have no choice but to go along with it.



    



    I immediately packed my bag.



    



    "Subway?"



    



    "You're late!" Let's go in my car.



    



    "Uh, you can't use your own car!"



    



    As Baek Woo-jin was about to run to the parking lot, PD Park Sang-cheol urgently shouted.



    



    Looking back, they are beaming with joy.



    



    I think I understand why the cast dislikes PD Park Sang-cheol.



    



    "Shall we take a taxi?"



    



    "If you're going to take a taxi, why not take the premium one instead of the regular?"



    



    In a situation where you can't do this or that, you should at least take action.



    



    "Let's go."



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "……."



    



    When I arrived at Dongseoul Terminal, it was 7:13.



    



    The bus had already left, my breath was coming in gasps, and I just sat down.



    



    Huh. Haaak."



    



    I'm tired too, but Baek Woo-jin looks worse than ever.



    



    My hair was blown wildly by the wind, and my pink shirt was soaked with sweat, sticking to my back.



    



    I think I now understand why PD Park Sang-cheol said it would be okay.



    



    "Heh." I can't move anymore.



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who had been sitting down, eventually lay down.



    



    "How come you have less stamina than me?"



    



    "Hyung." With Ji-chan hyung. You keep exercising, right?



    



    This guy is on the chubby side and lacks exercise, so if this continues, I feel like I'll end up looking like him.



    



    I should drag the porter to the gym before diabetes sets in.



    



    "What should I do now?"



    



    He turned his head and scrutinized the production crew.



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol, camera director Kim Jung-woo, and writer Hwang Hee-joo were all catching their breath.



    



    Those people followed us too, so they'll be just as exhausted.



    



    Especially Director Kim Jung-woo, who has been filming since the broadcast station, is on the verge of collapsing.



    



    The returning car. That's a regular batter. Then there will be some money left over.



    



    "Yeah." Then.



    



    When going to Gangneung, if you take the premium bus, and take the regular bus on the way back, exactly 25,000 won will be left.



    



    The money for a cup of coffee is enough for a meal.



    



    "You should have done that earlier."



    



    "Exactly."



    



    "When's the next train?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin sat up and asked.



    



    8 o'clock. I'll go buy the tickets.



    



    "I want to drink water."



    



    "I don't have that kind of money."



    



    "You know."



    



    "Even a penny should be saved."



    



    "Let's buy one and share it."



    



    "No."



    



    When the line was firmly drawn, Baek Woo-jin shook his arms and legs and threw a tantrum.



    



    I bought the ticket and came back, and there was still quite a bit of time left until 8 o'clock.



    



    Sitting side by side with Baek Woo-jin, I find myself blankly staring and wondering if this is okay.



    



    "Let's do something."



    



    "What?"



    



    "Is it okay to be like this?"



    



    Seeing Park Sang-cheol PD at the same time as Baek Woo-jin, this guy also seems exhausted and lost in thought.



    



    I wonder if they really are a competent PD.



    



    "Let's look up what to eat in Gangneung."



    



    "Okay."



    



    I picked up my smartphone to somehow make use of the remaining time.



    



    When I searched for restaurants in Gangneung, I found a lot of seafood like sashimi and snow crab, as well as many cafes and types of soft tofu.



    



    "Sashimi looks delicious."



    



    I showed the white envelope to Baek Woo-jin, who was drooling.



    



    "25,000 won left, right?" "Can't you eat that?"



    



    "Even a flounder costs at least 30,000 won for a small one."



    



    "Sigh." What's good to eat in Gangneung?



    



    "Famous dishes include Chodang Sundubu, Jang Kalguksu, and Gomchi Guk, right?"



    



    "Don't you know any cheap and delicious places?"



    



    "Hey, do you think I know all the best restaurants in the country?" "Why are you asking me?"



    



    "I thought it was like that."



    



    Baek Woo-jin placed his hand on my stomach and started to rub it, so I grabbed him by the collar and shook him.



    



    As I was shaking it, I remembered that this morning, because of this little guy, I had to wake up at dawn, put on makeup, and then take it off.



    



    "Do you know how hard today was for me because of you?" 어?”



    



    "Aguaaaah."



    



    "Just a moment ago, you said you were tired, but you still walked instead of taking the bus!"



    



    "Stop it!" "Why is your strength so great?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin brushed me off and then pushed his hair back.



    



    "I can't run anymore, what should I do?" It's already a thing of the past.



    



    Sigh. Sure, Let's not talk.



    



    "In that sense, just one water."



    



    "Buy it yourself."



    



    I handed over the bag, and he groaned as he got up and headed to the convenience store.



    



    I asked PD Park Sang-cheol.



    



    "But don't we have a script or something?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "……I heard you went on a preliminary visit." Still, something like a rough route.



    



    Oh, I checked to see if I could go with 100,000 won. It was possible.”



    



    "Weren't you taking pictures?"



    



    "Eh." No way, that can't be true. 앗. Cold.



    



    I was startled by the cold sensation on my cheek. Baek Woo-jin handed over the half-full bottle of water.



    



    "Bro, I've been thinking, but we still have to move around even in Gangneung." Wouldn't it be better to go somewhere as close as possible?



    



    "That's true, but if we're going all the way to Gangneung just to eat at a restaurant near the terminal, what's the point?"



    



    "That's true, but we don't have any money."



    



    "Wait a minute."



    



    Suddenly, I remembered that there were many good restaurants in Seongnam Market in Gangneung.



    



    It seems that there was an entire alley formed for soondae soup, and there were quite a few popular restaurants for kalguksu and fried chicken.



    



    Since it's an old memory, I searched for it and fortunately, it seems to still be there.



    



    "Did you find something?"



    



    "Let's go to Seongnam Market." I think we can find it by walking around here, right?



    



    "Is it close to the terminal?"



    



    “Oh. It takes about 30 minutes to walk there.



    



    When there was no response and I looked up, Baek Woo-jin was frozen with his eyes and mouth wide open.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "I can't walk anymore." "I moved everything I needed to move in a week."



    



    "Hey, it's not even 3 kilometers."



    



    The moment I blurted it out, I was taken aback.



    



    "……Did I just say something?"



    



    "Even you think it's a bit strange, right?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    I don't even know when I started to take walking 3 kilometers so casually.



    



    How much has this guy, Cha Ji-chan, gaslighted me for me to think like this?



    



    He's a scary person.



    



    "Let's take the bus." Even if the two of us ride, it won't be much.



    



    "If I take the bus, I only have 20,000 won left."



    



    "Can't you get a meal for 20,000 won?"



    



    Did you see the twisted doughnut while you were at the market? "Can you not eat that?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "Can you really resist a twisted pastry generously sprinkled with sugar, moist yet chewy?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "Can you really resist that, just fried and smelling so savory?"



    



    "Just eat."



    



    "Oh, this kid really doesn't have the basics down, huh?" Rice is rice. A snack is a snack. Are you out of your mind or what?



    



    Baek Woo-jin blinked and asked.



    



    "Did I really do something that wrong?"



    



    "Okay." "I've gone through all this trouble, so I might as well eat one more."



    



    "Don't you want to introduce at least one more good restaurant to the viewers?"



    



    "You're not going anyway." We should at least enjoy it.
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    It wasn't long after getting on the 8 o'clock bus that I started to doze off.



    



    There were other passengers inside, so I couldn't make noise, and since I had to wake up at the crack of dawn and run around from the morning, I was quite exhausted and fell asleep quickly.



    



    It took about three hours to arrive, but Gangneung in March was quite warm.



    



    I used my smartphone to find the way and headed to the Central Seongnam Market in Gangneung.



    



    "Hey, is the kalguksu good here?"



    



    "When you think of Gangwon-do, you think of Jang Kalguksu, right?"



    



    "Isn't it super cheap here?"



    



    "Where?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin showed the smartphone.



    



    It's S restaurant, and they say a bowl of kalguksu costs only 3,000 won.



    



    "Here it is."



    



    "Is it delicious?"



    



    "Why do you keep asking me?" You would know if you had gone.



    



    You seem to know a bit, don't you? It has the vibe of a popular restaurant.



    



    "I don't know." First, let's go because it's cheap. If it's 3,000 won, even if it's not tasty, it's worth it.



    



    "That's true."



    



    I set the kalguksu restaurant near the entrance of Seongnam Market as my destination and walked for about 30 minutes.



    



    There were two kalguksu restaurants on either side of the sign that read "Soreukgukbap Alley."



    



    Both places charge 3,000 won for a bowl of kalguksu.



    



    "It's super cheap here."



    



    "Right?" Where should we go?



    



    "Let's go to where there's a seat."



    



    I stepped into the house I first found.



    



    The inside of the restaurant was filled with the strong scent of an old establishment, and five out of the six four-person tables placed on the porch were occupied.



    



    "What can I get you?"



    



    The menu only has spicy noodle soup and regular noodle soup.



    



    Since we're in Gangneung, it would be better to have jang kalguksu instead of just kalguksu.



    



    "Two servings of spicy knife-cut noodles, please."



    



    "Yes~ Two knives!"



    



    After placing the order, Baek Woo-jin looked around and asked.



    



    "What's different about Jang Kalguksu?"



    



    "It's just kalguksu mixed with gochujang." In the Yeongdong region, they use gochujang, while in the Yeongseo region, they say they use makjang or doenjang.



    



    "Mm."



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    Did you eat often? This is your hometown, right?



    



    "Sometimes?" It seems like my parents' generation eats a lot.



    



    "I'm curious." "Try it for the first time."



    



    "It's not because it has a special taste that we eat it." It's just a feeling of having a cheap meal without any worries.



    



    It's not a food you must go all the way to Gangneung to eat, even though it's incredibly delicious.



    



    It feels like a lunch menu that the people living here choose comfortably.



    



    However, like most regional dishes, it is also a food that allows you to fully appreciate the local characteristics.



    



    The ordered spicy noodle soup came out quickly.



    



    "Wow, a lot went in there."



    



    Even mul naengmyeon, it's characteristic here to generously sprinkle it with seaweed flakes and sesame seeds.



    



    Also, usually, Jang Kalguksu has a thick broth, but this place's broth is on the clearer side.



    



    "There's a lot."



    



    Right. I will eat well.



    



    The portion is quite substantial, so it seems like it will be filling for a meal.



    



    After loosening the well-cooked noodles with chopsticks, I picked them up with a big scoop.



    



    The steam rising gently carries the spicy scent of gochujang, making me feel like I've come home.



    



    I blew on the noodles to cool them down and put them in my mouth.



    



    The overly ripe side gently envelops the tongue.



    



    It seems that the people eating at the market are older, so the food is well-cooked for easy digestion.



    



    As someone who likes chewy noodles, it's not to my taste.



    



    The comfort of a hearty broth and perfectly cooked noodles, without being too spicy.



    



    It's a delicacy you can enjoy at the Gangneung market.



    



    Hu. Hu.



    



    Baek Woo-jin is also diligently blowing on the noodles and eating the spicy noodle soup.



    



    He's a guy who eats everything heartily.



    



    "I haven't had this kind of kalguksu in a really long time." It feels like Grandma made it.



    



    "Did the noodles get soggy?"



    



    Yes. Not even counting. But I feel at ease.



    



    "Here, it's food we eat in our daily lives, so it shouldn't be uncomfortable."



    



    “Okay. Kimchi is also delicious. Cabbage and napa cabbage are both in here."



    



    I also tasted the unique kimchi made with both cabbage and napa cabbage.



    



    It seems like the kimchi is homemade here; it has a crunchy texture and is refreshing, making it perfect to eat with hot kalguksu.



    



    Now that we've tasted the basic flavor, it's time to add some pepper.



    



    "Do you put pepper in kalguksu too?"



    



    "Not putting it in?"



    



    "Don't you usually not put it in?"



    



    "Try putting it in your mouth." The taste is completely different.



    



    When the pepper shaker was passed, Baek Woo-jin sprinkled pepper on the kalguksu without a second thought.



    



    He mixes it quickly and then picks up the noodles, his eyes wide and nodding his head.



    



    "Much more delicious."



    



    From then on, I also focused on my meal.



    



    During the pre-meeting, PD Park Sang-cheol said that there was no need to go into detail about the taste of the food.



    



    A video of a non-celebrity comfortably and naturally eating the local food that is typically consumed in the area.



    



    I asked them to maintain that concept, so I finished my meal as usual without any pressure.



    



    Whether it's because I've been on a diet or because the portions here are large, I only had one bowl, but I feel full.



    



    “Wow. I'm really full."



    



    "Exactly." I couldn't even finish half of the soup.



    



    "For 3,000 won, this is really good."



    



    "Right." If I lived here, I would have come here sometimes.



    



    "Exactly." These days, gimbap costs 3,000 won, so this is a steal.



    



    People were lined up outside, so we couldn't talk any longer and got up.



    



    The store is small, the food comes out quickly, and there are many people waiting, so the turnover is fast.



    



    Since it's a place where they sell a lot of items at low prices, occupying a seat for a long time is inconsiderate.



    



    I took out the envelope, paid 6,000 won for two bowls of knife-cut noodles, and headed outside.



    



    I started walking aimlessly, thinking I might as well check out the market.



    



    It wasn't very crowded since it was a weekday, but the smell of food wafting from all around was making me feel dizzy.



    



    "It's squid sundae."



    



    At Baek Woo-jin's words, I turned my head and saw a place selling squid sundae for 13,000 won.



    



    "Do you like me?"



    



    No. I haven't tried it. "How about you?"



    



    "I'm not really into it."



    



    "Why?"



    



    "I'm sick of squid."



    



    Right now, squid aren't being caught, but just 10 years ago, people were piling them up and eating them from the East Sea.



    



    When I was in college, it was 10 for 10,000 won, and when I was younger, there were times when it was 20 for 10,000 won.



    



    Since they were caught so much, I started to prefer octopus or cuttlefish over squid.



    



    "Jjamppong mulhoe?"



    



    I turned my head because it was a dish I had never heard of before.



    



    "What is jjambbong mulhoe?"



    



    "I don't know either." Boss, what is jjambbong mulhoe?



    



    When I asked the person in front of the store, they told me that if you're in Gangneung, you absolutely have to try it.



    



    I was curious and wanted to try it, but I was too full and my budget was tight, so I couldn't.



    



    "Is Gangneung jjambbong famous?"



    



    "Famous, right?" Gyo-dong Jjamppong."



    



    “Ah! Is this it?"



    



    "Actually, I don't know." But they also sell things like jjambbong sundubu, and they have a lot of it.



    



    "Right." They're even selling jjampong bread.



    



    "What bread?"



    



    "Jjamppong bread."



    



    Jjamppong and bread, really?



    



    It's a combination that makes you doubt your ears, but when Baek Woo-jin turned his head in the direction he pointed, they were indeed selling jjambbong bread.



    



    Contrary to the image of jjamppong bread, it is a store with a quite modern interior and a blue sign.



    



    "Really?"



    



    "If I weren't so full, I would try it."



    



    "Hey, you have to eat this." How can you not eat this?



    



    "You didn't even eat the mulhoe earlier."



    



    "That's because it was expensive."



    



    "You're full, right?"



    



    “하. You're still far from becoming a pig. As long as you have the will to eat, you can eat anything.



    



    "……Why do I feel like I did something wrong?"



    



    "Because I made a mistake." Let's go.



    



    There is a menu board standing in front of the store.



    



    With the photos, I can roughly guess what the unfamiliar dishes might be like, but it's just unexpected combinations like spicy jjampong bread, cheddar cream jjampong bread, and chili jjajang soboro.



    



    "What should I eat?"



    



    It seems that Baek Woo-jin is also troubled.



    



    "Spicy jjambbong bread is probably going to be spicy."



    



    "Right?"



    



    I haven't seen a normal dish that includes the word "fire."



    



    "Boss, is the spicy jjambbong bread very spicy?"



    



    “Yes. It's a bit spicy."



    



    The boss replied with a slight smile.



    



    If it's that spicy, it really means it's spicy, so as someone who can't handle spice, I have no choice but to go with the cream jjambbong bread.



    



    "I'll give it a try."



    



    Baek Woo-jin snorted and said.



    



    "How about the PD, the director, and the writer?"



    



    "Us?"



    



    When I asked PD Park Sang-cheol, the entire production team was puzzled.



    



    "You've come all this way, you should try it."



    



    "We're fine."



    



    Since there are five of us, we can each have one. "Choose one at a time."



    



    "That spicy jjambbong bread, please."



    



    "Me too."



    



    The cameraman and the writer spoke up decisively, and PD Park Sang-cheol also chose the cheddar cream jjambbong bread as if he had no other choice.



    



    "Three spicy jjambbong buns and two cheddar creams, please."



    



    It's not easy to pronounce this.



    



    We ordered, each grabbed a piece of bread, and roughly settled down on a nearby bench.



    



    The outside is a slightly thick and chewy bread, and the inside is filled with creamy filling.



    



    When I split the bread open, the filling seemed about to overflow, and I was taken aback.



    



    "It's delicious."



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded and was eating the jjampong bread when he made a sour face.



    



    It seems that the spiciness is coming on late because of the bread.



    



    “Water! Ah, water!"



    



    "None."



    



    "Water!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin's funny hopping made me laugh for a long time, and then I went to a nearby convenience store to buy him some water.



    



    I bought two bottles and gave one to the crew, so after deducting the fare for the return trip, I only have 3,000 won left.



    



    Looking at the flustered Baek Woo-jin, the cheddar cream jjampong bread is thick and sweet, making me feel like I might get diabetes.



    



    "……."



    



    Is it okay to eat this?



    



    I got scared for a moment while inspecting the jjambbong bread, but then I just ate it.



    



    Recently, my blood sugar levels have stabilized quite well, so I think it would be okay to consider it a cheat day.



    



    “Hek. Hek. Ahh."



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who was just as much of a spice wimp as I was, finished the jjambong bread despite his suffering.



    



    It seems that even though it's spicy, it's still delicious.



    



    I can't help but laugh.



    



    "Sniffle."



    



    "What's so funny?"



    



    "You don't know, do you?" You look really funny right now.



    



    It's so spicy that I can't even argue back and just grimace.



    



    "Is it that spicy?"



    



    “Yes. But it's delicious. How's the cream?"



    



    "Super thick." Sweet. I think I'm going to get angry, what should I do?



    



    "Why don't you walk a bit?"



    



    "Okay." Let's go check out the market some more.



    



    "I don't want to." "Do you want to stay here?"



    



    "We should go together."



    



    "No." I overdid it. Walking, running, spicy.



    



    "What's that supposed to do?"



    



    When I grab their wrist and pull them up, they have no choice but to walk slowly.



    



    "Ah, this guy started exercising and his stamina has improved so much."



    



    "It's strange that you have less than me." You should exercise too.



    



    Baek Woo-jin shakes his head vigorously.



    



    "Do you know that?"



    



    "What?"



    



    In 1973, a bank hostage situation occurred in Sweden. At that time, a man named Jan Erik Olsson was holding four hostages.



    



    "What kind of nonsense is that?" "Suddenly?"



    



    "The police somehow managed to rescue the hostages, but the hostages told them not to hurt the perpetrator, Olson." The hostage is defending the criminal. Isn't it strange?



    



    "Isn't it Stockholm syndrome?"



    



    "That's right." The reason it's called Stockholm Syndrome is that the incident we just talked about happened in Stockholm.



    



    "Why did that come up in this situation?"



    



    "You're saying I have Stockholm syndrome." How much gaslighting must Ji-chan have done to make you say something like "just exercise a bit"?



    



    "……Now that you mention it, I see."



    



    "I told you so."
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    Four days later, the second filming day for "Baekban" arrived.



    



    Since it's a pilot program, today could be the last day, and additional filming may be decided based on the ratings.



    



    Last time, I went to Gangneung with a friend, and it felt like a casual trip, so I'm wondering if it's okay to do this.



    



    Since PD Park Sang-cheol said it's okay, I'm just going with it.



    



    When I arrived at the first parking lot of the broadcasting station, the production team and Baek Woo-jin were having a conversation.



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who had a tough time on the last trip, was wearing dark jeans and boots, and a Dalmatian-patterned jumper on top.



    



    Hello.



    



    "……."



    



    Baek Woo-jin and the production team are staring at me.



    



    "Why?" Why? "Am I weird?"



    



    "Hey, do you know the animated movie with the Dalmatian puppies?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "There are thieves who steal puppies there, you know." Just like those people.



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    Really? Well, that's great. It's the right concept, isn't it?



    



    Baek Woo-jin blinked and then turned his head to ask PD Park Sang-cheol.



    



    "Where are you going today?"



    



    Today's travel destination is Gyeongju.



    



    "Gyeongju."



    



    “Yes. When it comes to domestic travel destinations, this place is a must-mention. Recently, it has been even more loved, especially around Hwanglidangil."



    



    That's right. "Since about 1-2 years ago, I've been seeing a lot of travel photos from Gyeongju on Instagram."



    



    “Wow. Do you have Instagram too?"



    



    "Are you not going to do it?"



    



    “Yes. I don't really fit into that kind of thing."



    



    "How do you even get in touch?" "Do it all by email?"



    



    “Yes. Email is convenient too, right?



    



    "These days, there are many popular restaurants that take reservations through DMs."



    



    "I don't usually go to places like that."



    



    "Why?"



    



    "It's not easy."



    



    I'm interested in places like emotional cafes or pasta restaurants, but somehow I feel like I shouldn't go there.



    



    "I will take care of the expenses today."



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol handed over a white envelope just like last time.



    



    This time, since I'm going a bit further, I thought they would give me more than last time, so I opened the envelope.



    



    "......Are you serious?"



    



    "How much is it?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin saw the 100,000 won in the envelope and protested together.



    



    "PD, this isn't right." The KTX to Gyeongju is 49,300 won one way. Arriving at Sin-Gyeongju Station, I won't even have enough money left for a taxi to Hwangridan-gil.



    



    "There are always ways." We all try it ourselves and then make suggestions.



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol is becoming more and more disliked.



    



    "Should I take the intercity bus?"



    



    "I'll look it up." Brother, please look for a high-speed bus for me.



    



    I took out my smartphone and searched for express bus schedules.



    



    The premium bus departing from the express bus terminal at 8:10 AM costs 39,500 won, and the express bus departing at 9:00 AM costs 32,000 won.



    



    Either way, it's a price that neither of the two can afford to go back and forth.



    



    "Ah, I need to transfer."



    



    Baek Woo-jin sighed and showed the smartphone.



    



    It is a route where you take a bus departing from Dongseoul at 7:30, go to the Nakdonggang Rest Area, and then take a bus departing at 11:20 to Gyeongju.



    



    To the Nakdonggang Rest Area, it's 14,700 won, and to Gyeongju, it's 10,800 won, so one way is 25,500 won.



    



    If two people go round trip, it's 102,000 won, so it's over budget.



    



    "Isn't there anything cheaper than this?"



    



    "Everyone is excellent." The general meeting is at 7:30 PM.



    



    The regular bus is cheaper at 7,100 won, but it's too late.



    



    I can't catch the return bus, so I might have to sleep outside.



    



    "PD, this doesn't make any sense." It costs money to get to Dongseoul Terminal from here, too.



    



    I protested to PD Park Sang-cheol.



    



    Last time, you bought us jjambbong bread and water. So I'll give you an extra 10,000 won.



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol handed over a 10,000 won bill as if he were being exceptionally generous.



    



    It seems like the price is 9,000 won for three jjambbong buns plus an additional 1,000 won for a bottle of water.



    



    I was so dumbfounded that I stared at the 10,000 won bill and then looked up.



    



    "Are you telling me to go eat instant noodles?"



    



    If I subtract the subway fare, I only have about 5,000 won left, and I don't know what I'm supposed to buy with that.



    



    "That's up to Chan-young's ability."



    



    "This isn't right." These days, even a bowl of gukbap costs ten thousand won.



    



    "Right."



    



    "That's not it!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin scratched his head vigorously.



    



    "Since the economy is tough, please introduce some ways to travel frugally."



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol is grinning and getting on my nerves.



    



    I think I now understand why the cast of the works directed by this person feel so wronged.



    



    No matter what I say, we can't reach a compromise.



    



    "If we exceed our budget, you said you would resign, right?"



    



    "......Yes?"



    



    "Did you hear that?"



    



    When I asked Baek Woo-jin, he quickly nodded.



    



    "Let's just use it all." Did you bring your wallet?



    



    "Samsung Pay, Apple Pay, both work."



    



    Baek Woo-jin held a Galaxy and an iPhone, one in each hand.



    



    I don't know why there are two, but anyway, it feels reassuring.



    



    "Since we're going all the way to Gyeongju, let's just eat and relax today."



    



    "Mr. Chanyong."



    



    It's not going to work, what should I do? Right?



    



    Ignoring PD Park Sang-cheol, I spoke to Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "Exactly." Honestly, who cares? Whether you resign or not. But I'm going to talk about quitting my job all day today. "Don't let them edit."



    



    As expected, he's a guy who's used to slander and intrigue.



    



    The fact that PD Park Sang-cheol said he would resign is just a means to pressure us, not the truth.



    



    There shouldn't be any problem if the cast members of the new program by the star PD, who has succeeded with every project he has directed, have an extra meal.



    



    "Eh." "You're not seriously thinking of resigning, are you?"



    



    “어? It's a promise made in front of the viewers, isn't it? Aren't you going to keep it? I never even imagined something like that.



    



    I trusted Baek Woo-jin and tossed the ball, and he spiked it.



    



    The extortion, slander, and intimidation skills honed through the Baekban debate shine like this.



    



    "Mr. Woojin?"



    



    Park Sang-cheol PD's voice became gentle for the first time.



    



    "Hey, what should we eat?" What's good to eat in Gyeongju?



    



    "Whenever the topic of good restaurants comes up, you ask me?"



    



    "So, where's good to eat?"



    



    "The reviews for R Restaurant are pretty good." They say they sell omurice and tonkatsu, and the atmosphere is nice too.



    



    "Again?"



    



    "1994 Restaurant also had a lot of reviews."



    



    What is it? You know everything, don't you?



    



    "It's a coincidence."



    



    "Anyway, then I guess I should eat it all."



    



    "Excuse me, just a moment."



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol finally intervened.



    



    "What do you want?"



    



    There is room for negotiation.



    



    However, I'm not nice enough to just accept it at times like this.



    



    "There's none."



    



    When Baek Woo-jin answered at the same time, PD Park Sang-cheol bowed his head and then lifted it.



    



    It seems they want to continue the negotiations at all costs.



    



    "You two don't know, but there are many affordable restaurants even within Gyeongju." If you find such a place, it's possible.



    



    "What am I supposed to eat with 5,000 won?"



    



    Even Gyeongju bread costs 1,000 won each. Since it's 5,000 won, wouldn't it be perfect to share one each?



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked at me, PD Park Sang-cheol, the camera director, and the writer and said.



    



    "Still, it's fine."



    



    This person is really ruthless.



    



    It looks like they were led to do it that way from the beginning.



    



    "Let's do it this way." Just give me 20,000 won more.



    



    I suggested it because I thought that if I had just 20,000 won more, I could somehow manage to have a decent meal.



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol quickly opened his mouth.



    



    "Then let's do it this way." "When we arrive in Gyeongju, I'll turn on a live broadcast and give 1,000 won for every 1,000 viewers."



    



    "No."



    



    Baek Woo-jin and I spoke at the same time.



    



    "PD, are you planning to promote it this way?" "Only 1,000 won?"



    



    "Are you ignoring our subscribers?"



    



    "WTV, is this how you do business?"



    



    "Can you believe that some houses advertise for just 10,000 won?"



    



    "You're going too far."



    



    "Even though you have a lot of money, why are you being so stingy?"



    



    "That's why your hair falls out."



    



    While I was relentlessly pounding, I was startled by Baek Woo-jin's remark and turned my head.



    



    The guy was grumbling, then he looked around to see if anyone was watching and added one more comment.



    



    "Grumpy bald man."



    



    "Phuhak!"



    



    The cameraman laughed out loud, and the writer barely held back, covering his mouth.



    



    Producer Park Sang-cheol snapped and shouted at Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "Teasing someone about their hair is just too much!"



    



    "That's what happens when you act so mean!" Bro, I really didn't want to say this, but you said you would take me to a nice place with good water and air and buy me something delicious at first!



    



    Baek Woo-jin protested by shaking his head helplessly.



    



    "Kyungju bread is also delicious!"



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol doesn't back down either.



    



    "It must be delicious!" But, bro, can you really go all the way to Gyeongju just to eat one Gyeongju bread?



    



    "That could be!"



    



    "Why have you been using honorifics since earlier?"



    



    When Baek Woo-jin yelled, PD Park Sang-cheol was left speechless.



    



    I don't understand what he's saying either.



    



    "We've even shared cod soup together!" You mixed soju with beer and drank four glasses! "Why do you keep using formal language?"



    



    "No." That is."



    



    "Hyung!"



    



    "......Yes."



    



    No! Hyung!”



    



    "Uh, uh……."



    



    "Hyung, you're 78, right?"



    



    "Uh, uh." Uh.”



    



    "What year was I born?"



    



    "90?"



    



    "Okay." Am I the younger sibling?



    



    "Right?"



    



    "But why do you keep using formal speech?" 어?”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol just blinks.



    



    It seems like this is the first time seeing such a crazy person.



    



    "Why are you speaking informally, you jerk?"



    



    Since I stepped in, Baek Woo-jin expressed his grievances.



    



    "Since Sangcheol keeps using honorifics." We went to the sauna that day and even scrubbed each other's backs. "Do I not look upset?"



    



    "That's a bit much."



    



    Nodding my head, I saw that even the camera director and the writer treated PD Park Sang-cheol like a nobody.



    



    No. Since it's a broadcast, I'm calling you Mr. Woojin, no, Woojin is respecting you.



    



    "Do you respect me?" Really?



    



    "Then."



    



    "But why are you giving me 100,000 won just to go to Gyeongju and eat a Gyeongju bread?" "Why are you tormenting me like this?"



    



    I hugged Baek Woo-jin and stroked his back.



    



    "It's okay." It's okay.



    



    Pretending to choke up, I comforted Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "This soft and chubby little guy's heart must be so deeply scarred." It's okay. I'll give you one of my Gyeongju bread.



    



    "……Really?"



    



    This guy. Are you really going to take care of that?



    



    I'm not someone who would fall for your scheme to take advantage of this opportunity and grab a Gyeongju bread.



    



    "Alright." Then I'll give you exactly 10,000 won more.



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol finally threw in the towel on Baek Woo-jin's show.



    



    It's a bit disappointing, but if you add ten thousand won, you can still manage to get a decent meal.



    



    It's a successful negotiation.



    



    "50,000 won."



    



    I'm somewhat satisfied, but Baek Woo-jin made another deal.



    



    Park Sang-cheol PD, who had made a considerable effort to yield, tilted his head in disbelief and locked eyes with Baek Woo-jin.



    



    Under normal circumstances, he would have backed down, but Baek Woo-jin doesn't avert his gaze either.



    



    "No." Ten thousand won."



    



    "50,000 won."



    



    "20,000 won."



    



    "50,000 won."



    



    "30,000 won."



    



    Okay! 30,000 won!



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who delivered such a perfect performance that it made one wonder if he should take up acting, laughed heartily as if to say, "When did that happen?"
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    The Gyeongju terminal, which we arrived at after passing through the Nakdonggang rest area, was less crowded than expected.



    



    It looks like there are no tourists because it's a weekday.



    



    Hello. I'm currently filming. I can't disclose the program name, but I've come to Gyeongju.



    



    Baek Woo-jin connected the GoPro and smartphone and started the broadcast.



    



    They said they wouldn't do it, but it seems they're in a good mood after securing 30,000 won.



    



    In fact, we, the producers, hope that "Baekban Dara" does well, so we don't oppose the promotion itself.



    



    On the contrary, they are proactive.



    



    Since it was outdoors and difficult to check the chat, I also logged into Woojin's live broadcast to check the chat window.



    



    "I came with Chan-young."



    



    Baek Woo-jin turned on the camera.



    



    "Don't you do that thing where you tell me anything these days?"



    



    "When was that?" I don't even remember.



    



    "I am Ujini, the genie of the lamp, here to tell you anything you want to know."



    



    When Baek Woo-jin imitated the greeting he used to promote in the early days of YouTube, the viewers of the Woozineus channel flooded the comments with "kek."



    



    "Don't do it!"



    



    “Why? You like it, don't you?"



    



    "I'm embarrassed."



    



    "Are you ashamed of your past?"



    



    “oh! I'm embarrassed!



    



    Looking back now, saying greetings seemed cheesy or forced.



    



    When I had just opened the channel, I was very eager to promote it by any means possible.



    



    So both Ji-chan, Woo-jin, and I find it hard to watch the old videos.



    



    We also sometimes use it as a way to tease each other.



    



    └Where are you going in Gyeongju?



    



    Are we going to Hwanglidangil?



    



    └Uh? Wasn't that Park Sang-cheol PD just now?



    



    └"Wow" Is Woojin Park Sang-cheol PD leaving the program?



    



    └World-class certification



    



    The viewers recognized PD Park Sang-cheol who was briefly caught on camera and made a fuss.



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked at PD Park Sang-cheol and said.



    



    "Hyung, please say hello."



    



    Hello. This is Park Sang-cheol.



    



    Viewers are in an uproar once again.



    



    "We came to Gyeongju, but we don't know what to eat." Please give me a recommendation.



    



    When Baek Woo-jin asked, the viewers each introduced their favorite restaurants.



    



    Seeing that so many people know about Gyeongju's restaurants, it seems that Gyeongju is definitely loved as a travel destination.



    



    "R Restaurant?" Didn't we see each other on the bus earlier?



    



    Looks like you're doing okay. Let's go."



    



    If you walk for about 20 minutes from the Gyeongju Intercity Bus Terminal, you can reach Restaurant R on Hwanglidangil.



    



    Since I had to capture Hwanglidangil on camera, I took my time and moved my feet leisurely.



    



    "Huh."



    



    Baek Woo-jin made a strange sound, so when I turned my head, I couldn't help but say "huh" too.



    



    The Starbucks building is made of tiles.



    



    I've never seen anything like that before.



    



    "To compete."



    



    "Kyungju."



    



    As I continued walking in wonder, this time a Burger King that had entered a traditional tiled-roof house caught my eye.



    



    "Because it's Gyeongju."



    



    "If it's Gyeongju, that makes sense."



    



    As I walked, feeling that I had come to Gyeongju in my own way, I soon arrived at Hwanglidangil.



    



    "Let's see from here."



    



    "Right?"



    



    I arrived at the entrance of Hwangridan-gil, where low buildings lined up to form an alley.



    



    There are several stores on both sides of the main road, and wherever I look, I see 10-won bread.



    



    "What is a ten-won bread?"



    



    "I don't know."



    



    I was curious about what a ten-won bread was, so I went to a store that sold it.



    



    It looks like a 10-won coin, but it has the shape of the Seokguram Grotto, which is one of the symbols of Gyeongju.



    



    I was curious about what it would taste like, but since my budget was tight, I just looked and moved on.



    



    "There's something here too?"



    



    "Right?"



    



    Every time you enter an alley, there are small shops that make you feel like you're exploring.



    



    Even the convenience store is built with a vintage feel, so it's definitely fun just to look around.



    



    "Over there."



    



    I found the R restaurant at the end of the alley.



    



    Even though it's past lunchtime, seeing the line makes it clear that it's definitely a popular restaurant.



    



    We lined up, and PD Park Sang-cheol went inside to ask for permission to film.



    



    Since we're only taking pictures of our table, there shouldn't be any major issues.



    



    “Hey, you're Woo Jin, right?”



    



    Someone in line recognized Baek Woo-jin and approached him, asking to take a picture.



    



    Woo-jin happily obliged.



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    “Aren’t you going to take a picture with this guy too?”



    



    “Uh...”



    



    “Hey, what's up with you?”



    



    “Don't you know this guy? We do a lot of collaborations together.”



    



    The subscriber of the WooJineous channel shook their head slightly.



    



    “You’re doing this on purpose, right? Trying to mess with me.”



    



    “You love this kind of stuff, don’t you? Autographs, handshakes, pictures.”



    



    He’s referencing that one time I joked with Mugeunji about shaking hands.



    



    I definitely said it was a joke, but they kept teasing me, saying I had a celebrity complex.



    



    “He says he’d love to take a picture too. Could you just take one with him?”



    



    “No.”



    



    The WooJineous subscriber firmly declined.



    



    “Bro, he said no. Such a shame, right?”



    



    “We’ll talk later.”



    



    I made up my mind to completely roast him in the next Baekban Discussion.



    



    “If you’re okay with outdoor seating, we can seat you now.”



    



    An employee from R Restaurant offered outdoor seating to the person ahead of us in line.



    



    “No, we’d prefer to eat indoors.”



    



    “Okay. How about you? Would outdoor seating be alright?”



    



    The employee who had been turned down asked me as well.



    



    I looked to Baek Woo-jin and Park Sang-chul PD for their agreement, and they both nodded.



    



    “Yes, that’s fine.”



    



    “Please have a seat over here.”



    



    Tables were also set up outside, and it wasn’t too cold. The open atmosphere wasn’t a bad choice.



    



    We checked the menu the employee brought over.



    



    The pork cutlet was 14,000 won, stir-fried udon was 13,500 won, and omelet rice was also 13,500 won. Overall, it was quite pricey.



    



    “We can't order three dishes.”



    



    “Right? What should we get?”



    



    “Since it’s a pork cutlet specialty place, how about one pork cutlet and one omelet rice?”



    



    “Sounds good.”



    



    Woo-jin pressed the button, and an employee from inside came out to take our order.



    



    “Sir, we’ll have one pork cutlet and one omelet rice, please.”



    



    “Got it. Anything else you need?”



    



    “Nope.”



    



    After a short wait, the food came out quickly.



    



    “Wow.”



    



    Both the omelet rice and the pork cutlet looked stunning at first glance.



    



    “They’re so beautiful.”



    



    The omelet rice was plated elegantly on a lovely dish.



    



    The bright yellow egg omelet looked incredibly soft, even to the eye.



    



    With the sauce placed neatly to one side, it resembled a moon reflected on a lake.



    



    The dish was perfected with cherry tomatoes and what seemed to be parsley powder for accent.



    



    “Let’s see.”



    



    I took a bite of the omelet rice.



    



    As expected, it melted in my mouth.



    



    The omelet was perfectly cooked, soft yet with a noticeable texture, and the combination of savory sauce and fried rice was a work of art.



    



    “Wow, this is insane.”



    



    “The veggies have a great texture too.”



    



    “I’m loving the sauce. How does it taste this good?”



    



    It was a sweet sauce with well-cooked stir-fried vegetables, and the omelet was as soft as the finest fabric.



    



    To be honest, I had some hesitation about paying 13,500 won for omelet rice, but this quality actually made it feel like a bargain.



    



    It was a perfect experience.



    



    “How’s the pork cutlet?”



    



    Woo-jin took a bite of the pork cutlet, eyes widening as he nodded.



    



    His expression alone made it clear how good it was.



    



    I took a bite as well, and my eyes instinctively closed.



    



    As I exhaled slowly through my nose, the scent of the sauce and the meat filled my sinuses, making the flavors even richer.



    



    “It’s incredibly tender.”



    



    “Right? The outside is crispy, but the meat inside is unbelievably soft.”



    



    The food at this place seemed to generally lean toward soft textures.



    



    “Hey, you guys have to try this. Quick.”



    



    Woo-jin motioned to the PD, cameraman, and writer.



    



    All three were standing there blankly, so Woo-jin took it upon himself to put a piece of pork cutlet in each of their mouths.



    



    It’s a mystery when he started calling the cameraman and writer "bro" and "sis."



    



    “Isn’t it delicious?”



    



    The cameraman nodded, and the writer playfully hit Park Sang-chul PD while grinning.



    



    “It’s good.”



    



    “Right? So how about we order one more?”



    



    “What?”



    



    “You ate with us, right? Let’s order one more.”



    



    “No.”



    



    “Sir, could we get a stir-fried udon? And sorry, could we also get three extra pairs of chopsticks?”



    



    “Sure, I’ll bring them right out.”



    



    Before Park Sang-chul PD could say anything, Woo-jin ordered the stir-fried udon.



    



    It seems to take a certain level of shamelessness to truly be bold like that, and Woo-jin seemed to have learned well from me.



    



    As a compliment, I fed him another piece of pork cutlet, which he accepted without hesitation.



    



    “Your stir-fried udon is ready.”



    



    The stir-fried udon placed on the table looked more luxurious than any I’d ever had.



    



    Shrimp and various vegetables were neatly arranged, topped off with nuts, making it look delicious before I even took a bite.



    



    “What are you waiting for? Dig in.”



    



    Woo-jin passed out chopsticks to the PD, cameraman, and writer.



    



    They hesitated at first but couldn’t resist the visually overwhelming dish and grabbed their chopsticks.



    



    I took a bite too, and it was spicy.



    



    Not overwhelmingly so, but spicy enough, and the vegetables retained their crunch, each maintaining its own texture.



    



    The crunchy bok choy, along with the firm and chewy udon noodles, danced on my palate.



    



    An utterly divine bite.



    



    As I savored the aroma, texture, and umami, I opened my eyes to see the plate completely empty.



    



    I couldn’t believe it, so I looked up and saw that everyone was focused on their own eating.



    



    Not only was the stir-fried udon gone, but so were the omelet rice and pork cutlet.



    



    “What the—?”



    



    “Ah, that was good.”



    



    Woo-jin put down his chopsticks and patted his stomach.



    



    “I only had one bite.”



    



    “So what?”



    



    “What do you mean, ‘so what’? You guys ate everything!”



    



    I angrily glanced at Park Sang-chul PD, who avoided my gaze.



    



    “I don’t care. I’ll just buy my own meal. Turn off the camera, everyone. Sit down. Sir, we’d like to order!”



    



    Trying to act sane among these lunatics is a losing battle.



    



    There's no way I’m leaving after just one bite of this incredible food.

  
    Signal



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol, who finished editing "Baekban Dara," stretched.



    



    Since the first episode, which I edited over several sleepless nights, was satisfactorily completed, I was planning to leave work early today.



    



    "Thank you for your hard work, senior."



    



    You worked hard. Still, it seems to have turned out well, right?



    



    “네. It would be great if the ratings were good too.



    



    Baekban Ttara was an experimental program in many ways.



    



    As they had recruited a famous YouTuber, they actively reflected the YouTube style, setting the video length to around 10 minutes and airing it briefly between regular programs.



    



    Normally, the permit wouldn't be granted so easily.



    



    It was a low-budget project that wouldn't significantly impact the existing broadcast schedule, and since star PD Park Sang-cheol was taking on the challenge, WTV also proceeded with it gladly.



    



    It would be nice if it works out, but if it doesn't, it won't be a big loss.



    



    The higher-ups at WTV considered Baekban Ttara to be that kind of job.



    



    "Right?"



    



    However, PD Park Sang-cheol and some employees had a different opinion.



    



    Platforms dealing with video content, such as YouTube and Netflix, have increased, and the power of TV broadcasters has been gradually declining.



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol and some of the employees who followed him believed that the power of the broadcasting station came from its content.



    



    They concluded that for WTV to remain competitive in the future, it must be able to meet diverse needs.



    



    One of the many projects that started with that idea was Baekban Ttara.



    



    Recruit famous creators and reflect internet culture to attract the younger generation who don't watch TV.



    



    I hoped it would be a program where existing WTV viewers could enjoy by introducing domestic travel destinations and restaurants in a modest way.



    



    It'll be okay. If we find it fun, there will be others who find it fun too.



    



    "Yes."



    



    Jung Mina, the assistant director, nodded and then looked at the monitor and chuckled.



    



    The scene where Baek Woo-jin is protesting to PD Park Sang-cheol was unfolding.



    



    "Isn't Woojin so funny?"



    



    "Your persuasive skills are extraordinary." "I can't stand it when they rush in without thinking."



    



    When PD Park Sang-cheol, who has dealt with witty celebrities for over 20 years, shook his head, all that came out was laughter.



    



    "Really." When you first mentioned the invitation, I was a bit unsure. It's different from a cultural program.



    



    Everyone except PD Park Sang-cheol had doubts about the casting of the participants for this program.



    



    Baek Woo-jin, an influencer with over 1.3 million subscribers, often appeared on TV, but since he mainly worked on educational programs, it was uncertain whether he would adapt to the variety show atmosphere.



    



    "Really?"



    



    "YouTube was also focused on knowledge sharing."



    



    "Did you not watch the Baekban debate?"



    



    "See?" So I didn't oppose it, but I was still worried because scripted and real are different.



    



    Jung Mina, the assistant director, expressed her long-standing doubts.



    



    Baekban Debate definitely had popular laugh points, but it was a story where the two people somewhat matched their rhythm.



    



    On the other hand, Baekban Ttara was a program that relied on the participants without any preparation, merely presenting the situation.



    



    Even the most seasoned professionals can freeze in front of the camera without any preparation, so Jeong Mina's assistant director's concerns were not unfounded.



    



    "They even set the topic for the roundtable discussion."



    



    "Really?"



    



    "Look at what Baek Woo-jin is doing." It's not an ordinary bet.



    



    Jung Mina, the assistant director, tilted her head slightly.



    



    "Side dishes don't stand out as much as I thought."



    



    The production team had high expectations for Banchan-yong.



    



    Although he isn't famous enough to be called an influencer yet, his wit on Baekban Talk was better than Baek Woo-jin's.



    



    "I don't think you're nervous."



    



    "Oh." You did it naturally well.



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol nodded and said.



    



    "You've properly understood our broadcast concept." Baek Woo-jin is stepping up like that, so if I get involved too, the atmosphere will get heated.



    



    Baekban Talk should have been a video that could be watched comfortably.



    



    I hoped he would refrain from excessive gestures and remarks, and Banchan-yong was precisely aware of PD Park Sang-cheol's intentions.



    



    "Are you really worried about things like that?"



    



    Jung Mina, the assistant director, was puzzled.



    



    Although I did personal broadcasts for two years, it wasn't easy to conduct them according to the broadcast concept.



    



    Even talented celebrities often crossed the line due to the pressure and impatience to stand out.



    



    "Originally, it was a friend who was doing the editing." If you look at it, you can see the editing points are well placed. Make sure our lines don't overlap. Wasn't editing difficult?



    



    "......That's what happened."



    



    "These kids are not ordinary." Anyway, I'll meet with the director and then head home. See you tomorrow.



    



    "Director?"



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol smiled slightly and opened the editing room door.



    



    Usually cautious, Park Sang-cheol didn't bother to speak out even when good things happened.



    



    As someone who works together, I was eager to know the results, but each time, I replaced my impatience with a small smile.



    



    The most important thing for the Baekban Team right now is regular scheduling.



    



    Jung Mina, the assistant director, pursed her lips and leaned back in her chair.



    



    The program that hasn't even been aired yet has been confirmed, and the sense of accomplishment seemed to wash away the fatigue.



    



    Jung Mina, the assistant director, expressed her joy by lightly tapping her foot.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "Thursday at 8:45?" Yes. Thank you, Yes.”



    



    Producer Park Sang-cheol announced the premiere time for "Baekban Ttara."



    



    I'm a bit nervous because the decision on whether to make it a regular slot will be based on the broadcast results next Thursday.



    



    "Has the broadcast date for 'Baekban' been decided?"



    



    The pickled radish PD next to me asked.



    



    “Yes. I'm a bit nervous."



    



    "Weren't there any other words?"



    



    "Could you keep some time free for the Monday after next week, just in case?" There was nothing special to say.



    



    "I will leave it empty."



    



    Mugunji approached the whiteboard placed on one side of the office and erased the schedule for the Monday after next week.



    



    "I will post an announcement in the community."



    



    There are no other tasks, and it's a day dedicated to my personal broadcast, but it feels a bit hasty.



    



    "It's not decided yet." I think we can post the announcement next week.



    



    "They gave us a hint that it has been officially scheduled."



    



    Mugunji spoke bluntly as usual.



    



    "Yes?"



    



    The broadcast schedule cannot be easily changed. Next week, the pilot will air, and when they say to keep your schedule open for the week after, it means they will air two episodes back-to-back.



    



    Definitely strange.



    



    It usually takes time for the regular broadcast to air after the pilot is aired.



    



    Besides filming and editing.



    



    There are countless tasks to handle, such as budgeting, securing advertisers, coordinating schedules, and organizing time slots.



    



    There is no need to start filming right away.



    



    "Then."



    



    "Congratulations."



    



    I examined the whiteboard where Mukji had organized the schedule for the month.



    



    If Baekban follows the regular schedule as Mukunji said, it will be quite tight.



    



    Monday, according to the set menu.



    



    Tuesday personal broadcast.



    



    Until when are you going to be sulking on Wednesday?



    



    Thursday Baekban Debate.



    



    Friday food exploration.



    



    I'll make the side dishes for Saturday.



    



    Sunday personal broadcast.



    



    Monday is tough because of the all-day shoot, but from Tuesday to Sunday, there's no day without a personal broadcast, and of course, I have to edit too.



    



    I'm also exercising there.



    



    I don't have the energy to clean the house, so my room is turning into a pigsty.



    



    "How much sleep do you get?"



    



    The seasoned PD, who was checking the schedule, asked.



    



    "About 4 to 5 hours?"



    



    "If you keep living like this, you'll end up unemployed."



    



    "What does it mean?"



    



    "Because the CEO won't live long."



    



    "……Ah."



    



    If I die, it means you will be unemployed.



    



    You need to find an editor or reduce the number of broadcast days. "When fatigue builds up, it also affects the broadcast."



    



    "I want to do that." But I don't have any money.



    



    "It's time to invest." If the situation continues, you could lose everything because of money.



    



    I'm wondering where to start explaining.



    



    I couldn't think of a good idea, so I scratched the back of my head and gestured to show it directly.



    



    I entered the room and showed the sales document I was organizing by myself.



    



    The aged kimchi, having checked the income and expenses, moved away from the monitor.



    



    "It's because of me."



    



    Mugunji was surprised when he mentioned his own salary. It seems like there was a misunderstanding; I didn't intend to make you think that way.



    



    "No." It's not because of the PD.



    



    That's right. A significant portion of my disposable income is going towards my salary.



    



    Since Mugunji was staring intently at the monitor, I subtly lowered the document.



    



    "I'll give it a try."



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    "It's an edit."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "We don't have enough funds to hire more people, so there's no other way." "Also, it doesn't make sense for someone in the PD position not to be able to edit, so I will study."



    



    Impressive.



    



    "Why are you doing this?"



    



    "Really, I appreciate it, but just doing this doesn't make it easy." Even if you can quickly learn the skills, the sense of it can't be learned.



    



    "I see."



    



    Both of them fell silent.



    



    I know it's difficult, but I also know that it's a situation I have no choice but to face.



    



    "Then, I'll leave it to you."



    



    "I will give it a try."



    



    “Um." "Wait a moment."



    



    I'm worried.



    



    It would be great if you could use editing programs broadly, but in reality, it's unreasonable to expect a high level from someone who has no knowledge in this area at all.



    



    Excluding the entry barrier of Mac, Motion is easy to learn and use with Final Cut.



    



    However, based on my personal experience, I felt that as the work became more delicate, it became more difficult to handle.



    



    Could you introduce a program that is easy to learn and use, but doesn't quite match my style?



    



    Or I'm considering whether to request the Adobe programs I usually use.



    



    "Have you ever used a Mac, PD-nim?"



    



    "Are you talking about Apple computers?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "There isn't any."



    



    If you're not familiar with Mac, it might be better to learn Premiere instead.



    



    Even though it is difficult to get started, Premiere is more advantageous for going through complex editing processes later on.



    



    But since it's the first time, once you get used to the Mac, you'll quickly become proficient in its functions.



    



    Above all, Final Cut and Motion have a fast workflow.



    



    Considering that my broadcast time is long and I upload many videos weekly, Final Cut might be advantageous.



    



    Since I happen to have a Mac that I'm not using, it doesn't cost anything extra and it's easy to teach.



    



    "CEO."



    



    As my worries deepened, the aged kimchi called out to me.



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Whatever you're worried about, it's better to decide quickly."



    



    "This is a bit complicated." Actually, we don't make super high-quality videos, but we want to do that in the future, right?



    



    "Yes."



    



    To do that, you need to use a proxy codec. Final Cut is. Ah, Final Cut is a program used on Mac. Final Cut, anyway, creates it with a proxy codec when you input it, so you can just make it. Adobe requires separate settings. This also needs to be encoded, so the work time is slow.



    



    "Then I'll learn Final Cut."



    



    "It's easy to learn and the work speed is fast." Integration is good too. But later, when it comes to detailed work, Adobe Premiere has its advantages. It's called a workflow.



    



    "CEO."



    



    "Yes."



    



    I didn't understand what you said at all. What program are you currently using?



    



    "Adobe Premium."



    



    "I'll go with that."



    



    "......Yes."

  
    Signal



    



    Wednesday, March 8, 2023.



    



    In the morning, I taught Mukunji how to use Premiere and headed to the gym earlier than usual.



    



    "Yes."



    



    As I stepped inside, Cha Ji-chan gestured from the office.



    



    "Hello, PD-nim."



    



    Welcome. "Would you like something to drink?"



    



    “Ah. Thank you."



    



    Don't they usually serve coffee or tea?



    



    Producer Ahn Sang-kyu brought a protein shake in front of me and Cha Ji-chan.



    



    Drinking the shake hesitantly, Cha Ji-chan's expression is not good.



    



    'How long are you going to sulk?' It's because of the view count.



    



    Compared to the early days when it recorded around 300,000 views, it is now struggling to reach even 150,000 views.



    



    The reason we gathered early today is because Jimkun TV has the lowest view count.



    



    "What could the reason be?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan has broken the ice.



    



    "The long process seems to be the problem."



    



    Producer Ahn Sang-kyu replied.



    



    "We know how much Chan-yong has worked hard and changed, but the external changes aren't that noticeable."



    



    PD Ahn Sang-kyu's words also make sense.



    



    "When are you going to stop sulking?" The purpose of watching the same content is the before and after.



    



    In various TV programs that dealt with dieting, the dieting process, which could range from a few weeks to up to a year, was edited down to a shorter duration to address such issues.



    



    Compress that long time into about 30 minutes, and fill the remaining 30 minutes with the changes before and after the diet and the reactions of the panelists.



    



    And next week, they will introduce a new challenger.



    



    It is a choice to extend the program's lifespan and a way to meet the viewers' needs.



    



    Bitter, but.



    



    In the current flood of content, hoping that viewers can enjoy the process with a relaxed mind might be a bit greedy.



    



    "How about checking and showing the InBody results from next time?"



    



    "Every week?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    Cha Ji-chan hesitated for a moment and then looked at me.



    



    "What do you think?"



    



    "Sounds like a good idea?" There's no other sharp point.



    



    "Are you okay with your weight being made public?"



    



    He/She is a kind person.



    



    "I don't care." The problem is that I'm not changing.



    



    I often revealed my weight.



    



    When I revealed to the viewers that I weighed 138 kg, I was flustered, but afterwards, I got so into the fun of losing weight that I started sharing it without hesitation.



    



    The first 10 weeks were really different from day to day.



    



    In mid-February, I weighed 103 kg, and after 10 weeks of dieting, I lost 35 kg.



    



    I felt very proud of myself, and since people around me kept saying that I had lost weight and my appearance had changed, my self-esteem soared.



    



    However, there has been no change in weight over the past three weeks.



    



    The time when the views started to gradually decrease was around that time.



    



    There were comments like, "Are you really exercising in the video, or is it just for show?" and "Aren't you eating whatever you want behind the scenes?"



    



    "Hmm."



    



    Cha Ji-chan stroked his chin.



    



    "It's a stagnation period."



    



    "Right." There are people who are suspicious right now, but wouldn't it get worse if they find out that we hit a plateau?



    



    "Are you still sticking to the diet?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "Actually, stagnation isn't a bad thing."



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Because we're resetting the default value."



    



    "I don't know what it means."



    



    You said that the human body has a natural tendency to maintain its original weight, right? They call it homeostasis.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "It means that if your body's default value used to be 138 kg, now it's in the process of recognizing it as 103 kg." "If you get through this period well, it means you won't gain more than 103 kg."



    



    "Oh."



    



    It's a welcome sound to hear.



    



    If I eat delicious food without exercising, won't I gain weight again? Do I have to live like this for the rest of my life?



    



    I haven't been able to let go of those thoughts yet, but hearing that the original weight will be reset gives me a bit of relief.



    



    "But first, we need to confirm whether you're really in a slump or not."



    



    "My weight isn't going down."



    



    "Not even a little?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    How do you feel when you look in the mirror? "Does it seem like it's changing a bit?"



    



    "I don't know."



    



    "Hmm."



    



    Cha Ji-chan closed his eyes, nodded thoughtfully, and then slammed his hand on the desk.



    



    "Okay."



    



    It seems like they've made up their mind about something.



    



    "Let's go as we are."



    



    "Are we really going to do it this way?" The views aren't coming in well, are they?



    



    "I want to convey accurate information for people who are serious about dieting." "Even if it doesn't work out, let's continue like this."



    



    "……."



    



    "Why?"



    



    "No." Suddenly, you look different.



    



    "Looks different." How was it originally?



    



    "Views-obsessed idiot."



    



    In the past, he was a person who used to compete in diving with octopuses, climbing trees with monkeys, and racing with dogs.



    



    Compared to back then, I have become much more subdued, but even now, I am doing this strange thing of picking up trash while lunging along the Han River promenade, calling it "lunging service."



    



    Producer Ahn Sang-kyu also nodded in agreement.



    



    "These bastards."



    



    I laughed because Cha Ji-chan was making a scary face and giving a not-so-scary threat.



    



    "Anyway, let's check the stagnation period today." There must be others who have the same concerns. It could also mean telling those who leave strange comments not to talk nonsense.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "When are you going to stop sulking?"



    



    As the broadcast began, Cha Ji-chan shouted loudly.



    



    I go through it every time, but I get surprised and flinch every time it happens.



    



    "These days, I've been seeing comments like, 'Isn't Chanyong not exercising properly?' and 'Isn't he eating whatever he wants?' It's all nonsense." Today, I'll show you exactly. For side dishes, to the table.



    



    "To your seat."



    



    I stepped on the InBody machine.



    



    "I'll show it live without any edits, so watch closely."



    



    While measuring the InBody, Cha Ji-chan continued his commentary.



    



    "He comes to the gym four times a week." Every time, I almost kill him. But why isn't there a significant change in my weight? At first, it came off easily, right? Today, we will find out the reason.



    



    "Wow."



    



    I got off the InBody scale and cheered without any spirit.



    



    "First, let's address the parts that are often misunderstood." Not all stagnation periods are bad. There is a good stagnation period. That means you're losing body fat, but since your muscle mass is increasing, there's no change in weight.



    



    It means that while fat decreases and muscle increases, the total body weight remains unchanged.



    



    In this case, you need to consider the body shape. Even though the weight is the same, the body line becomes more defined and looks slimmer. You just need to keep doing what you've been doing, right? You said there's nothing different when you look in the mirror, didn't you?



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "So, this state is not acceptable." It means there is another problem.



    



    Just then, PD Ahn Sang-kyu printed out and handed over the two pages of results.



    



    "Let's see." Current weight is 103.3 kg, skeletal muscle mass is 39.1 kg, and body fat mass is 42 kg.



    



    Skeletal muscle mass doesn't increase at all.



    



    I definitely did strength training consistently for three months, but I only gained 2 kg.



    



    "And this is the InBody result from last week." Weight 103.4 kg, skeletal muscle mass 39.1 kg, body fat mass 42.1 kg.



    



    Cha Ji-chan showed two InBody results to the camera.



    



    There's not a big difference, but my body fat has decreased by 0.1 kg. Muscle mass remains unchanged. Even so, can you say that their state of mind has changed? I can't do it. You're doing really well.



    



    Cha Ji-chan placed the results sheet down.



    



    "I told you earlier, didn't I?" Losing body fat and gaining muscle while maintaining the same weight is a very good condition. But right now, even though his muscle mass hasn't changed, he has lost a small amount of body fat. This state is fine. So, what could be the cause?



    



    "Homeostasis?"



    



    I answered because I heard something in the meeting a little while ago.



    



    "That's right." Right now, Chanyong's body has adapted to its current weight. So, it means that if you make a change here, you'll lose weight again.



    



    "How?"



    



    You can solve it with your diet or adjust your exercise amount. It depends on where the problem lies.



    



    “어. First of all, it's not a lack of exercise. "Absolutely not."



    



    "How do you know that?"



    



    "It's really hard."



    



    "These days, it seems like you're taking it easy?"



    



    "No?" Not at all."



    



    "You used to crawl out of here." But now you're just walking out.



    



    └I haven't been exercising enough.



    



    └LOL, look at how they're pushing it, LOL



    



    Are you saying you're going to walk to the gym?



    



    Are you out of your mind?



    



    Why is there an elevator in the gym? It's not made for you to ride because you can't walk.



    



    No. Everyone, this is really slander. No. I feel like I'm going to die because I've been working so hard. I don't even have the strength to clean, so my house is a mess right now, you know?



    



    "Well, let's put that aside for now." "Are you sticking to your diet?"



    



    “Yes. He said not to worry about calories and eat well."



    



    "……."



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Keep going."



    



    So I eat about 4,000 calories a day. Instead, eat fewer carbohydrates and focus on fats and proteins. They say the ketogenic diet is good.



    



    Thanks to the ketogenic diet I've been following for the past two months, my quality of life has improved beyond words.



    



    It's a method of restricting carbohydrates that are loaded with glucose, the fundamental cause of weight gain, and instead freely consuming protein and fat.



    



    Thanks to that, I'm indulging in buttered steak, pork belly, and bulletproof coffee.



    



    "Ah, look at this." I told you there's a problem.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Hey, what did I tell you last time?" You can't have a deficiency in nutrients, you know?



    



    "But I lost a lot of weight with this, you know?" There are many experienced people besides me.



    



    "It works in the beginning." I explained it last time too. If there is a lack of nutrients, the body increases absorption due to homeostasis. So, they say that even if you eat a little, you gain weight easily.



    



    "But I really eat enough." Do you eat 600g of meat each time? When I roughly calculate my daily calorie intake, it comes out to about 4,000 calories.



    



    "Carbohydrates."



    



    "Three spoons."



    



    "Oh dear."



    



    Cha Ji-chan rubbed his forehead.



    



    "Everyone, if you do it this way, it will fail." The human body does not recognize calories. Whether it's carbohydrates, fats, or proteins, if any one nutrient is lacking, the absorption rate increases. "Just consuming a lot of calories doesn't lower the absorption rate."



    



    I didn't know.



    



    "Since there is a lack of carbohydrates, the body keeps increasing the absorption rate." So, my body is changing in a way that makes it easier to gain weight.



    



    "But if I eat carbohydrates, I'll just gain weight again." They said, "I've become someone who easily gains weight."



    



    "No." They say it lowers the absorption rate when you eat it, you know?



    



    "Then." You want me to eat carbohydrates? "Still, you don't gain weight?"



    



    "Rather, get out." The day for that is cheat day.



    



    Chajichan's words hit me hard.



    



    It's something I never expected.



    



    "Are you saying I'm missing out on eating?"



    



    "Listen to me." Don't eat like crazy just because I told you to; eat enough unrefined carbohydrates. Then your absorption rate will decrease again, and you'll lose weight again.



    



    "No, I don't really understand."



    



    "What?"



    



    One. I eat enough nutrients. I also exercise. Then the calories consumed and the calories burned would be the same, right?



    



    "Okay."



    



    "But how do you lose weight?"



    



    "You split every day."



    



    "......Huh?"



    



    "Your cells keep dividing and renewing themselves." Your skin, organs, hair—do they just seem like they're moving and alive?



    



    "Right?"



    



    Sure. Your body undergoes cell division every moment. The regeneration cycle of healthy skin is 28 days, and blood completely changes to a different type after 3 to 4 months. So you get your HbA1c test every 3 to 4 months.



    



    "……."



    



    "Our body replaces 3.8 million cells every second." The period for the entire body's cells to be replaced is an average of 80 days. It takes time for that to happen. The fat you've accumulated so far.



    



    "Ah."



    



    You said it was an average of 80 days, right? Has it been about three months since you started your diet?



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "Three months ago, you and the you now are completely different people." In another three months, things will change again. "Of course, it's a continuous process, but anyway, it's a process of replacing a fat body."



    



    "Is that the process of losing weight?"



    



    "Okay." Hey, does your belly fat come out as poop just because you exercise?



    



    "Right?"



    



    "Okay." Losing weight means that new cells are being created and existing cells are dying off. It's the process of creating healthier cells, using the energy stored in the body when cells divide, and thus reducing the number of overcrowded cells.



    



    "Whoa."



    



    I clapped without even realizing it.

  
    Signal



    



    "So." What's the problem?



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked.



    



    "What?"



    



    "You knew that having insufficient nutrients was not good for you." But why are you doing a low-carb diet again?



    



    "Because it's hard."



    



    Cha Ji-chan frowned.



    



    "Hey, resisting carbohydrates is going to be tougher."



    



    "That's not it, it's just that it's hard to keep cooking meals."



    



    I spend almost 10 hours a day just on broadcasting and editing, and I make sure to exercise for 1-2 hours.



    



    It's not always necessary, but there are days when I write scripts, and recently I've been teaching Mukji how to edit as well.



    



    If Mukji hadn't helped with finding broadcast material, writing scripts, and assisting with company tasks, I would have probably died from overwork by now.



    



    How busy must one be to not even have time to clean the house? I don't have the strength or time to prepare and clean up three meals a day.



    



    When such a story was brought up, most of the viewers could relate.



    



    └That's true.



    



    └Even when I get off work, exercise, and come back, I can't do anything. I just end up collapsing and falling asleep.



    



    └Exercising after work is impressive too, haha. I just turn on YouTube and zone out after work.



    



    └I wasn't the only one, huh? Haha



    



    Wasn't this place only for gym rats?



    



    └Once you get used to it, it gets better, but getting accustomed to it is difficult.



    



    But seriously, when I get off work around 7 or 8 and come home, even working out for an hour is tough. In the meantime, you're doing cleaning, laundry, and cooking? I can't do it, yeah.



    



    └ Hahaha You don't have to go to work like me, but you got a job and can't even exercise Huh? Why the tears?



    



    Even Cha Ji-chan seemed troubled, resting his fist on his lips and pondering for a while.



    



    "Realistically, it's quite difficult." It's not something that directly affects my livelihood like it does for me.



    



    A person like a bodybuilder can consider exercise and diet as part of their job.



    



    However, Nana and others have to make a living in other ways.



    



    It is practically difficult to balance work, exercise, and diet together, so I just do my best within the given circumstances.



    



    Even if it is somewhat different from the correct answer.



    



    "At first, I did it myself too." But since I just can't find the time, they sell diet lunch boxes. There's a service that delivers food daily in a ketogenic style, and I'm eating that.



    



    "It's frustrating."



    



    Cha Ji-chan nodded.



    



    "Since so many diet methods are widely misunderstood, those companies also approach it in the wrong way."



    



    "Right."



    



    While we were having a conversation.



    



    Ju Ji-seung, who arrived late due to a scheduling conflict with today's broadcast, waved his hand.



    



    "Hyung."



    



    Joo Ji-seung chuckled and gave a light pat on the back.



    



    We always trusted and relied on each other, but besides "I'll make you some side dishes," there's also "How long are you going to sulk?"We became much closer while spending time together.



    



    "Hyung, we were having a very serious conversation right now."



    



    Cha Ji-chan summarized the conversation so far and conveyed it to Joo Ji-seung.



    



    It seems that even the monk agrees.



    



    "Right." Since I also cook my own meals, I can manage my diet to some extent, but for those who aren't involved, it must be hard to exercise and manage their diet on their own.



    



    With chores like cleaning and laundry, there are so many demands placed on one person.



    



    "I saw somewhere that the obesity rate among single-person households is really high these days."1)



    



    "Is it because of this reason?"



    



    Right? When I get home after work, I don't have any energy, so I mostly eat delivery food. Then I gained weight.



    



    “Wow." "This is serious."



    



    Cha Ji-chan tilted his head.



    



    "Willpower is important, but if the environment is like this..."



    



    I, Cha Ji-chan, and Joo Ji-seung couldn't find the words either.



    



    I couldn't quite figure out where things went wrong and how to fix them.



    



    “Here!" Let's start with what we can do first. Today is one of the three major exercises. An exercise that uses all the muscles in the body to lift the heaviest weights. The exercise that you can do even if you don't have time! It's a deadlift.



    



    I'm dead.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    'How long are you going to sulk?'I finished and went straight home.



    



    My whole body ached, so I collapsed onto the bed without even taking off my clothes.



    



    It seems like it would be fine to sleep like this, but tomorrow is Thursday, so I need to prepare for the debate.



    



    Thanks to the materials organized by Mukunji, we can save time searching for documents, but it's not just about having the materials.



    



    It is advantageous to prepare remarks by considering several scenarios to facilitate a smooth discussion.



    



    Especially tomorrow, I can't lose.



    



    Because we need to give Baek Woo-jin, who got cocky after winning once, a good scolding.



    



    "Ugh."



    



    After reading the organized document once and finding the necessary information, I organized the remarks, and before I knew it, it was already 12 o'clock.



    



    And, as expected, hunger surged.



    



    I had dinner at 6, so it's about time I got hungry, but if I eat something now, I'll go to bed late and it will mess up my condition for tomorrow.



    



    Above all, it hinders my diet.



    



    "Sigh."



    



    I got up thinking of having a glass of water and looked around the house, and it really looked like a pigsty.



    



    The laundry basket and trash can are overflowing, and the delivery boxes are piled up in front of the door.



    



    It's been a long time since I last cleaned the floor, so there's a layer of dust.



    



    I feel like this can't go on, but I'm really tired and can't move anymore.



    



    I decided to wake up early tomorrow and clean, so I drank some water and lay down on the bed.



    



    Come to think of it, I also need to do the bedding laundry.



    



    I am clearly living my life to the fullest and doing my best, but there is still so much left to do.



    



    How do other people manage to do housework, exercise, and work? I wonder why it's only me who finds it so hard.



    



    "Willpower is important, but if the environment is like this..."



    



    Suddenly, the words that Cha Ji-chan said this evening came to mind.



    



    The reason that phrase keeps coming to mind is probably because of an article I saw sometime.



    



    The content was that obesity is due to poverty.



    



    Present the thesis while showing the correlation between health insurance premium trends reflecting income and wealth and obesity rates.



    



    The conclusion was that the cause stemmed from differences in diet.



    



    Because healthy foods that contain good nutrients and are low in calories are more expensive compared to junk food.



    



    It means that people who don't have extra money naturally end up eating processed foods and foods with imbalanced nutrients.



    



    There was also mention that, relatively speaking, due to a lack of leisure time, they couldn't secure the cost and time needed for exercise.



    



    Because of this, the argument was that obesity is no longer an individual issue but a social problem.



    



    At that time, I felt like I was watching my own story, so it stuck with me.



    



    Now it feels more relatable.



    



    "It would be nice if I could at least eat my meal comfortably."



    



    These days, prices have risen too much.



    



    When looking for a restaurant to shoot mukbang content, most of the time the price information posted just a few months ago was incorrect.



    



    It means that food prices have risen in such a short period.



    



    In the past, there were many places where a bowl of gukbap cost 5,000 won, but these days, it's common for them to cost 10,000 won.



    



    Gimbap has gone up in price as much as the old price of gukbap.



    



    The ketogenic lunch box I receive through regular delivery also costs around 10,000 won each.



    



    I heard on the news that even office workers are finding lunch prices burdensome and are eating convenience store lunch boxes.



    



    Convenience store lunch boxes are inevitably lacking in dietary fiber and vitamins.



    



    Since the side dishes mainly consist of processed meats without any vegetables, it leads to nutritional imbalance and ultimately results in obesity.



    



    According to the logic of Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan, when nutritional imbalance occurs like that, the body increases food absorption rates to secure the lacking nutrients, making it easier to gain weight and increasing appetite.



    



    The body is sending signals.



    



    We're in danger right now.



    



    "……."



    



    I got up and sat right on the bed.



    



    After being diagnosed with diabetes, I feel a sense of crisis and am trying hard, but I don't know how much longer I can keep fighting like this.



    



    Actually, I did binge on bread the other day.



    



    My heart feels heavy.



    



    The burden of having to continue this difficult fight is also heavy.



    



    "No." No, that's not right.



    



    There's no point in thinking in a negative direction.



    



    Since you have things to do tomorrow, you should get some sleep.



    



    I lay down again and tried to sleep.



    



    Still unable to shake off the thoughts, I turned on my smartphone to check the comments from today.



    



    └The diabetes uncle lost a lot of weight, but did anyone say anything?



    



    └Even after losing 35kg in 3 months, I still get criticized, lol.



    



    I'm really enjoying the video. However, I have doubts about the claims that the ketogenic diet has problems. There are actually people who have successfully lost weight by restricting carbohydrates, so why do you deny it?



    



    └No way, lol. Go watch the old video. Now you can see my chin, haha.



    



    People who watched today's broadcast left encouraging comments.



    



    There are people questioning Chajichan about the ketogenic diet being wrong, and even Satan asking why he isn't making them exercise harder.



    



    └But I'm also worried. Since I don't have time to exercise, I walk home from work, but when I arrive home after about an hour of walking, I can't think of anything.



    



    └In the first place, it doesn't make sense to diet while working at a company. I'm dead tired, but someone has to make breakfast and pack lunch.



    



    └For real, when dinner time comes, after working hard, I think about eating something delicious for dinner.



    



    "……."



    



    As expected, everyone thinks similarly.



    



    I was also stressed and struggling, so I found joy in life by eating something delicious.



    



    Even now, it's not much different.



    



    As a result, my body is breaking down, and even though I know it intellectually, it's not easy to take the right actions.



    



    How wonderful it would be if we could eat healthy, delicious meals at reasonable prices.



    



    If there were such a restaurant, I would go every day.



    



    "Uh?"



    



    Suddenly, a ridiculous thought crossed my mind.



    



    There are few restaurants where diabetics can go, so I always felt inconvenienced.



    



    I learned to cook from Jujiseung and cooked for a while, but even that didn't last long due to a lack of time and energy.



    



    I bought a diet lunch box as a substitute, but even that was an improper diet, leading to nutritional imbalance.



    



    "Should I set the table?"



    



    For now, it's out of the question.



    



    I'm not knowledgeable like a nutritionist, I don't have cooking skills, and I don't have any capital.



    



    But even if they are not as knowledgeable as a nutritionist, people who are knowledgeable, good at cooking, or wealthy know.



    



    I know it very well.

  
    Dipping and eating



    



    "Do you like Mom?" Do you like Dad? Are you a "bubok"? Dipping or not? We are just getting a taste of the most intense debate in the 5,000-year history of the Korean Peninsula. "Side dish for the baekban debate."



    



    "This is Baek Woo-jin."



    



    Thursday.



    



    It's the day with the highest number of viewers.



    



    On average, it usually records around 2,000 to 3,000 viewers, but on days when the talk show is held, the average number of viewers reaches 10,000.



    



    Even now, it's only been 10 minutes since the broadcast started, and over 4,000 people are already connected.



    



    Honestly, there's no one more filial than him.



    



    Today's topic is squid vs. octopus. For the professionalism of the discussion, today, the squid has personally visited us. Hello, Mr. Squid.



    



    I bowed my head and greeted Baek Woo-jin, who was sitting right next to me.



    



    "Am I an octopus?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Why am I an idiot?"



    



    "Uh, why are you getting angry?" "Isn't it because you like squid that you are siding with the squid?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin just opened his eyes wide and kept his mouth shut.



    



    └Starting with a loan request, lol.



    



    Ah, squid is so good! Why aren't you saying anything?



    



    └LOL so crazy LOL



    



    └Isn't the debate over?



    



    "That's right."



    



    Baek Woo-jin, having checked the public opinion in the chat room, nodded vigorously.



    



    "Is that right?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "So, you are admitting that you are a squid?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    Please make sure to tell me. Do you admit to being a squid?



    



    "……."



    



    "So you really think squid isn't that great deep down?"



    



    "Isn't it?"



    



    "Then please speak frankly." It's an octopus.



    



    Baek Woo-jin glared at me, then looked at the camera and sighed.



    



    Hello. It's squid.



    



    "Heheh."



    



    Suddenly bursting into laughter and unable to continue speaking, Baek Woo-jin glared at me and then opened his mouth.



    



    "What's wrong with squid?" In fact, there are many people who like squid even without me mentioning it. Please show me the materials.



    



    Baek Woo-jin showed the photo materials he brought to the viewers.



    



    It's a "Koreans' Favorite Fried Foods" list produced by Panel Now, and the top spot goes to squid tempura.



    



    Among the participants in the survey, 24.7% chose fried squid, 19.1% chose fried shrimp, and 17% chose fried sweet potatoes.



    



    "As you can see, fried squid is overwhelmingly in first place." Should I explain more here?



    



    Baek Woo-jin shrugged his shoulders.



    



    "No." This survey has a major flaw.



    



    "What is it?"



    



    "Are you saying that fried octopus was on the shortlist?" In fact, octopus is such a premium ingredient that it is not easily accessible. Especially since it's usually eaten as sashimi or in a salad, it's not very convincing to claim that fried squid is tastier.



    



    Baek Woo-jin blinked.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "I was surprised to hear you speaking normally." Where does it hurt?



    



    └For real, lol



    



    └It's kind of weird when you think about it logically, haha.



    



    └He's not that kind of person, lol.



    



    "When have I ever said anything strange?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin and the viewers' reactions are not good.



    



    I quickly resolved the issue before they could catch me in my words.



    



    "As I just mentioned, octopus is a premium ingredient." You have to pay several tens of thousands of won for one. But what about squid? It's a few thousand won per piece.



    



    "Ah."



    



    It seems you've caught on, but it's already too late.



    



    "In the capital market, expensive naturally means better." You wouldn't deny it again this time, would you?



    



    └Again, lololololol



    



    └You always try to pass everything off to the north, lol.



    



    └You can't deny this, lol.



    



    "……The price does not determine the taste."



    



    Baek Woo-jin took a brief pause before starting his rebuttal.



    



    If you tell the story like this, I would be flustered, but you seem quite composed, perhaps due to your accumulated experiences.



    



    There are several factors that determine the price. There are also factors like scarcity or environmental conditions. You can't necessarily say it's more expensive just because it's tastier.



    



    "Then what's the reason for paying so much money to eat something that's not even that delicious?"



    



    "That's because people who like octopus have no taste."



    



    I couldn't help but burst into laughter because it was so ridiculous.



    



    └No way, lol.



    



    Am I a taste idiot?



    



    └Why is Baek Woo-jin so shameless?



    



    └To speak so shamelessly like that is just absurd.



    



    └I guess I naturally picked it up since I kept getting hit by the side dishes, lol.



    



    "Annihilate." You say I'm a taste amateur?



    



    “Yes. The side dish committee is especially so.



    



    It seems like you have something prepared to say.



    



    I nodded, thinking I would listen.



    



    "Squid is actually a really good food for people on a diet and for diabetes patients." It's rich in protein and also contains a lot of taurine, which helps with fatigue recovery. The glycemic index is also low. Above all, it's much tastier than chicken breast.



    



    "Really?"



    



    It was such a tempting remark that I asked again.



    



    I've eaten so much squid that I'm sick of it, but it's a thousand times, ten thousand times better than chicken breast.



    



    "Because you don't know that it's both delicious and healthy, they call you a taste illiterate."



    



    └Okay



    



    └I feel betrayed, like I'm just a side dish. How can you not know how good squid is with that body?



    



    └For real, even if you say it's delicious every time during mukbangs, I believed it based on your body shape.



    



    └I was a food novice.



    



    "And do you happen to know the IMF?"



    



    "Of course, I know." I was too young back then, so I don't really remember well.



    



    "The original meaning is the International Monetary Fund, but in our country, it also refers to the foreign exchange crisis that occurred in the Asian region starting in 1997."



    



    "Why all of a sudden?"



    



    "Until just before the foreign exchange crisis, our country's companies recklessly borrowed money and over-invested." We call this octopus management.



    



    "Ah."



    



    "Octopus leg." Octopus, "How can you support someone so shamelessly who has hurt so many people?"



    



    └Crazy octopus legs, lol.



    



    └Dying for side dishes



    



    My father was also unemployed at that time.



    



    └Are you defending octopus-style management right now?



    



    I didn't know it was for side dishes, but that's really cruel.



    



    └Hahaha, always causing trouble whenever there's a chance, haha.



    



    Flustered and unable to continue speaking, Baek Woo-jin attacked once more.



    



    "The family is falling apart." The company is collapsing. The IMF crisis that caused the collapse of the nation. Do you know where the origin of the word "collapse" comes from?



    



    "Surely not."



    



    "That's right." Collapse. It is opened. Octopus, It's all because of the octopus!



    



    └F*ck



    



    └Moon is a genius



    



    └Today, Baek Woo-jin went crazy, lol.



    



    What on earth is this noise? LOL



    



    └와. I just found out. So that's the origin of "the octopus collapses."



    



    It's the verb form.



    



    "You."



    



    "Do you still support the octopus after this?"



    



    No. Why did you get so messed up? It wasn't like this originally. "This is my way, isn't it?"



    



    This dirty slander, extortion, and threats are my way.



    



    Even when I was in the squid's position, I thought I should talk like this.



    



    It's so identical that it gives me chills.



    



    "It's because of you, hyung."



    



    Baek Woo-jin opened his mouth with a determined expression.



    



    "You made me like this."



    



    "……."



    



    "Lastly, I will conclude today's discussion."



    



    Baek Woo-jin displayed an anatomical diagram of a squid on the screen.



    



    "Many of you might not know this, but surprisingly, squids have three hearts."



    



    "What's going on all of a sudden?"



    



    "Just a moment here." Everyone, the top professional football league in England, UK. "Would you believe that there is a South Korean player who has played for a whopping 7 years at Manchester United, the top club in the EPL?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin's voice became stronger.



    



    "Do you remember the person who scored that fantastic goal against Portugal in the 2002 World Cup?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin swallowed his saliva as he looked at the chat window filled with "Hae-beo-ji."



    



    "That's right." Park Ji-sung. Because he joined Manchester United, overseas football broadcasts have become more active in South Korea. The father of overseas football. Father. He had another nickname during his playing days.



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked at me and said.



    



    "Two hearts."



    



    "……."



    



    "Because he ran as if he had two hearts, it was a nickname to praise his incredible activity level and stamina." "The more hearts there are, the better it is."



    



    As I quietly listen, it feels strange.



    



    "Does it mean that squid are exceptional because they have three hearts?"



    



    "That's right."



    



    "So, you're saying that Park Ji-sung, who only has two, is worse than an octopus?" What, do you want to say something like that?



    



    Baek Woo-jin's eyes widened in surprise.



    



    No. That's not it.



    



    It got caught.



    



    What you're saying is just not right! Right now, you're saying that Park Ji-sung, who elevated the status of Korean football, is worse than an octopus!



    



    "No!"



    



    “Wow." I'm really not. Everyone, I don't know this person. All this time, it has been a contractual relationship. Right. It was a contractual relationship. I'm not at all related to what this person is saying, so I'll step out of here. Just blame Mr. Baek Woo-jin. I really am, sir. I respect you, Park Ji-sung.



    



    "Are you crazy?" When did I ever!



    



    “Huh? Huh? Why are you touching me? "Don't touch it."



    



    Baek Woo-jin stood up from his chair and bowed respectfully.



    



    "Everyone, I really never thought like that."



    



    └hahahahahahahahahah



    



    └Explain yourself! Explain yourself!



    



    └You're being a bit much.



    



    └Well, messing with Dad really crossed the line.



    



    I didn't see Baek Woo-jin that way.



    



    └You guys, stop playing around, haha, I'm going to cry, haha.



    



    "I was wrong." There was a misunderstanding, but I really didn't. As a squid, I must say that squids are inferior to humans. "Seriously, no."



    



    "Hee hee hee hee hee."



    



    Everyone knows.



    



    Baek Woo-jin used his usual unreasonable arguments, and no one is unaware that I am being falsely accused again.



    



    The viewers are just playing along with me to tease Baek Woo-jin, but it really makes the atmosphere enjoyable when someone like this comes out to play along.



    



    Thanks to Baek Woo-jin not frowning or ignoring and reacting so exaggeratedly, everyone can laugh.



    



    What an amazing guy.



    



    "Since the squid is saying it themselves, it sounds convincing."



    



    I thought it was time to stop, so I wrapped things up, and Baek Woo-jin glared at me as if he wanted to kill me before sitting down.



    



    He's a guy who's fun to tease.



    



    "But do you know?"



    



    "What?"



    



    "Octopuses also have three hearts."



    



    "......Ugh, seriously."



    



    Baek Woo-jin grabbed me by the collar and shook me.



    



    At first, they were so sharp that I got a bit nervous, but it seems they didn't prepare much for the debate.



    



    So that's why I came on strong from the beginning.



    



    I was already busy, but with 'Baekban Follow' starting, I think I ran out of time.



    



    "Anyway, let's keep going."



    



    Baek Woo-jin hisses and glares at me.



    



    "So far, you've made quite a decent argument, but the fact that octopus is tastier than squid is a fact."



    



    "How does he know that?"



    



    "Of course, there's evidence." Commissioner Baek Woo-jin, have you ever ordered octopus as a side dish at a bar?



    



    "No."



    



    Anuncios



    



    There are only a few among the viewers.



    



    "Since octopus is so expensive, bars usually use Humboldt squid instead." It's commonly called giant squid, but its legs are similar to those of an octopus, so it's used as a substitute.



    



    Still grinning.



    



    He smiled broadly and continued speaking.



    



    So, in other words, squid is a substitute for octopus. It's a downgrade. This is what I mean.



    



    └But honestly, it's true, haha.



    



    Wait, you mean what I was eating wasn't octopus but squid?



    



    └Is it real?



    



    Octopus is more expensive, so we use the cheaper one. This time, the octopus really won.



    



    └The logic for today's side dishes is solid, huh?



    



    "Moreover, there is the most important fact."



    



    I slowly started the engine to drive the nail in.



    



    Baek Woo-jin, pouting and sulking, is sitting there, and now that I know he couldn't prepare thoroughly for today's debate because he was busy, I plan to thoroughly crush him.



    



    I showed the viewers a photo of an octopus.



    



    The fact that the third leg on the right side of an octopus is its reproductive organ. Do you know?



    



    Baek Woo-jin frowned.



    



    Even in the chat window, the question marks keep appearing repeatedly.



    



    The octopus's legs are curled at the ends, but the legs with reproductive organs are straightened out. In other words, it means that an octopus's penis is as long as its legs.



    



    "......What is that?"



    



    "Aren't you envious?"



    



    "What are you talking about?"



    



    "It's big."



    



    "No!" So what the hell does that even mean?



    



    └LOL so crazy LOL



    



    └I'm a bit jealous.



    



    I've never seen an octopus's reproductive organs in my life.



    



    └What does it matter? LOL



    



    Honestly, I'm a bit envious.



    



    Moreover, octopuses use this robust reproductive organ in a very gentlemanly and romantic manner. With this reproductive organ, they detach the sperm pouch and give it to the female octopus.



    



    It sounds like there's a scream coming from the chat window. It seems to be in pain at the mention of removing the testicles.



    



    "If the female likes the male, she stores the sperm pouch and directly fertilizes the eggs before laying them." It's a beautiful process that we both agreed upon.



    



    "What is that?"



    



    "But squid is different." Some male squids cut open the female's body and inject their sperm into the wound. Isn't it really barbaric?



    



    "……No, that's literally just a part." It's not that all squids do that.



    



    "Are you perhaps endorsing such ruthless and violent acts?"



    



    └Baek Woo-jin is trash.



    



    How can you defend something like that?



    



    └That's not how you do it.



    



    └Woojin, you're making a lot of mistakes today.



    



    Just stay still.



    



    "Moreover, octopuses only have eight legs."



    



    "What the heck is that!" How could you! There are 10 squid!



    



    "No." It has 8 legs and 2 of them are tentacles. Octopuses don't have those perverted elements, right?



    



    "What?"



    



    "Are you seriously defending tentacles?" You are confessing that you have such abnormal sexual desires.



    



    Baek Woo-jin covered my mouth.



    



    "What's wrong with you today?" "Really!"

  
    Dipping and eating



    



    After finishing the baekban debate with a victory, I looked for a barley rice restaurant near home.



    



    Putting all sorts of greens in a large bowl and mixing them with stir-fried ssamjang, it tastes like honey.



    



    "It's fine here."



    



    Not getting a response, I looked up and Baek Woo-jin was still pouting.



    



    "Not eating?"



    



    "I don't want to share a meal with a dirty and vile person."



    



    "Right." "Nobody wants to eat with a dirty person."



    



    When I tried to bring the bowl in front of Baek Woo-jin closer to me, he snatched it away in an instant.



    



    Nervously, they mix the seasoned vegetables and stir-fried ssamjang together.



    



    I guess I'm hungry.



    



    "Woojin."



    



    "Why."



    



    "Yesterday, while talking with Ji-chan, we mentioned that it seems like people these days find it hard to prepare meals."



    



    "So?"



    



    "They say it's an environment that's hard to get healthy in." Even if I try to buy food, the prices are expensive.



    



    Baek Woo-jin checked the menu board hanging on the wall.



    



    Just last year, barley rice set meal was only 7,000 won, but now it costs 10,000 won.



    



    This place also serves spicy stir-fried pork, so I don't think it's that expensive, but it's true that the prices for the soup and kimbap have generally gone up.



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    "These days, it's hard to have lunch with just 10,000 won."



    



    So. It's expensive, and honestly, restaurant food isn't that good for your health anyway.



    



    "That's why I buy and eat it." Still, this place isn't bad, right?



    



    "If you look for it, it will be there." I found out that they sell ketogenic lunch boxes too. I'm eating that right now, but Ji-chan said it's bad for my health?



    



    "Then." It can't be good for causing an imbalance in nutrients. "If you're fat like your brother, it might be effective in the short term, but in the long term, problems are inevitable."



    



    As expected, it's Baek Woo-jin.



    



    It seems you know it well without needing me to explain everything in detail.



    



    "When an average person follows a ketogenic diet for weight loss, the oxidation of fat causes severe side effects such as headaches, dehydration, and dizziness." Moreover, since there is a lack of carbohydrates, it leads to nutritional imbalance, and in the end, you can't expect any weight loss benefits.



    



    "So I thought about it, and I was wondering if there might be a good place that sells lunch boxes." The price is reasonable, and the nutrients are well-balanced.



    



    "Ugh."



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded while eating the stir-fried pork.



    



    I think it makes sense, but it doesn't seem to be of much interest.



    



    Convenience store lunch boxes have too few vegetables, don't they? Most of it is processed meat.



    



    "Right?"



    



    "Even the lunchbox companies that exist now hardly provide vegetables."



    



    "What do you want to talk about?"



    



    "I thought it would be a good business idea for someone who has nutritional knowledge, cooks well, has money, and knows how to run a business."



    



    Baek Woo-jin rolled his eyes.



    



    It seems like they are calculating things in their own way.



    



    "Who is that person?"



    



    "Here it is."



    



    Baek Woo-jin blinks.



    



    It seems like they haven't noticed yet.



    



    I pointed at him with my finger, and he frowned and asked back.



    



    "Me?"



    



    “Yes. You know business well, right? We did it a few times before, remember?



    



    "We've done the pop-up store twice already."



    



    "Still, you have experience, so it should be different from me."



    



    "Even though I've learned a bit..."



    



    "Honestly, tell me." Didn't anything come to mind when you heard what I said? "Things that are concerning."



    



    Baek Woo-jin put down his spoon and pondered for a moment.



    



    "Assuming we do." Do you deliver too?



    



    "Wouldn't it be nice?"



    



    "If you use an agency, the fees are no joke." There's also a delivery fee, so it would be hard to set a reasonable price, right?



    



    "Then we can specialize in packaging." There are many companies. "This area is fine too."



    



    If it's Guro Digital Complex, there are many office workers, so it might be nice.



    



    "There are a lot of cheap cafeterias here." "Is there really anyone who would go out of their way to buy and eat a packed lunch?"



    



    "Then..." How's the area near the gym?



    



    "Gym?"



    



    "Someone who wants to take care of their body will look for it, right?" You can just do business with those people.



    



    "Is there really a place with that many people?"



    



    "Why not?" Porter.



    



    Baek Woo-jin opened his eyes wide and nodded vigorously.



    



    As far as I know, the Jimkkun gym has only 500 members.



    



    Even if we secure just 100 people, which is 20% of them, we can sell 100 lunch boxes a day.



    



    "But Ji-chan oppa is doing it?"



    



    "That person is wealthy."



    



    "Eh." What is it?



    



    Baek Woo-jin, looking disappointed, ate barley rice again.



    



    “Why? It's okay."



    



    "If Ji-chan says he'll do it, I'll think about it." "I will never do it before that."



    



    It's a success to recruit someone who has experience in business.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "What?"



    



    At the suggestion of starting a lunchbox business, Cha Ji-chan frowned.



    



    Think about it. How hard is it to create a healthy meal plan for each individual member? "Wouldn't it be better to just say, 'Here, have this today~' and give it to them?"



    



    Listening to it, it seemed like the right thing to say, and Cha Ji-chan's expression relaxed considerably.



    



    "Members also find it easier to buy delicious food at a reasonable price rather than going through the hassle of preparing it themselves." If it also helps with dieting, what more could you ask for?



    



    "......Keep going."



    



    "We talked about it yesterday." It's not an easy task to prepare meals every day. Members said it's nice that if you go to the Gymkun gym, you can buy lunch boxes at a discount. I can exercise and stick to a diet too. You won't spread such rumors, will you? It's different and better than other gyms, right?



    



    "These days, there are a lot of places selling salads inside gyms."



    



    "But what if a top chef made it?"



    



    "Top chef?"



    



    I took out my smartphone and played the Heart Sutra on YouTube.



    



    What is it? "Did you hit Jiseung?"



    



    "If I do it with my brother, Ji-seung will do it too."



    



    "Eh." I again. Haven't we talked about it yet?



    



    Think about it. Jujiseung. For side dishes. Chajichan. Passenger car. Doesn't it sound like a name given for working together?



    



    Cha Ji-chan let out a hollow laugh.



    



    "Fine." Since you're here, why not work out a bit before you go?



    



    "Wrap up the conversation."



    



    "What now?"



    



    "Do you know Woojin opened a pop-up store?"



    



    “Oh. Even Woojin?"



    



    "Sure." I asked Woojin first.



    



    "What did he say?"



    



    "At first, I was worried, but they said it would be fine if it was next to the gym." If we secure regular customers, we can offer lower prices and manage inventory more easily. You can maintain it even without delivery.



    



    Cha Ji-chan crosses his arms and pouts.



    



    When I suggested it, they opposed it, but now that Baek Woo-jin thinks it's okay, their attitude has changed like this.



    



    "Ah." I don't know. If Jiseung hyung says he'll do it, I'll think about it.



    



    It's a success in recruiting a wealthy person.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "Lunchbox?"



    



    Saturday.



    



    After finishing "Making Side Dishes for You," I brought up the lunchbox business to Jujiseung.



    



    "Don't you think it would be good to put Jichan's gym on the first floor?" There are 500 members. Even if we secure only a portion of it, it will be enough for the rotation.



    



    "That's okay, but..."



    



    Joo Ji-seung pondered for a moment and then shook his head.



    



    "Cooking and running a business are completely different."



    



    I nodded with the intention of listening to the story first.



    



    "From getting the groceries to managing sales and inventory, promotions, store management, and so on, it's no ordinary task."



    



    "When all that is resolved?"



    



    "Who will do that?"



    



    "Woojin."



    



    "Can Woojin really do something like that?" No, do you even have time for that?



    



    "He does everything well." I'm doing YouTube, appearing on TV, giving lectures, writing web novels, and doing all sorts of things, so what? "I've done pop-up stores a few times."



    



    "It's different from just trying it out for a moment."



    



    Jujiseung pressed his lips tightly together.



    



    It seems like a habit that comes out when I think deeply.



    



    "First of all, I have to do the cooking, right?"



    



    "Right." I'll learn and help too. "I'll really do it properly."



    



    "Okay." What, If we have one assistant, how would the lunch business go? But I have to broadcast in the evening too, so it's tough.



    



    "Let's just have lunch."



    



    "Hmm."



    



    While Ju Ji-seung was groaning and worrying, PD Choi Mi-kael brought out the car.



    



    "I look fine, don't I?"



    



    "Right?"



    



    “Yes. Right now, we're also struggling with content. If we have a store, won't there be more things we can do?"



    



    At Choi Michael's words, Joo Ji-seung let out a long sigh.



    



    It seems like you're thinking of approaching it carefully since it's not something to decide easily, but in my opinion, Choi Michael's words are a hundred times right.



    



    "Making Side Dishes for You" often records decent view counts, but it was originally created as a series to review due to a lack of content.



    



    In the past, I made a similar dish, but under the pretext of teaching a cooking novice how to make a healthy meal.



    



    The burden of content depletion still remained.



    



    "Ji-chan is giving up his seat?"



    



    "If you do it, they'll do it." "Anyway, it's his building and there are vacant spaces."



    



    There won't be another opportunity this good.



    



    Jujiseung stroked his smooth scalp and let out a puff of breath.



    



    "Okay." But seriously, only someone who has actually done business should handle it. If Woojin says he'll do it, then I'll do it.



    



    I successfully kidnapped the person who is good at cooking.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    -Really? Did Jichan hyung do it?



    



    When Cha Ji-chan announced that he would give up the space, Baek Woo-jin was delighted.



    



    "I told you so."



    



    -Wow. How did you persuade them?



    



    It's hard to create meal plans for the members. It's convenient to just buy a lunch box. The members also said it would be nice if they could eat without having to set the table and could trust the food.



    



    -That's right. Bro, you really think on your feet.



    



    "Sure." So, if we just debate, we'll win.



    



    -Ah. Really.



    



    How is it? You're going to do it, right?



    



    Hmm. Should I?



    



    "Yeah." Anyway, since it's Ji-chan's building, we can save on rent too. There's nothing wrong with doing it, right?"



    



    -That's true.



    



    "Hey, but while talking with Jiseung hyung, I realized that bringing in the ingredients is also important."



    



    -Of course. The ingredients need to be fresh for the taste to be good.



    



    "So, I was wondering if you know anyone."



    



    -How would I know someone like that?



    



    "Don't you have it?"



    



    -Yes, there is.



    



    "Are you there?"



    



    -You're a farming YouTuber, right? I heard you were growing various vegetables in Gyeonggi Province.



    



    "We should do it big." You have to buy the ingredients every day, right?



    



    -eh. How can a person keep doing business with what they farmed themselves? You should get introduced to someone he knows.



    



    "Is it possible?"



    



    -I'll ask. That guy has connections, so he'll probably figure it out.



    



    Okay. Alright.



    



    -So, when are we meeting?



    



    "Are you free next Sunday?"



    



    -Yes. See you then.



    



    As soon as I finished the call, I called Cha Ji-chan.



    



    -Yeah~



    



    "Hyung, Ji-seung hyung hit me."



    



    -Huh? Really?



    



    "I told you so."



    



    -What about that brother's show? If you run a business, you won't have time to broadcast.



    



    "I was already thinking about broadcast content, and they said that if we open the store, there will be a lot more to do, and it would be good, right?"



    



    -That's right. That point is definitely valid. I also opened a gym, so I have a lot to do now.



    



    "Right." That's right. So, if you're okay with it, he said he wants to do it.



    



    -Ah. This really makes me worry.



    



    "Hyung, think about it." It's a good enough deal even if just a chef comes. Anyway, we can use the remaining room. If we tell the members to eat the lunchboxes made by the YouTuber with 700,000 subscribers, wouldn't that also promote the gym?



    



    -That's true. Hmm. Well then, shall we give it a try?



    



    "That's how it should be." Are you free this Sunday?



    



    -Uh. What?



    



    "Then, Jiseung hyung, let's all gather and talk."



    



    -Okay. No, but are you really going to do it?



    



    "Why has the great Chajichan become such a coward?" Hold on to your passion! 어? Like a real man! Uh?”



    



    -Crazy bastard. Got it, dude. Send me the location.



    



    "Okay~"



    



    I hung up the phone and immediately searched for Ju Ji-seung.



    



    -Oh, Chanyong.



    



    "Hyung, Woojin is hitting me."



    



    -Really? No, aren't you busy? If Baekban is regularly scheduled, there won't be any time, right?



    



    "He's totally a workaholic." If there's something fun going on, I always show up first.



    



    -True. It does look that way.



    



    You can tell the personality of someone who can't resist curious things and immediately starts anything interesting, even without spending a long time together.



    



    "Woojin has a wide circle of friends, you know." They said they're asking various people they met while running the pop-up store.



    



    -Getting the stuff is the most important thing.



    



    "Woojin is going to connect you with someone he knows." You're a farming YouTuber, but you have clients?



    



    -Oh, then it's perfect. If you're a YouTuber who shows your face, at least you have some credibility.



    



    "Then let's do it, right?"



    



    -Wow. Is it really okay to roast beans over lightning like this?



    



    "All opportunities come suddenly." Brother.



    



    -Kwahahaha! Sure! Let's do it.



    



    "That's how it should be." So, can we meet together this Sunday?



    



    -Okay. Sure.

  
    Dip and eat



    



    After finishing the call and turning my head, I see Muk-ji staring at me intently.



    



    The gaze is frightening.



    



    "Why, why are you doing this?"



    



    "......Do you happen to know how to become Bill Gates' son-in-law?"



    



    “네? What is that?



    



    "I demand that my son marry the person I have chosen for him." The son refuses.



    



    "That makes sense, doesn't it?"



    



    "But if you say that person is Bill Gates' daughter, people's opinions will change."



    



    "But that's not how you become Bill Gates' son-in-law."



    



    Next, we will meet Bill Gates. And I propose that we arrange a marriage between your daughter and my son. Of course, I'll be rejected.



    



    "That's right."



    



    "But my son is said to be the CEO of the World Bank." Bill Gates accepts after much deliberation.



    



    It's a familiar progression.



    



    "Then, he goes to the World Bank president and asks him to appoint his son as the CEO of the World Bank."



    



    "If you say no, are you going to introduce me as Bill Gates' son-in-law?"



    



    It is summarized so simply, but the essence is to assess each person's needs and fulfill them, so that everyone wins.



    



    It seems like a story that hits the core of business, although there are various constraints when applying it in reality.



    



    "That's right." It was a humorous post that was briefly popular before, but I never thought someone would actually do it.



    



    "Who is it?"



    



    The aged kimchi is staring at me.



    



    "Me?"



    



    "Watching from the side, he looked like a seasoned con artist."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "I thought the slander, threats, extortion, and framing shown on the Baekban Debate were part of the concept."



    



    "No." What do you mean? Even if I slandered and defamed, I didn't threaten or extort.



    



    "I think I'll do it soon."



    



    "……."



    



    "If a fraud record appears, the side dish store will collapse in an instant."



    



    I really seem to be worried, and it's quite embarrassing.



    



    "And I have sent the edited video you mentioned via email." Please review it.



    



    "Ah, let's watch it together." "Please bring a chair."



    



    "Yes."



    



    Yesterday, I told them to cut out the funny parts from the existing broadcast and edit it however they wanted.



    



    I've just started learning, so I'm just practicing; I don't have high expectations.



    



    "Uh……."



    



    Three seconds into playing the video, something strange appeared and then disappeared.



    



    I paused the video and checked, and it was Bonobono.



    



    "PD-nim?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Why did you put this in?"



    



    "It's cute."



    



    "......Right." Cute, right?



    



    I don't even know where to start explaining.



    



    "First of all, you need to be careful when using images." Since there are copyright issues, you must pay the necessary fees.



    



    "Don't worry." If you approve it, I will pay for it out of my own pocket.



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "I will pay out of my own pocket."



    



    As always, it's a confident attitude.



    



    "Do you want to go that far?"



    



    "It's cute."



    



    Um. Hmm. I need a reason. "Is there another clear reason besides being cute?"



    



    I thought they would understand if I said this much, but I got an unexpected response.



    



    "When you play the video, Bonobono will randomly pop up."



    



    Mugunji played her edited video.



    



    "There are some Bonobono episodes that you can't watch if you keep skipping 5 or 10 seconds."



    



    "......So?"



    



    "People who want to see the cute Bonobono will eventually watch the representative's videos without skipping, and securing viewing time for the videos will soon translate into revenue."



    



    "Uh?"



    



    "It's cute."



    



    Muk-ji spoke as if pushing his own will.



    



    Using the Bonobono image is problematic, but the idea of encouraging viewers to watch the video without skipping is fresh.



    



    No, it's actually better.



    



    In fact, most ads on YouTube videos are skipped.



    



    Even though it generates revenue on its own, attention is being drawn to guaranteed earnings based on video watch time as YouTube Premium becomes more popular.



    



    The revenue is distributed based on how much time a premium subscriber watches the video, that is, based on the viewing time.



    



    In fact, watching without skipping ultimately depends on whether the content itself is interesting.



    



    The idea of aged kimchi is merely a supplementary means, but it is worth trying.



    



    "It's okay."



    



    "I thought you would understand."



    



    "Bonobono is not allowed." Let's try applying the same method using a different image.



    



    Mukbang opened his mouth and widened his eyes.



    



    It's the first time I've seen a flustered face.



    



    "Please tell me the reason."



    



    We need to weigh the cost of using the image against its effectiveness. With the size of our company, it would be difficult to use a famous character like Bonobono for commercial purposes.



    



    "You're saying that the cost-benefit analysis doesn't add up."



    



    You understood my words exactly.



    



    "But it's cute."



    



    I think I couldn't do it.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "This is totally a scam, isn't it?"



    



    "I knew it from the beginning."



    



    "Chan-young didn't see it that way."



    



    "……."



    



    Sunday lunch gathered with joyful hearts.



    



    Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin squinted their eyes and glared at me.



    



    While the four of them were gathered and talking, the problem started when Cha Ji-chan interrupted Joo Ji-seung by saying he didn't really know how to do it.



    



    Joo Ji-seung said he decided to do it because Baek Woo-jin, who had experience in running a business, was going to do it, and Baek Woo-jin said it seemed fine because Cha Ji-chan was offering a vacant space. Cha Ji-chan then said he stepped up again because Joo Ji-seung was going to cook.



    



    So all eyes turned towards me.



    



    "Everyone, it seems there is a misunderstanding."



    



    "Misunderstanding, what the hell, a frozen misunderstanding."



    



    "Die."



    



    "Who backstabbed me?" My head hurts.



    



    Cha Ji-chan, Baek Woo-jin, and Joo Ji-seung each take turns speaking, and it's chaotic.



    



    "Think about it." "Actually, didn't all the conditions you hoped for come true?"



    



    "There's an order to things, you know." If Ji-seung hyung said he would do it, then he would do it. When did I ever say I would do it first?



    



    Cha Ji-chan argued.



    



    "Order is important." But there are three of us right now. Who is the furthest away?



    



    "Me."



    



    "Me."



    



    "Me."



    



    The three of them answer at the same time and then look at each other.



    



    "Okay." Since we couldn't decide the order, I stepped in and coordinated our positions, right?



    



    Cha Ji-chan frowned in thought, and Ju Ji-seung tilted his head.



    



    Baek Woo-jin alone puffed up his cheeks and glared at me, then incited Cha Ji-chan and Joo Ji-seung.



    



    "Don't be swayed by what this person says." In an instant, you become a traitor.



    



    "What do you mean?" How is providing good, affordable lunchboxes to people who care about their health considered treason? It's a good deed.



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Joo Ji-seung slowly nodded their heads.



    



    "Then why don't you just do it yourself instead of dragging us into it?"



    



    "It's a good thing." Think about it. If this goes well, our image will improve and we'll have additional income. Gaining experience too. YouTube content is also being created. How wonderful.



    



    Baek Woo-jin frowned and then started rolling his eyes.



    



    "Okay, Jichan hyung has a building." There are vacancies. If you just leave it as it is, it won't make any profit anyway. Isn't it better to open our store and lower the rent a bit rather than leaving it empty?



    



    "That's true."



    



    Cha Ji-chan hesitantly admitted while watching Ju Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "And." As I mentioned before, how do you plan each member's diet? I told you, just provide it! If the gym is really beneficial for the members and does well, isn't that even better?



    



    "Right."



    



    Nods.



    



    "And Ji-seung hyung too." A popular YouTuber, just like my brother, is opening a store. That alone is enough to make it a hot topic. Right?



    



    Um. What.



    



    "But as you know, business requires experience." Isn't this a good opportunity to try dipping it? It will be helpful when you open your store later. You can use the store when making YouTube content. If we just do lunch service, we can use the kitchen however we want in the evening. You said the officetel space was small, right?



    



    "That's right."



    



    Jujiseung nods his head.



    



    "Woojin, you too." "Honestly, tell me."



    



    "What?"



    



    "I don't want to."



    



    "Me?" No?



    



    "Not at all." You said you were going to write about the restaurant in your next novel. You were researching the materials, weren't you?



    



    "……Yeah."



    



    "Novel, huh?" Without any experience. Huh? Is it okay to write like that? "At least if you're going to talk about restaurants, shouldn't you have some experience running one?"



    



    "No, what kind of crazy person does something like that?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin should be like that. Baek Woo-jin, who is obsessed with historical accuracy, should be like that, right? Isn't that right?



    



    Baek Woo-jin stared blankly at me for a moment and then nodded.



    



    While writing the web novel "That Guy," I knew how much trouble and effort he put into historical accuracy, so I predicted he would be interested in running a restaurant, and I was right.



    



    Look. Everyone has their reasons, right? "If we join forces, we can both win, you know?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin exchanged glances for a moment before asking me again.



    



    "What are you doing?"



    



    "Of course." Helping Ji-seung hyung, cooking, bringing in ingredients, promoting, and managing sales and inventory.



    



    The monk asked.



    



    "Is it that hard?" You're doing well these days.



    



    "Exactly." I'm curious about that too. What's the reason you're insisting on doing it?



    



    "I'm too lazy to cook for myself."



    



    "Uh?"



    



    No. I was doing YouTube, working at the company, and going out for broadcasts, so I really couldn't find time to cook.



    



    "Mm."



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan nod their heads.



    



    As diabetes patients, they can fully understand my position.



    



    If you don't manage your diet, it can lead to serious health issues, and in severe cases, it can result in disability or even death—this is diabetes.



    



    For me, it's a matter of survival.



    



    And it's the same for people with diabetes like me.



    



    "It's urgent for me too." There are probably many people who are more desperate. I'm not saying we should do something grand right now.



    



    "So?"



    



    "Let's set a deadline and give it a try." If it goes well, keep going; if not, give up. If you keep doing it, you might come up with different ideas.



    



    I took out the bankbook and placed it in the middle of the table.



    



    "I'm serious."



    



    "What is this?"



    



    100 million. My entire fortune.



    



    Even though I might be far from opening a store, I think I can at least show my determination to start with everything I've got.



    



    "I'm going crazy." Really.



    



    Cha Ji-chan scratched his head vigorously.



    



    Sure. Let's do it. The rent is fine, just give our members a 30% discount. "That's fine."



    



    "Really?"



    



    "Yeah, dude."



    



    "Okay." After hearing what you said, it seems like not doing it is the wrong choice. Let's give it a try.



    



    The chief monk also stepped forward.



    



    Indeed, there's a connection among those with diabetes.



    



    "……So, are you saying that I should call Hyungbu up?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin was surprised to hear that Heungbu runs a farming YouTube channel.



    



    “어? Are you here?



    



    No. If we're going to do it anyway, I thought it would be better to watch it together, so I told you to come. I just got a KakaoTalk message saying they arrived a little while ago.



    



    This cute little guy.



    



    It seems like they were planning to do it from the beginning.

  
    After some discussion, we decided to run the lunchbox business for only one month.



    



    The four of us, including myself, didn’t have much free time, so we had to set a specific time frame.



    



    Even though the goal and conditions were favorable, it was difficult for us to adjust our existing schedules, especially since we all relied on our appearances for work.



    



    It was also hard to get all four of us together at once, so on Mondays, I discussed marketing strategies with Baek Woojin; on Tuesdays, I held menu development meetings with Joo Jiseung; and on Wednesdays, I worked on interior design plans with Cha Jichan.



    



    Meanwhile, I had to keep up with my personal streaming, so I left the content review for the low-carb rice cooker entirely to Muk Eunji.



    



    "Boss, the low-carb rice cooker has arrived."



    



    Muk Eunji showed me the package.



    



    It was initially an item we got as a sponsorship offer, but since I wanted to check its performance, they sent us the product.



    



    "We'll need to cook some rice with it."



    



    It was just around lunchtime.



    



    We could buy some side dishes and eat them with the rice.



    



    "If we use the same type of rice, we can compare how much it raises blood sugar, right?"



    



    "Yes. It’d be best to check your blood sugar before eating, and then compare it at intervals after the meal. Make sure you eat the same side dishes too."



    



    I wanted to perfectly align my pre-meal blood sugar, but it wasn’t that easy.



    



    So, we decided to compare the blood sugar spikes between rice cooked in a regular rice cooker and the rice cooked in the low-carb rice cooker.



    



    "I guess I need to go buy some rice and side dishes."



    



    "Are you doing it right away?"



    



    "Yes. It’s lunchtime now, and Woojin is coming by in the evening, so I won’t have time later."



    



    Muk Eunji nodded.



    



    I headed to the market, thinking about what side dishes to get.



    



    I’d just need to get a small pack of 1 kg rice, and it would be nice if the side dishes came pre-packaged.



    



    I wanted meat as the main side dish, but there were a lot of restrictions on cooking it inside the office.



    



    While considering my options, I arrived at the market and spotted some good ingredients.



    



    "Salmon sashimi looks good."



    



    Come to think of it, I hadn’t eaten fish in a while.



    



    Salmon is not only delicious but also rich in protein, omega-3 fatty acids, and amino acids, which are great for a healthy diet.



    



    It’s incomparable to something like chicken breast.



    



    ***



    



    Back at the office, I was about to open the delivery box when I suddenly had second thoughts.



    



    I initially intended to just test the product, but since I was going to upload a review video anyway, it seemed better to start filming from the unboxing.



    



    I took the low-carb rice cooker, still in its box, into the room and set up the camera.



    



    "Hmm."



    



    "Do you need anything?"



    



    Muk Eunji approached and asked.



    



    "I was planning to film the test right away, but I haven’t written a script. I’m debating whether to just go ahead and film without one."



    



    "I’ve already prepared it."



    



    "What?"



    



    Muk Eunji went to his desk and brought over a folder.



    



    "A sweet as honey man. For our diabetic gentleman’s side dish?"



    



    I looked up after reading the first line.



    



    "Director?"



    



    "The PR line plays on the dual meaning of your voice being sweet and your blood sugar level. It captures your essence well."



    



    He did a good job.



    



    "……."



    



    The script outlined the review flow and organized the key information I needed to cover.



    



    Though it didn’t have all the dialogue written out, it was enough to go straight into filming.



    



    "When did you prepare this?"



    



    "I figured you'd want to start filming right away, so I worked on it while you were out shopping. You’ve been busy these past few days, so I thought you'd need it."



    



    "Ah."



    



    "I wasn’t sure how you wanted to proceed or if the product would be any good, so I just laid out the basics. If you want, I can write out the dialogue too."



    



    "No, this is enough. You’ve prepared the review script well. Thanks."



    



    Muk Eunji nodded and returned to his desk.



    



    Every time I get unexpected help like this, it lifts my mood, even when I’m exhausted.



    



    It’s reassuring.



    



    "……."



    



    Does my voice really sound that good?



    



    I never thought much about it.



    



    I’m starting to see our director in a new light.



    



    I turned on the camera and microphone and began recording the review video.



    



    "A sweet as honey man. For our diabetic gentleman’s side dish."



    



    Saying it out loud made me feel embarrassed.



    



    I’ll have to edit this part out.



    



    "As you all know, I have diabetes, so I usually eat brown rice instead of white rice. But sometimes, I really miss white rice. Then, this company reached out to me with their low-carb rice cooker."



    



    I tapped the delivery box and then opened it.



    



    "The main factor that raises blood sugar is carbohydrates. So, this company claims to have developed a rice cooker that reduces carbs by up to 40%. Let’s see just how well it controls blood sugar. I’ll cook the rice and check my blood sugar after eating."



    



    The design wasn’t the most important aspect, so I briefly mentioned it before opening the rice cooker.



    



    Inside, I found the components.



    



    "Inside, there’s a measuring cup, a power cable, and the low-carb tray. This tray is the key part. It’s said that when the rice cooks, the carbohydrates collect in this tray. Depending on how much accumulates here, your blood sugar will be controlled. Let’s start by washing the rice."



    



    I gathered the camera, rice cooker, and rice, and headed to the sink.



    



    "PD, could you help me with the filming?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    Muk-ji picked up the camera.



    



    After capturing the scene of cleaning the rice cooker, he pointed at me with his finger.



    



    The experimental method is simple. We will compare the process of blood sugar changes by cooking the same rice, in the same amount, in the same way. If the rice made in a low-glycemic rice cooker has lower blood sugar levels than the rice made in a regular rice cooker, it means it's effective, right? Then I'll just scoop one cup of rice and wash it.



    



    I showed the camera a measuring cup full of rice.



    



    After that, I simply put rice and water into the rice cooker, added the sugar tray, and pressed the cooking button.



    



    I set up a camera to capture the entire process until the rice was cooked.



    



    I don't want to get any unnecessary accusations of manipulation, so I'm thinking of speeding up the process of cooking rice in the review video.



    



    I was tired, so I sat down in a chair and closed my eyes for a moment, and then I heard the notification sound that the cooking was complete.



    



    When I opened the rice cooker, there was a lot of starch water collected in the starch tray.



    



    I waited a moment to prevent the camera lens from fogging up and then captured the scene.



    



    As per the instructions, cloudy water has accumulated in the tray. This seems to be a carbohydrate. I was worried that adding too much water would make the rice mushy, but I think this amount is just right.



    



    I handed the camera to Mukunji and lifted the collateral tray with both hands.



    



    Since the internal temperature was high from cooking rice, I had to protect my hands with a tissue and take it out.



    



    The aged kimchi filled the screen with freshly cooked rice.



    



    The rice turned out well. It looks just like any other rice.



    



    I arranged three types of seaweed and namul, placed the salmon sashimi on the table, and put the white rice cooked in a low-sugar rice cooker in the middle.



    



    Considering it's a meal prepared in the office, it's quite impressive.



    



    I placed the camera installed on the tripod directly in front of the desk.



    



    "I'll check my blood sugar before having a meal."



    



    I took out the blood glucose meter.



    



    I drew blood, put it on the test strip, and inserted it into the device, and soon it showed 129.



    



    "My current fasting blood sugar is 129."



    



    To clearly show the numbers, I brought the device in front of the camera and displayed it.



    



    "Then I'll give it a try." It's been such a long time since I've had plain white rice, so I'm really looking forward to it!



    



    I picked up the chopsticks but soon switched to the spoon.



    



    Since it's been a while since I've had white rice, I'm thinking of taking a big scoop with my spoon.



    



    It doesn't look much different from other rice dishes, but I'm curious about what makes it different.



    



    "Wow." Hoo.”



    



    I scooped up a big spoonful of steaming rice and put it in my mouth.



    



    It's hot, and I'm breathing heavily, but it definitely feels different from regular white rice.



    



    I swallowed the rice in my mouth.



    



    "This definitely tastes different." It doesn't feel chewy at all. I wonder if it's because the sugar has been depleted. Originally, if you chew rice thoroughly, it tastes sweet, right? That feeling is there again.



    



    It definitely feels like the sugar has been drained out.



    



    It gives a feeling of being healthier because it lacks the unique sticky texture of white rice.



    



    It's not that all the sugar is completely gone, so there is still some sweetness.



    



    "Oh, this is really delicious."



    



    I never knew white rice could be this delicious.



    



    If I have kimchi stew and fried eggs, I think I could eat five bowls.



    



    No, I could eat that much even without any side dishes.



    



    "White rice definitely tastes good." It might not taste as good as rice cooked in a regular rice cooker, but are you going to eat mixed grains, brown rice, or barley? If you ask me if I want to eat white rice cooked in a low-carb rice cooker, I prefer this one. White rice can't compare.



    



    As I talk, I wonder if I find white rice delicious because I haven't had it in a while, or if it actually tastes good.



    



    "Just a quick question, since I've been on a diet for a long time, I haven't had white rice in a really long time." So it might taste good, so please keep that in mind.



    



    Just when I was thinking it would be nice to have a control group, I spotted some aged kimchi in my field of vision.



    



    "PD-nim."



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Could you taste this rice for me?"



    



    I brought it up out of a fleeting desire, but immediately regretted it.



    



    I made an unreasonable request to her, who is suffering from anorexia.



    



    Mugunji blinked, pondered, and then spoke.



    



    "Understood."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    When I asked in surprise, the aged kimchi's eyes widened.



    



    No. I made a mistake. I know you're sick, PD, but I momentarily forgot. It's okay. Please forget it.



    



    "Weren't you also interested in including other people's experiences?"



    



    Yes. That's true, but...



    



    "It's something I have to do, so you don't need to worry about it."



    



    Mukbang picked up a new pair of chopsticks.



    



    "No." Really. You don't have to do it sincerely. No, I would prefer if you didn't eat it.



    



    Staring at me blankly, they let out a slight laugh as if to say, "What the heck?"



    



    I was staring blankly because I didn't understand the situation, and then I said something unexpected.



    



    "People have told me to eat something, but this is the first time I've heard someone tell me not to eat."



    



    Ah. I hope you enjoyed it. But they say forcing yourself to eat is not good.



    



    It's okay. I don't reflect personal tendencies in my work.



    



    It's not a personal trait; it's an illness.



    



    Since I only knew the name anorexia, I did a bit of research after finding out that Mukji was suffering from an eating disorder.



    



    It was a disease that could never be considered a mere disposition.



    



    Mukbang picked up just a little bit of rice and put it in his mouth.



    



    He chewed slowly, nodded, and then covered his mouth with a tissue. It seems they spat it out because they didn't want to swallow it.



    



    I don't know if it's fortunate or not.



    



    "How is it?"



    



    "That's right."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "It's been a long time since I had it, so I can't really tell the difference."



    



    After thinking it over, he finally speaks up.



    



    "How is it different?"



    



    I couldn't help but burst into laughter.



    



    "I asked because I didn't know!"

  
    Cheating Day Episode 63



    



    Dipping



    



    I also find it hard to objectively judge the taste of the mukbang, but I ended the video by saying that both dishes were delicious.



    



    "Are you satisfied?"



    



    Mugunji asked how the pressure cooker was.



    



    Yes. "Tomorrow, I'll have to compare it with rice cooked in a regular rice cooker, but it's pretty good."



    



    If the blood sugar difference is at least 20 or more, it seems okay to proceed with the advertisement.



    



    "Let's check tomorrow and if the results come out, we'll get in touch." I feel like it would be okay to advertise it.



    



    "If you plan to proceed, there is something that would pique the company's interest."



    



    "Interest?"



    



    "If you use this rice cooker for the lunchbox business you are preparing, we can increase the advertising cost." It's not just the CEO, but also the porters, Eugene, and the Heart Sutra who are involved.



    



    That's right. There was such a method. "Anyway, it's a diet lunch box."



    



    "Please discuss it."



    



    "I will."



    



    I really did a great job of getting to know people.



    



    He casually throws out unexpected ideas, and they all sound plausible.



    



    Yesterday, when I mentioned preparing the lunchbox business, they said they would distribute the article at the right time through the reporters they contacted while working at Hongdangmu Entertainment.



    



    When I asked if it was really possible, they said that while they can't hope for everything to be newsworthy, if it's something that guarantees views, the reporters would be happy.



    



    "Then."



    



    Mugunji returned to his seat and diligently worked on the editing program.



    



    I alternate between reading the book and watching YouTube lectures, and in many ways, it feels reliable.



    



    "Me too."



    



    I captured the entire review process, but if it's an advertisement video, we need some impressive scenes.



    



    After setting up the lights and placing the rice cooker in the center of the desk, I took inserts from various angles.



    



    After that, I prepared for the scheduled dinner debate two hours later.



    



    In last week's debate, Jin Baek Woo-jin chose the topic and stance, and since it's Big Mac vs. Whopper, it's not going to be easy.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "I'm here."



    



    Baek Woo-jin opened the office door and walked in. Looking back, I saw that guy also greeted Muk Eun-ji.



    



    "Sis, have you been well?"



    



    We met for the first time last Thursday, saw each other three times today, and he suddenly calls me "noona."



    



    Given Muk Eun-ji's personality, there's no way she would accept that gracefully.



    



    As expected, I got up from my seat.



    



    "This."



    



    When Baek Woo-jin took out the small Bonobono doll from the paper bag, Mook Eun-ji's eyes widened.



    



    I saw your KakaoTalk profile picture, and it seems like you like Bonobono. Welcome gift for joining the company.



    



    Comfort, you say?



    



    "Is it really okay to accept this?"



    



    "Then." Helping the ruthless boss must be tough, right?



    



    Thank you.



    



    "It must have been really tough." You look exhausted every time I see you. Is Chan-young bothering you?



    



    "The CEO always treats us well." Looking exhausted is because I'm tired.



    



    Looking sick is because you are sick. The reason I look happy is because I am happy. My wife and I have the same wedding anniversary. It's a phrase I've heard a lot before.



    



    "Really?" Why? Where does it hurt? Did you not sleep? "Are you hungry?"



    



    "It's okay."



    



    "Hey, buy something delicious for me." You're working so hard like this.



    



    "Since I get paid enough, it's fine." And I'm one year younger.



    



    Baek Woo-jin turned his back on the aged kimchi and opened his mouth wide towards me.



    



    The pupils trembled, then he covered his mouth with both hands and turned away.



    



    "I'm really sorry." I'm usually so clueless that I call everyone I see "hyung" or "noona" right away. I really didn't know. I'm sorry.



    



    When he thought she was older than him, he spoke casually, but now that he thinks she's younger, he speaks formally.



    



    He's a strange guy.



    



    "It's okay." Today, I feel good.



    



    Mugunji returned to its place and placed the Bonobono doll next to the keyboard.



    



    Baek Woo-jin, while gauging her and my reactions, quietly slipped into my room.



    



    "Why didn't you tell me?"



    



    "What?"



    



    "Director Muk Eun-ji is younger than me."



    



    "You should have asked to know."



    



    "I wanted to get closer, but it got awkward."



    



    "Why are you getting close to the PD?"



    



    "Because he's a good person who helps my brother who is lacking."



    



    "Short?"



    



    Think about it. What on earth is so great about this place that people are leaving big companies to come here? A person rumored to be good at their job.



    



    I was about to argue but then nodded my head.



    



    Now that I think about it, that's true.



    



    "Do well before the PD runs away." I heard he was a workaholic, but he looked so tired.



    



    There are other reasons, but since it's a personal matter, I didn't bother to mention it.



    



    "I'm saying this because I'm really thinking about you, bro." If you harass your employees, it will come back to you later. It's all karma.



    



    "Don't worry, it's not like that."



    



    "That's enough."



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded and sat down in the chair.



    



    "Our hardworking PD made a good suggestion." I'm currently talking to a low-carb rice cooker company about an advertisement.



    



    "Oh~"



    



    Baek Woo-jin waved his hands and was delighted.



    



    "But we put rice in our lunchboxes." They were asking if it would be good to sell rice made in that company's rice cooker.



    



    "Uploading just one video isn't enough." When setting the advertising budget, we can charge a bit more.



    



    "Right." Moreover, you're also borrowing the names of Ji-seung and Ji-chan.



    



    "Can we get a little something too?"



    



    "I'm going to do that."



    



    "Then it would be totally great." But seriously, your blood sugar isn't going up?



    



    It seemed like that. Today, when I cooked my own meal, my blood sugar didn't rise as much as usual. Tomorrow, I'll compare it with regular rice and proceed.



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded with his lips pursed.



    



    It's an expression of not being bad.



    



    "That would be good if you do it that way." Ah, I'm so nervous.



    



    "Baekban-ttara?"



    



    Today at 8:45 PM, the first episode of 'Baekban Ttara' will air.



    



    It comes on for a short 15 minutes after the news and before the drama.



    



    It can be considered prime time, but since it's a new approach being tried by WTV, no one can predict its success.



    



    Okay. We need to get some reactions today to keep up the energy for this shoot.



    



    "Right." Well, it'll probably work out.



    



    "Don't forget to promote it after today's discussion."



    



    "I'll finish early and tell everyone to turn on the TV."



    



    "No." It's right to do it until 8:45 and then switch to TV. Because there are people who are either lazy or forgetful.



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    "Okay."



    



    It's not just anyone saying it, but Baek Woo-jin, so I trust it.



    



    I guess I'll have to make today's broadcast longer than usual.



    



    "Hey, but what did you prepare for today?"



    



    "If you tell me that, you'll just be trying to trick me again."



    



    "Hey, when did I ever say that?"



    



    "You're hilarious!" Yes. Do you like tentacles? What if you weren't really my brother?



    



    "If it were my younger sibling, I would have given in." Like you do to me.



    



    "Do you know?"



    



    "Sure." Then."



    



    Baek Woo-jin puffed out his chest and straightened his shoulders.



    



    I feel it every time, but he's an easy one to handle.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "Everyone, don't forget to watch WTV at 8:45."



    



    After finishing the Baekban Debate, I immediately switched to WTV.



    



    Eww. I'm nervous.



    



    Baek Woo-jin shuddered.



    



    "You've been on TV a lot."



    



    "It's different every time." I water. Do you want some too, bro?



    



    "Yeah."



    



    Baek Woo-jin brought the water and slapped my arm.



    



    "Bro, I told you to take good care of the PD, right?"



    



    "Uh?"



    



    You're still here, aren't you? "This is all a violation of labor laws, and it won't be good for you later, you know?"



    



    "I know." I've told you several times, but your stubbornness is just so strong. If this company goes under, he'll be unemployed too, so he says not to worry about it.



    



    "Are you really saying that?"



    



    Yes. So starting next week, I've decided to come in the afternoon. There isn't much to take care of in the morning.



    



    Baek Woo-jin glanced outside once and lowered his voice.



    



    I'm worried about you, and I'm worried about the PD too. You both look really tired.



    



    That point worries me too.



    



    The pickled cabbage doesn't know how serious its illness is.



    



    You need to be aware for them to help you find a hospital or give you time off, but since you say you're fine, all they can do is worry.



    



    "Ah, it's starting."



    



    Baekban Ttara has started.



    



    I think of the Jang Kalguksu and Jjamppong bread I had in Gangneung, but I strongly feel that a professional's touch was evident in many ways.



    



    Wow. They're editing this like this.



    



    "Exactly." The subtitles are also well done.



    



    The half-day footage is perfectly integrated within 15 minutes.



    



    Delete the unnecessary parts boldly, and extract only the elements that can pique interest; it couldn't be cleaner than this.



    



    I've done quite a bit of editing, but I still think broadcasting stations are different.



    



    "It's okay." Right.



    



    Uh. It's fun, isn't it?



    



    My impression after watching the first episode is very positive.



    



    Even though we filmed the program ourselves, it feels fun, so I'm sure it will definitely appeal to others as well.



    



    I once again confirmed that Producer Park Sang-cheol is recognized in the broadcasting industry for a good reason.



    



    "Shall we see the reaction?"



    



    I searched for Baekban Ttara while browsing internet communities.



    



    At this point, I expected there would definitely be a reaction and wanted to check the viewers' opinions.



    



    There are fewer posts than I expected.



    



    [Isn't kalguksu in Gangneung only 3000 won?] [+1] [Jjamppong bread is unique] [Why is the kid who came out with Baek Woo-jin so annoying? lol] [+3]



    At least the posts that are up don't even get many comments.



    



    I, too, was so flustered that I couldn't say anything for a while and just wandered through various sites.



    



    "Isn't it almost never mentioned except on our bulletin board?"



    



    After a long while, Baek Woo-jin spoke up.



    



    "Right." "Did it not go well?"



    



    "Should I ask the PD?"



    



    Ah. No.



    



    If I ask PD Park Sang-cheol, I would get a definite answer, but I'm afraid of finding out unnecessary facts since there has been no reaction like this.



    



    "Was it always like this at first?"



    



    I asked because I was curious about how many programs do well from the very first episode, but Baek Woo-jin's expression isn't good.



    



    "Since it's Sangcheol's new work, they promoted it a lot."



    



    "I'm going crazy."



    



    A sigh escapes involuntarily.



    



    "Eh." Let's go eat something.



    



    When your heart feels restless, delicious food is the best.



    



    As I stood up, my phone and Baek Woo-jin's phone rang at the same time.



    



    I was startled and checked, and it was a message from PD Park Sang-cheol.



    



    Ah. What should I do? Check it? "Really?"



    



    "Are you never going to see me again?" Open it.



    



    "Why don't you open it?"



    



    "Hyung, look."



    



    "I can't see." I can't see you.



    



    I can't see it either. What should I do?



    



    Baek Woo-jin and the other person were bickering about checking first when the door opened.



    



    Mukji came in and took my phone.



    



    "......What did they say?"



    



    "It's about doing well in the next shoot."



    



    "Ah."



    



    As expected, it seems the grades weren't good.



    



    It was conveyed as a way of saying, "Let's do better next time."



    



    "And since the first episode's ratings were good, they said they would give us a generous filming allowance next time."



    



    "Yes?"

  
    Pearl



    



    "How did you find out so quickly?"



    



    "I don't know." It's their livelihood, so what can't they do?



    



    Baek Woo-jin liked it, shrugging his shoulders and wiggling his hips.



    



    Mugunji looked at Baek Woo-jin, chuckled, and handed the phone to me.



    



    When I checked the message sent by PD Park Sang-cheol, it was written exactly as Muk-ji had conveyed.



    



    "Perhaps they won't know the exact viewership ratings."



    



    Mugunji started the conversation.



    



    It seems like you know something.



    



    The TV ratings in our country are determined through sample surveys. It is a method of obtaining consent from each household to install the survey equipment and then aggregating the data at the designated time. As far as I know, Nielsen Korea is at 2 AM.



    



    It's still a long way until 2 AM.



    



    "Then how do you know?"



    



    "Recently, what is considered as important as viewership ratings by broadcasting stations is buzz." We check how much related content is being posted on SNS, portal sites, and communities.



    



    As I turned my head, Baek Woo-jin happened to look at me too.



    



    Our post hadn't gone up, and we were at a loss.



    



    I checked how many times the related keywords were searched from 8:45. The search volume for various keywords such as Gangneung restaurants, Gangneung kalguksu, jang kalguksu, and jjambbong bread has surged, and we can infer that this led to high viewership ratings.



    



    "Ah."



    



    I forgot because the Naver real-time search rankings disappeared.



    



    The way to check keyword search volume hadn't disappeared.



    



    If you use Naver Data Lab or Naver Search Ads, you can find out as much as you want.



    



    There must be another way that I don't know about.



    



    "We weren't the ones appealing to them; it was the food."



    



    Baek Woo-jin was looking at his smartphone and then showed it to me.



    



    Indeed, when searching for "Baek Woo-jin," "Woo-jini," "banchan store," and "banchan," not much came up, but when searching for "Gangneung," "Jang Kalguksu," and "Jjamppong Bread," a lot more results appeared.



    



    If you look at the time slot, it was probably watched by older people. It is more natural for you to be interested in places to travel and food to eat with your family rather than just the two of you.



    



    I can't help but laugh.



    



    I couldn't help but express the joy I felt after such a long time.



    



    When I raised both hands, Baek Woo-jin followed suit, and we spun around the office with the aged kimchi in the center.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    I headed to the WTV headquarters at 6 AM on Monday.



    



    I was hungry, sleepy, and my whole body ached, but I felt good.



    



    As the second episode of "Baekban Ttara," featuring Jeonju, aired, people began to mention not only travel destinations and restaurants but also me and Baek Woo-jin.



    



    The ratings for the first and second episodes were 9.1% and 9.2%, respectively, benefiting greatly from the prime time slot between news and drama.



    



    If they had scheduled it for an hour, we wouldn't have gotten such a good time slot.



    



    Park Sang-cheol PD's idea to create and utilize short videos with a YouTube concept has hit the mark perfectly.



    



    Next week, it's also going to be uploaded on YouTube, so I'm looking forward to seeing how many views it will get.



    



    Hello.



    



    When I arrived in front of the broadcasting station, PD Park Sang-cheol and the production team had already finished setting up.



    



    They must be tired from working early in the morning, but both they and I have bright expressions.



    



    "Here, eat this."



    



    I took out the kimbap from my bag and offered it to PD Park Sang-cheol.



    



    "What is this?"



    



    "You haven't even had a meal since morning." Eat this, at least. Both the writer and the director. Ah, would you like one more? It's okay. I bought a lot.



    



    It's all about making a living, so we shouldn't go hungry.



    



    I also came out early in the morning and was about to eat a line because I was hungry, but PD Park Sang-cheol blocked me.



    



    "Wait a moment."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "Mr. Chanyong, please don't eat."



    



    "......Yes?"



    



    "Since you should eat a lot of delicious food today." When you're hungry, the food will look great in the picture too.



    



    "No." PD-nim, I haven't eaten anything since 6 PM yesterday. They say they've been starving for 12 hours.



    



    "That's nice." We will eat this.



    



    "I will eat well."



    



    Thank you.



    



    Before I could even say anything in rebuttal, the production team greeted me first. While I stuffed my mouth full with the kimbap I bought.



    



    "……I bought this."



    



    They don't even listen to me and eat among themselves.



    



    Wrap the tuna mixed with mayonnaise in perilla leaves. They deliciously eat tuna kimbap made with seaweed and rice, along with eggs, carrots, and pickled radish.



    



    "Good morning!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin has arrived.



    



    Uh? Is that gimbap? Aren't you going to eat, hyung?



    



    As Baek Woo-jin asked me and reached for the tuna kimbap, Park Sang-cheol blocked him.



    



    "No." No.



    



    Why? I'm hungry too.



    



    "Endure it today because you need to eat a lot." This is something Mr. Chanyong bought for us to eat.



    



    "Hyung, what about me?" Don't I have one?



    



    I don't have anything of my own..."



    



    As he blankly stared at the tuna kimbap, PD Park Sang-cheol wiped around his mouth.



    



    "Let's get started.



    



    I was just as dumbfounded as Baek Woo-jin, and while we were both silent, PD Park Sang-cheol started the broadcast on his own.



    



    "Baekban Follow has finally been officially scheduled." How did people around you react?



    



    "They took my kimbap."



    



    "They wouldn't even let me eat kimbap."



    



    He glared at Baek Woo-jin and PD Park Sang-cheol and said.



    



    "Oh dear." It's a big deal. Then, let me tell you about the next travel destination. Do you two happen to like naengmyeon?



    



    "I like gimbap."



    



    "Tuna kimbap."



    



    "I thought you would like it."



    



    "Wait a minute!" What kind of conversation is this! Give me gimbap! 김밥! I'm hungry!



    



    When PD Park Sang-cheol continued to ignore us, Baek Woo-jin exploded.



    



    "Okay, okay." "Today, we're going to eat a lot of delicious food, so please bear with it a little."



    



    "How much is it?"



    



    "Talking about naengmyeon, are we talking about Pyongyang naengmyeon?"



    



    "You're going to Pyongyang?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin's eyes widened.



    



    "Not Pyongyang." It's not even Hamheung. There's another place famous for cold noodles.



    



    "Pearl!"



    



    I shouted at the same time as Baek Woo-jin.



    



    While preparing for the Baekban Debate episode 'Mul Naengmyeon vs Bibim Naengmyeon,' I studied quite hard about naengmyeon, and when it comes to naengmyeon, Pyongyang, Hamhung, and Jinju are famous.



    



    "You know it well." Today's travel destination is Jinju.



    



    If it's Jinju, there are quite a few places I want to visit.



    



    Chajichan suggested doing a nationwide trek in June and tempted me with famous restaurants from all over the country.



    



    Among them, there were quite a few great restaurants in Jinju.



    



    "Wait a moment."



    



    For a moment, an unwanted thought came to mind.



    



    "You're not seriously telling me to go all the way to Jinju without eating anything, are you?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin's mouth dropped open when he heard what I said.



    



    "Can't be."



    



    That's right. It's okay to sleep on the way. I'll be there in a moment.



    



    "It's been over 3 hours!" Even if I take the KTX at 8:22, it's still noon!



    



    Baek Woo-jin shouted angrily.



    



    I completely understand your feelings, but I just don't get why you memorize the KTX schedule.



    



    No, it's just amazing how you know.



    



    "Then, I will provide the budget today." "Today, since we're going far and it's a special occasion, I've put in extra."



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol took out a paper bag.



    



    Until just a moment ago, Baek Woo-jin was bouncing around, but now he's calm enough to be considered hefty.



    



    As soon as I received the envelope and opened it, I heard a child's voice.



    



    It's a thousand-won bill.



    



    "Hyung Sangcheol!" Are you really going to come out like this? How much is this?



    



    "It's a whopping 200,000 won."



    



    The word "muryo" strangely irritates me.



    



    "Why have you been like this since last time?" The KTX to Jinju is 57,200 won one way with an internet special price! We don't even have enough money for a round trip for two!



    



    Baek Woo-jin is stamping his feet and throwing a tantrum.



    



    The kimbap incident and all, we really need to form a union at this point.



    



    "You are very greedy."



    



    Producer Park Sang-cheol retorted in a spiteful manner.



    



    "But I anticipated you would say that, so I prepared something separately."



    



    "What is it?"



    



    "Vehicles will be provided to commemorate the regular schedule." The tank is full, so you can just drive.



    



    "You're covering the toll fee too, right?"



    



    "Hi-pass is installed."



    



    Since there are no transportation costs, it's definitely a good deal.



    



    "Where is the car?"



    



    "Right over there."



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol turned his head.



    



    As I shifted my gaze, the red Casper came zooming in.



    



    "Cute."



    



    Baek Woo-jin was inspecting the exterior of the car, so I opened the passenger door.



    



    "Hyung, why are you just going in there?" "Let's play rock-paper-scissors."



    



    "I can't drive."



    



    "Uh?"



    



    I can't.



    



    No. Really?



    



    "Yeah."



    



    Baek Woo-jin stared at me for a while with his mouth open and then suggested to PD Park Sang-cheol.



    



    Bro, we don't need a car. Let's take the train. Just give me 100,000 won more. Okay?



    



    "No."



    



    Please. Okay?



    



    "It won't do."



    



    Why does everyone just torment me? It doesn't have to be like this.



    



    "We need to leave now to arrive around lunchtime."



    



    "How long does it take by car?"



    



    We took a little less than 5 hours when we went.



    



    "You're telling me to starve until then!" I'm going to expose this. "I'll expose the workplace harassment!"



    



    "You'll like it, right?"



    



    You shouldn't do that, bro! We have to fight together! Get down right now! "Get off!"



    



    "I have no complaints." Please drive safely.



    



    "Ah, seriously!"



    



    I was already notified that vehicle support would be provided once it was officially scheduled, and I even got rental car insurance last week.



    



    They're doing that to stretch out the content, even though they know.



    



    I also went along with it, but that guy Woojin has really improved his acting.



    



    If I had known this would happen, I would have brought a sleep mask. It's a shame.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "Get up."



    



    "Ugh."



    



    "Wake up." Pig.



    



    When I took off the sleep mask the author lent me, my eyes were blinded.



    



    When I came to my senses, Baek Woo-jin was glaring at me with fierce eyes.



    



    "Did you arrive already?"



    



    "How can you not wake up even once?" How much more will you keep going? "Didn't even look at the GPS once."



    



    It looks like you're really angry.



    



    "I stayed up all night editing." Wow. I'm tired. Where are you?



    



    "Where else would it be?" Pearl.



    



    "Go straight to the restaurant." I'm hungry.



    



    Looking at his expression, it seems like he might attack at any moment.



    



    It seems like it's best to stop teasing around this point.



    



    "When it's time to go up, I'll handle it."



    



    "Uh?"



    



    "When we go up, I'll take care of it."



    



    "They said you can't drive."



    



    "I was tired, that's why."



    



    "What?"



    



    "If I had grabbed the steering wheel earlier, we would both be in heaven right now." You worked hard. Thank you so much!



    



    I hugged Baek Woo-jin and patted his back, and he bit my shoulder.

  
    Pearl



    



    "What are you doing?!"



    



    I shook off Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "I'm hungry, that's why!" 왜!”



    



    "This."



    



    We were tugging at the clothes, but surprisingly, the strength is weak.



    



    When I shook it with a bit of force, Baek Woo-jin moved like a dancing balloon puppet.



    



    It's a bit interesting.



    



    "Stop it!"



    



    "Can't you just do a little more?"



    



    "I'm dizzy." I really feel like I'm going to die.



    



    I put down Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "You should exercise a bit."



    



    "That sound again." I told you, it's all because Ji-chan hyung gaslit me.



    



    "No." If you keep that up, you'll be just like me when you reach my age.



    



    I said it out of concern, but you act like you didn't hear it.



    



    I really can't take it anymore. Let's eat something quickly. 어? "Hurry."



    



    "Ji-chan hyung introduced me to a few places."



    



    I searched for "Jinju" in the message window I had with Cha Ji-chan.



    



    Cha Ji-chan recommended restaurant C, famous for its yukhoe bibimbap, restaurant H, specializing in Jinju cold noodles, restaurant Y, known for its eel dishes, and interestingly, restaurant O, which serves Spanish cuisine.



    



    I checked the clock, and it's 12:08.



    



    "I want to eat yukhoe bibimbap."



    



    "They say there are a lot of people here at this time."



    



    "Then naengmyeon."



    



    "Let's go."



    



    When I searched for H Restaurant on the navigation, several locations came up. Even within Jinju, they have opened a branch like this, so it must really be a popular restaurant.



    



    "Is it the main branch?"



    



    Even if it's a direct management store, there are people who think you should always go to the main branch for the best food, so I asked.



    



    "I prefer being close."



    



    You must be really hungry.



    



    I was also starving, so I headed to the nearest Choksokru branch.



    



    Wow. Big.”



    



    I didn't realize it from the outside, but as soon as I walked in, I was surprised by the size of the store.



    



    Even though there are branches, being able to operate such a large store means that there are many people who visit.



    



    I'm already looking forward to it.



    



    We occupied two seats, one side for the production team and the other for me and Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "I'm mul-naengmyeon."



    



    Baek Woo-jin spoke urgently.



    



    "Me too, mul-naengmyeon."



    



    "They say bibim is better."



    



    I supported bibim naengmyeon during the first Baekban debate.



    



    "Watercress is tastier."



    



    "Ridiculous."



    



    "Should we order some meat pancakes?"



    



    "Not meat pancakes, ribs." Let's eat galbi.



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked at the menu and said.



    



    I knew that the grilled meat would be served on top of the cold noodles, and having spent the most hungry 18 hours of my life, I didn't think much about the budget.



    



    First, we need to fill our stomachs before we can think about anything else.



    



    "Please give us two bowls of mul-naengmyeon and two servings of grilled beef short ribs."



    



    "This side."



    



    "Are you going to order separately?"



    



    He said while looking at PD Park Sang-cheol.



    



    I was planning to question their conscience if they asked me to buy food for them, but it seems they aren't that shameless.



    



    "I think I can have lunch twice today."



    



    One can't help but nod at Baek Woo-jin's feeble voice.



    



    I didn't know this because I've never gone this long without eating, but it seems that my hands tremble when I'm hungry.



    



    "Look at me." I'm so hungry that my hands are shaking. I feel like I'm breaking out in a cold sweat.



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked at me with a blank expression and then widened his eyes.



    



    "Hey, do you have a blood glucose meter?"



    



    Yes. Why?



    



    "Look at the ashes." It seems like symptoms of hypoglycemia.



    



    "Me?"



    



    "Hurry."



    



    Come to think of it, I heard what symptoms appear when hypoglycemia occurs when I first went to the hospital.



    



    Since it was similar, I hurriedly checked my blood sugar and it came out to be 57.



    



    "Uh?"



    



    This is the first reading I've seen since being diagnosed with diabetes. The number 57 is so unfamiliar that I didn't even know it was possible.



    



    That's a relief. I thought the standard for hypoglycemia was 50.



    



    Baek Woo-jin said with relief.



    



    "But it's a really low figure." The normal range is between 60 and 120.



    



    Wow. I thought I was acting like this because I was hungry. If it weren't for you, it would have been a big problem.



    



    "Eat it all." 어? You can eat sweets now. No, you have to eat.



    



    "......Really?"



    



    If I had a dream, it would be to have hypoglycemia symptoms come and eat all the food I couldn't eat until now.



    



    Unlike the fake hypoglycemia I experienced last time, my blood sugar is actually low now, so I'm planning to eat to my heart's content today.



    



    Is it because of low blood sugar?



    



    Or perhaps it was because I was increasingly anxious to finally indulge the appetite I had been suppressing all this time, and finally, the food arrived before me.



    



    The employee is filling the table, and it's driving me crazy.



    



    I can't keep my mouth shut.



    



    "What kind of naengmyeon place serves side dishes like this?"



    



    "Exactly."



    



    The side dishes were so plentiful that you would believe it was a full-course meal.



    



    Buckwheat jelly with seasoned vegetables, kimchi, jeon, and salad.



    



    Above all, the blood soup is exquisite.



    



    Wow. Try the soup. "This is really amazing."



    



    "Hee hee."



    



    Baek Woo-jin was almost crying as he picked up the side dishes to eat.



    



    "Naengmyeon is served."



    



    There isn't even enough space to put down the cold noodles.



    



    The pearl cold noodles precariously placed at the end of the table looked abundant and refreshing just by looking at them.



    



    On the clear broth, slices of meat and egg crepes are generously piled up.



    



    Red, yellow, and even green colors are all together, making it look delicious just by appearance.



    



    "I will eat well."



    



    Before mixing the noodles, I first gulped down the broth.



    



    The cool sensation traveling down the esophagus and the savory taste lingering in the mouth make the long journey to Jinju feel worthwhile.



    



    "It looks like they're really making meat broth here."



    



    Baek Woo-jin is also impressed.



    



    As far as I know, cold noodle restaurants usually add sweeteners to the commercially available broth, but if the broth is this clear and flavorful, even if they use sweeteners, it must definitely be meat broth.



    



    The flavor is that rich.



    



    "Mm."



    



    This time, I put in a lot of noodles.



    



    I used to really dislike the chewy texture of the buckwheat noodles, but the noodles here are excellent.



    



    It doesn't taste tough, but it has a wonderful buckwheat aroma, and I'm really satisfied.



    



    "It's hot."



    



    The moment the staff member introduced the beef short ribs, I fell in love.



    



    The copper-toned skin, so lushly ripe, and the yellow wrap skirt tied around the waist are so violently striking.



    



    It is healthier and more vibrant than any beef short ribs I've ever encountered.



    



    I dashed across the brightly shining white pebbles, drawn by the laughter of the brown-skinned ribs, and brought the chopsticks to my mouth.



    



    "Mm."



    



    "It's delicious!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin closed his eyes and shuddered.



    



    I cut the pineapple into small pieces and ate it with ribs and onions, and my mouth went wild.



    



    The sweet juice of the pineapple begins to dance as it meets the juices of the beef ribs.



    



    The combination of meat, fruit, and onions, with the changing texture with each bite, is also a work of art.



    



    Baek Woo-jin is dancing the samba while sitting.



    



    "This place is really delicious." Right.



    



    "Exactly." Wow. "Is it okay if I eat more here?"



    



    "If you use ribs like this, it seems like they really make the broth with the meat." I'll bring the meat. Brother, Brother, Are you listening?



    



    Pretending to nod, he slurped up the noodles.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    I wanted to eat another bowl of naengmyeon, but there are just too many good restaurants in Jinju.



    



    Unlike in Gangneung and Gyeongju, the budget was ample, so I put down my chopsticks with the intention of visiting other places.



    



    "It's 58,500 won."



    



    The moment I start calculating, I realize I've made a mistake.



    



    Now that I'm full, I'm starting to worry about the budget, but I really indulged by spending 58,500 won on a single meal.



    



    "Still, I have 200,000 won today."



    



    "Because it's there~"



    



    Even if there are places left to go, there is enough money in hand to resolve it.



    



    "Then how about we take a walk to help with digestion and head to the C cafeteria after lunch time?"



    



    "Agreed." I want to go, but...



    



    "Where?"



    



    "Jinju Fortress."



    



    "Where is that place?"



    



    "Do you know the story of Nongae?" It happened there.



    



    "Ah."



    



    It is the story of a hero who embraced an enemy general and jumped into the Nam River during the Imjin War.



    



    "I thought I could use it in a novel later, so I wanted to check it out."



    



    "Okay." Let's go.



    



    Anyway, the producers hardly decide anything for the show.



    



    Wherever I go, I can eat whatever I want, so there's no pressure.



    



    "Are we close?"



    



    Yes. Very close. It's only a few minutes on foot.



    



    "Then let's walk." I don't know how the parking lot will be.



    



    Slowly, I moved my feet, feeling the spring breeze of the Nam River.



    



    As Baek Woo-jin said, after walking a bit, Nongae Road appeared, and the castle began to come into view straight ahead.



    



    As soon as you go up the slope, pay the entrance fee, and step inside, Choksukru is right there.



    



    In front of Rue, the shoes that people had taken off were neatly arranged.



    



    Baek Woo-jin and I also took off our shoes and climbed up Choksokru, and the open view and cool breeze naturally lifted our spirits.



    



    "Wow."



    



    "Good."



    



    Spring has fully arrived, and although it felt a bit hot after coming south, here a cool breeze is blowing.



    



    The cameraman, perhaps captivated by the scenery, captured the Namgang River on camera, while PD Park Sang-cheol and the writer went down to Chokseokru.



    



    Since Baek Woo-jin also showed interest, I followed him down, and then Jinju Uiam appeared.



    



    This place seems to be where Nongae defeated the enemy general.



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked around and wrote something, then fully enjoyed the breeze of the Namgang River before moving on to slowly inspect the interior of Jinju Fortress.



    



    After about 1 hour and 30 minutes of sightseeing, I saw Y Restaurant across the back gate.



    



    It is a three-story building with a tiled roof, making it a structure that harmonizes well with Jinju Fortress.



    



    "Uh."



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Hey, Ji-chan recommended it." They say eel is delicious.



    



    "Eel?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin's eyes sparkled.



    



    "Shall we eat?"



    



    "This route is just too perfect." "Of course, you have to eat."



    



    "Right?"



    



    I walked enough to digest my food.



    



    In the first place, naengmyeon wouldn't fill me up, so I opened the door to Y Restaurant without hesitation.



    



    The interior is quite clean.



    



    I hung up the lanterns, and it seems like they match the atmosphere since there's a lantern festival at Jinju Fortress.



    



    "Let's see."



    



    There are sea eels and freshwater eels. Which one is tastier?



    



    "Freshwater is tastier." Look, it's more expensive.



    



    Grilled sea eel is 24,000 won per serving, and grilled freshwater eel is 32,000 won per serving.



    



    Um. Then should we order two servings of freshwater?



    



    "How about one freshwater and one saltwater?"



    



    "Okay."



    



    "Boss, please give us one freshwater and one seawater."



    



    After placing the order, I examined the interior of the restaurant more closely. The introduction stating that they have been in business since 1972 is impressive.



    



    I heard that restaurant C, famous for its yukhoe bibimbap, has been around for over 100 years, and it seems that Jinju has many establishments with long-standing traditions.



    



    How long has it been since I had naengmyeon, and I'm already hungry again?

  
    Pearl



    



    The staff set the table.



    



    Perilla leaves, lettuce, and other leafy greens, along with japchae, salad, namul, and sundubu, were neatly arranged in the bowl.



    



    "Are you feeling better now?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin worriedly asked if the hypoglycemic symptoms had improved.



    



    “oh". It seems fine to me.



    



    Right before eating naengmyeon, my body was really trembling and I felt a bit dizzy, but after the meal, I felt much better.



    



    That's why the doctor seems to have always told me to carry around sugar that absorbs quickly like juice.



    



    "Eel is served."



    



    This place grills eels and serves them, and their appearance is anything but ordinary.



    



    "Your visuals are no joke."



    



    Baek Woo-jin was also impressed.



    



    I ordered one marinated grilled chicken and one soy sauce grilled chicken, and the soy sauce grilled chicken looks especially delicious.



    



    "I will eat well."



    



    To fully savor the flavor, I picked up a piece of eel and ate it without any other vegetables.



    



    I thought it would be salty because of the soy sauce seasoning, but it's actually quite mild.



    



    "It's delicious..."



    



    The mild seasoning, no matter how it was prepared, paired perfectly with the surprisingly tender texture.



    



    "Isn't eel a bit too much?" "This is really soft."



    



    "Right?"



    



    Eel can be quite greasy and rich if you eat a lot of it.



    



    The soy sauce grilled dish at this place is not greasy.



    



    I keep wanting to eat more.



    



    "The seasoning is delicious, but it was really well grilled."



    



    "They say they'll grill the pearls."



    



    I informed Baek Woo-jin about what I heard from Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "Really?" You usually grill it yourself, right?



    



    "They say it's like that in Jinju."



    



    "How did you know?"



    



    "Ji-chan told me." "There's a person here."



    



    “Ah." So you knew the good restaurants well, huh?



    



    Eel recommended this Y restaurant and the S restaurant in Sangbong-dong, but I thought it would be better to go to a closer place, so I came here.



    



    Since this place is delicious too, I thought it would be worth looking forward to and layered the perilla leaves and lettuce.



    



    I put a piece of marinated grilled meat and added pickled onions and garlic, then took a bite.



    



    Not only is the soy sauce grilled dish not too salty, but the marinated grilled dish isn't either.



    



    It's not spicy, so you can enjoy the mildness and the taste of eel without any burden.



    



    "The seasoning is also delicious."



    



    "I was worried it might be spicy."



    



    "Exactly." I don't understand why everyone likes spicy food so much.



    



    "That's right." If you want something spicy, just eat capsaicin. Why bother mixing it with expensive food?



    



    Right. Right.



    



    As we chatted about various little things while eating, we quickly finished both.



    



    When I looked at Baek Woo-jin, it seemed like he was thinking the same thing.



    



    "Don't you want to eat more?"



    



    “Yes." Hyung too?



    



    I nodded, but I couldn't help thinking about the price.



    



    If we place an additional order here, it might become difficult to go to another place.



    



    Since there are still two destinations left, it might be best to wrap things up around here.



    



    "We need to eat our yukhoe bibimbap and Spanish food too."



    



    "......Hmm."



    



    With delicious food in front of you, choosing an unverified restaurant is no easy task.



    



    "Let's get up." You tasted it, right?



    



    "Just one?"



    



    "……No." There's no way just one more is possible.



    



    "There's no guarantee that the place Ji-chan told us about is better than here."



    



    "Woojin." The pig starts with a challenge. "No matter how delicious a place is, you need the courage to seek out another place tomorrow to truly become a pig."



    



    "I don't want to become a pig."



    



    He poked Baek Woo-jin's stomach.



    



    Judging by how the flesh has shrunk, it must be a high-quality body that has been very well-fed.



    



    "Looking at the fat and tender meat, it's already a great pig."



    



    "Jin."



    



    "I'm Beyota." "Purebred Iberico raised on acorns."



    



    "Fuhaha!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin laughed heartily.



    



    Seeing him understand my high-level humor, this guy is just an old man through and through.



    



    "Ah, but I'm really disappointed."



    



    "Right."



    



    I, too, and Baek Woo-jin fell silent for a moment before looking up.



    



    "Should I eat just one more?"



    



    "Just one?"



    



    "Really just one." I can't take it anymore.



    



    "Freshwater?"



    



    "Soy sauce?"



    



    Sigh. I thought the seasoning was delicious too.



    



    "What should I do?"



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    I finished the payment and went outside.



    



    The receipt shows 96,000 won.



    



    "......Did we eat this much?"



    



    Staring blankly at the receipt, Baek Woo-jin cautiously asked.



    



    "58,500 won for 96,000 won." It was 200,000 won... 45,500 won.



    



    "Did you really spend 150,000 won on just two meals?"



    



    "Hyung suggested we eat naengmyeon, that's why!"



    



    "You like it too, right?" "Just one more eel, you said."



    



    "Noodles aren't eels!"



    



    "That's true."



    



    What should I do? Can we go to both places?



    



    I searched for a yukhoe bibimbap specialty restaurant and a Spanish restaurant to check the menu.



    



    "Going all the way is impossible."



    



    "Where are you going?"



    



    It's definitely a concern.



    



    "C Restaurant has been around for over 100 years." When it comes to Jinju's best restaurants, this one is always the first to be mentioned.



    



    I'm curious about Spanish food. "I've never tried it before."



    



    "Me too."



    



    Whether to choose the yukhoe bibimbap that has held its ground for over 100 years or the Spanish food that I've never tried before, it's not an easy decision.



    



    "Are there many Spanish restaurants in Seoul too?"



    



    I asked Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "There are a lot of places that make yukhoe bibimbap, right?"



    



    "I've never heard of a yukhoe bibimbap restaurant that has been in business for over 100 years."



    



    "That's true."



    



    "……But since Ji-chan recommended it, I'm curious."



    



    Right? My point exactly. That guy knows his way around good restaurants.



    



    The person who told me about M Restaurant in Yeouido was also Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "Ah, I don't know." Go to a nearby place.



    



    "If it's nearby, it's Restaurant C." But are you okay with the food?



    



    Yes. You can eat more.



    



    He also has an abundance of talent to have an excellent physique.



    



    As I kept going down, I came to a main road.



    



    As I followed the directions I searched for on my smartphone, I ended up at the market.



    



    This place, where two-story buildings are connected on both sides, seems to be Jinju Central Lantern Market.



    



    "It's a market."



    



    "Just keep going straight like this."



    



    "Neat."



    



    According to Baek Woo-jin's impression, it is quite clean. There are no items on the floor, and all the goods are displayed on the stall. The signboards also give a sense of uniformity and tidiness.



    



    "Uh."



    



    On one side of the place selling jokbal, there's a dish I've never seen before.



    



    It's something mixed with red seasoning.



    



    Hello, boss. What is this?



    



    "Shell."



    



    I guess they eat pig skin like this here.



    



    It seems like they are cut into long pieces, mixed with red seasoning, and then cooked.



    



    "Chewy and delicious."



    



    It looks delicious. Is it very spicy?



    



    "Not spicy at all." 어때. "Should I give you some?"



    



    "Eh." You said it wasn't spicy, but isn't it super spicy?



    



    "Hehe." Try eating it. Sure, Here.



    



    The boss picked up a piece of the shell with a toothpick and handed it to me.



    



    I quickly took a bite, and as expected, it's incredibly spicy.



    



    “Ha." Huhhh.



    



    "Hehehe."



    



    "It's really spicy, boss."



    



    "How can a young person not be able to eat that?"



    



    The boss, smiling broadly, gave me a glass of water.



    



    "Well, but what." Did you come out for the shoot?



    



    The boss looked around at the production team and asked.



    



    Yes. WTV is airing it, so please make sure to watch.



    



    "Ah, then take this with you." Our jokbal is the best in Jinju.



    



    "Eh." How do you get it for free? But is Jinju also famous for its jokbal?



    



    "Oh, then!"



    



    "Isn't naengmyeon more famous?"



    



    "Oh, when it comes to Jinju, it's jokbal."



    



    "Eh." "It's so spicy, how can I eat this?"



    



    The shell is spicy. Pork hock isn't spicy at all.



    



    "You said it was spicy earlier."



    



    "Ah." I was going to sell it.



    



    "Hahaha!"



    



    The jokbal restaurant owner was so charming that I couldn't help but laugh.



    



    "Then sell a lot."



    



    After laughing for a long time, when I start walking, Baek Woo-jin stares at me intently.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Why are you so sociable?"



    



    "What?"



    



    "Weren't you someone who was really shy around strangers?"



    



    "The elderly are fine."



    



    "Why?"



    



    "I don't know." If they're similar to me or younger, it's a bit hard to deal with them. You do that to the PD too, don't you?



    



    Baek Woo-jin blinked and then nodded his head.



    



    Wow. Doughnut."



    



    As I pass by the market, all kinds of food catch my eye.



    



    It was hard to just pass by the shop selling glutinous rice donuts, red bean buns, and twisted doughnuts sprinkled with sugar, so I picked one up in each hand.



    



    I barely managed to resist the sundae and tteokbokki sold at the market.



    



    "I prefer market tteokbokki over franchise tteokbokki."



    



    "Me too." What's different?



    



    "First of all, it's not that spicy."



    



    "There's something deep about the flavor." "Is it because it was boiled for a long time?"



    



    "It tastes like dust."



    



    "That makes sense."



    



    As we were discussing why market tteokbokki is so delicious, we arrived in front of Restaurant C around 4 PM.



    



    It wasn't lunchtime or dinnertime, but the place was quite crowded inside.



    



    I wanted to sit at the dining table, but there was no empty spot, so I settled at the low table.



    



    "How would you like it?"



    



    "Two of our yukhoe bibimbap, please."



    



    Since one yukhoe bibimbap costs 10,000 won, if you order two, you'll have 24,500 won left.



    



    I want to try the 30,000 won yukhoe, but I'll have to put it off for next time.



    



    "Please give me the grilled bulgogi."



    



    "Yes."



    



    I placed my order and looked around the store.



    



    I felt it from the exterior, but it definitely gives off the vibe of an old establishment.



    



    The area where the food is served has walls made of red bricks, and the outdoor tables have paint peeling off in places.



    



    "They say this table was made from the leftover wood from building the house."



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked at the sign hanging inside the store and said.



    



    "So, that's over 100 years old?"



    



    "It's a huge success."



    



    While looking around the store and chatting, Baek Woo-jin slightly frowned.



    



    "Hyung."



    



    "Uh?"



    



    "I'm full."



    



    "What?"



    



    What should I do? I don't think I can eat it.



    



    "You said you could eat more earlier."



    



    "I think it's because I ate a donut."



    



    "Then I must have been full before that." 에휴. You're too late to become a pig.



    



    "Are you saying it like it absolutely has to work out?"



    



    Tsk tsk tsk. Your mouth is so small, how can you ever become a big pig?



    



    "But seriously, what should I do?"



    



    I don't know. If you leave a comment, you should leave a nasty one.



    



    "What?"



    



    "Your meal is ready."



    



    While they were bickering, the staff member brought out the food.



    



    "I think I can eat it."



    



    As the yukhoe bibimbap and grilled bulgogi were placed in front of him, Baek Woo-jin made a commendable remark.



    



    If you leave food like this, you'll be punished.

  
    First advertisement



    



    You should use chopsticks. Otherwise, the rice grains will clump together.



    



    As they mixed the raw meat bibimbap with a spoon, Baek Woo-jin insisted that chopsticks should be used.



    



    "That's a valid point." But is mixing it with chopsticks faster? "Will the spoon be fast?"



    



    "Spoon?"



    



    Right. This is also related to table manners. When eating with someone else. Especially when there's communal food in the middle like this, you should eat your share as quickly as possible.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "That's how I can focus on the bulgogi."



    



    Baek Woo-jin slightly parted his lips and looked on in disbelief.



    



    "What is that?"



    



    "This is why you seem distant."



    



    I clicked my tongue.



    



    Think about it. The owner of this bulgogi is someone who eats quickly. It's a competition."



    



    "We can just split it in half."



    



    "Because you talk like that, you still don't weigh 100 kg." This is a half-cooked pig.



    



    "……Huh?"



    



    Chinese restaurant sweet and sour pork. Cold noodle restaurant dumplings. Shabu-shabu restaurant beef. Fast food restaurant fries. And here, all the grilled bulgogi is food that you have to compete for and win through fierce strategy and superior physical strength.



    



    Baek Woo-jin blinks.



    



    "Here, our pigs go through an implicit agreement."



    



    "What?"



    



    "Don't eat only the communal food." If there weren't this rule, everyone would rush for sweet and sour pork, dumplings, French fries, and bulgogi first.



    



    "I don't understand, but go ahead and keep talking."



    



    "However, only those who have finished their own food are granted the right to eat from the communal food." It's a legal meal.



    



    "Can't you just eat moderately?"



    



    "Have you been listening to what I've been saying so far?" This is a competition. It's a fight. "We must fight fiercely and score at least one more point."



    



    "I don't know about that."



    



    "This is very basic etiquette." The three main principles of table manners in our country.



    



    "What are the other two?"



    



    "Ask whether they prefer dipping or pouring before eating sweet and sour pork." "The one who gets the meat should be the one to cook it."



    



    Baek Woo-jin rolled his eyes and then opened his mouth.



    



    "……What if we go Dutch?"



    



    "Then we should divide the roles." The person who didn't grill the meat is the one refilling the side dishes.



    



    "Unless it's self-service?"



    



    You have to wrap it and feed it to me.



    



    "Sam?"



    



    By wrapping the meat for the person grilling it, I express my gratitude for your hard work. Try the meat you grilled and see how delicious it is. That's what I mean.



    



    "Even if it's just between men?"



    



    "Even if it's just between men."



    



    "Isn't that a bit too much?"



    



    "Hey, someone fell into the water." We need to do CPR right now, are you not going to give breaths just because we're both guys?



    



    "The situation is different."



    



    "What's so different about it?" What's the difference between not being able to breathe and not being able to eat meat?



    



    Baek Woo-jin blinked and then looked at PD Park Sang-cheol and said.



    



    "Hyung, you're acting weird."



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol let out a hollow laugh, seemingly in disbelief.



    



    "Anyway, two spoonfuls of bibimbap and one bite of bulgogi." That's as far as it goes. The only time you can eat bulgogi continuously is when you've finished all the bibimbap.



    



    "Got it."



    



    While Baek Woo-jin was fiddling with his chopsticks, I took a big bite of the finished bibimbap.



    



    "Uh?"



    



    The first impression of bibimbap, which contains seasonal vegetables, pumpkin, seaweed flakes, raw beef, and gochujang, was softness.



    



    The seasoned vegetables are still crisp and retain their texture.



    



    There was a lot of gochujang, so I hesitated for a moment, but it tastes more deep than spicy.



    



    Above all, it enhances the umami flavor without being overly salty.



    



    While visiting various famous restaurants, I've noticed that most of the well-known places have just the right seasoning, making them easy to eat and allowing you to enjoy their subtle flavors.



    



    Most restaurants serve salty and spicy food, claiming that's how they make a profit, but the places I frequented never served overly salty or spicy dishes.



    



    Foods with strong seasoning are hard to enjoy.



    



    Isn't it because such easy-to-eat food is often found that it has been loved as a restaurant for a long time?



    



    Thinking such thoughts, I took a spoonful of the blood soup that had come out together.



    



    As expected, it has a comforting taste.



    



    "Look at this." I told you my thinking is right.



    



    "What?"



    



    "Most popular restaurants sell food that isn't too salty and is easy on the stomach."



    



    Since we've tasted the main dish and soup, it's now time to check the side dishes.



    



    I was curious about the taste of the ssukbakji, so I picked it up first, and it's incredibly salty.



    



    "……."



    



    Why? "Is it delicious?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin ate the pickled radish and stared at me blankly.



    



    "Aren't the popular restaurants not salty?"



    



    "Since the main dish is bland, there should be something salty like this." "Don't you know that?"



    



    "Really?"



    



    "Sure." Where is this place? It's a pearl. A city in the south. In hot regions, you sweat a lot, so it's important to consume salt. So, even salty side dishes like this are important.



    



    Oh. "Seems somewhat plausible."



    



    I spoke off the top of my head, but fortunately, it seems they understood.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Driving from Jinju to Seoul, the clock pointed to midnight.



    



    The production team greeted Baek Woo-jin, took a taxi, and arrived home, but as soon as they opened the front door, they just lay down.



    



    "This doesn't seem right."



    



    It was a day filled with delicious food after a long time, making my heart and stomach happy, but I couldn't ignore the physical fatigue.



    



    I don't even have the energy to get up and take off my clothes right now.



    



    "I also have a video to upload tomorrow."



    



    It's absolutely not in a state to be edited.



    



    Until now, I've managed to handle everything on my own, but as the workload increases, it's becoming more and more overwhelming.



    



    Now I am convinced that I won't be able to handle it.



    



    "Let's outsource it."



    



    Mugunji is studying really hard, but we need someone to upload the video right away.



    



    I can't handle this crazy schedule of uploading 5 videos a week as it is.



    



    YouTube revenue is also on the rise.



    



    Thanks to PD Park Sang-cheol's efforts, the appearance fee has also increased, albeit slightly.



    



    Since we decided to share the burden of the 100 million won we had set aside for the lunchbox business, we now have some financial leeway.



    



    If you're going to lose your health, it's better to spend money.



    



    Tomorrow, I will consult with a certified labor attorney to create a freelance contract, and I will ask Mukji to post a job advertisement for an editor.



    



    "Just sleep for now."



    



    I just washed my face and feet and collapsed onto the bed.



    



    When I close my eyes, the food I ate today flickers before my eyes.



    



    Jinju cold noodles lived up to their name, and Jinju eel was so excellent that I couldn't understand why I hadn't known about it until now.



    



    The Yukhoe Bibimbap restaurant, which has been around for over 100 years, made me think that next time, I must properly try the yukhoe and sundae soup.



    



    Did I convey this feeling properly?



    



    Before I even start to worry, my consciousness fades away.



    



    "……."



    



    Boo-woo- boo-woo-



    



    As soon as I fell asleep, my phone rang.



    



    It's really rude for someone to contact me at this late hour.



    



    Even though I lifted the blanket and covered my ears, the vibrations wouldn't stop.



    



    Ah. Who is it?



    



    Waving my hand to check the phone screen, it was 10:30 AM.



    



    It's the time I set the alarm for.



    



    "That's ridiculous."



    



    I just fell asleep.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    The day after returning from the shoot in Jinju.



    



    I went to work on Tuesday afternoon.



    



    It's a relief that we agreed to start working in the afternoon from this week, but my whole body aches as if I've been beaten up.



    



    It seems like I'm really tired, even though I didn't do any strength training.



    



    "CEO."



    



    When I arrived in front of the office, the aged kimchi was waiting for me.



    



    I didn't give the key because I thought I might go to work early, and I'm glad I did.



    



    Hello. When did you arrive?



    



    "I arrived 5 minutes ago."



    



    Very good. Next time, please try to arrive 5 minutes late.



    



    Mugunji furrowed his eyebrows but eventually agreed.



    



    "You look more tired than that."



    



    "PD-nim too."



    



    Two people, who are no different from patients, enter the office, and it is just like a hospital except for the absence of the doctor.



    



    "For the time being, I'm planning to outsource the editing."



    



    "You must do so."



    



    Mukbang immediately agreed.



    



    Since I'm studying, you might feel a bit neglected, but I understand our situation well.



    



    I'm going to consult with a labor attorney today and make a freelance contract. PD, please write the job posting.



    



    "I'll do both." "Please focus only on the video that will be uploaded today."



    



    "Are you okay?"



    



    "I was in the middle of something." "Would you be available for a meeting with Cookook tomorrow?"



    



    It's a rice cooker company.



    



    We had decided to finalize the advertising contract that had been conducted only over the phone by meeting in person tomorrow.



    



    When I mentioned the lunchbox business proposal that Mukunji had suggested, Cookook also showed great interest.



    



    The person I was in contact with has been promoted from deputy to team leader.



    



    Since I have a higher position, I think I can decide everything in tomorrow's meeting.



    



    "Of course." I need to make a lot of money right now.



    



    "That's right." However, if you lose your health, money is of no use at all.



    



    I was left speechless by Mukkunji's words.



    



    "Why are you doing this?"



    



    "Doesn't this apply to you too?"



    



    "I am healthy."



    



    "……."



    



    There are many parts I want to point out, like the sunken cheeks, the gaunt arms, and the dark circles around the eyes, but I can't mention them carelessly.



    



    "I respect you, PD-nim."



    



    Out of the blue, Mukji slightly furrowed his eyebrows.



    



    "Really." The sense of responsibility to get things done no matter what. The fact that you approach everything with a sense of style is also true.



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    "So you don't have to work harder." You're still amazing. "I'm serious."



    



    Eating disorder.



    



    It is said that among those suffering from anorexia, many also have obsessive-compulsive disorder.



    



    Since there's nothing to eat, the activity level inevitably decreases, but it is said that most anorexia patients become even more serious about weight loss by focusing on exercise or work.



    



    The biggest problem is that they consider not eating food to be right and thus deny themselves.



    



    I heard that such asceticism is similar to perfectionism, obsessive-compulsive disorder, and compulsive behavior.



    



    After finding out that Mookji has an eating disorder, I gradually started learning about anorexia and observing her.



    



    The fact that he handles his work perfectly and is strict with himself matched everything I read in the book.



    



    I'm not a doctor, and I'm certainly not someone who can meddle in her private life.



    



    However, I want to let Mukji know how wonderful and great I am.



    



    I hope that the obsession of endlessly pushing myself can be alleviated, even just a little.



    



    "I tend to be diligent."



    



    "……."



    



    "If you're done with what you have to say, let's start drafting the contract."



    



    Maybe this is an unnecessary intrusion.
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    After barely managing to meet the video upload deadline.



    



    I discussed how to proceed with tomorrow's advertisement with Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin through Discord.



    



    After finishing the personal broadcast and returning home, morning arrived before I even realized when I had fallen asleep.



    



    I really want to sleep a bit more, but I have a meeting with the low-carb rice cooker company Cookook at lunch today, and in the evening, it's "How long are you going to sulk?" I have to broadcast.



    



    There's no time to edit except now.



    



    Since I established the principle of "work at the office, rest at home" after setting up the office, I made a rough preparation and headed out.



    



    Thanks to the available seat on the bus, I was able to catch a quick nap.



    



    I opened the office door and immediately turned on the computer.



    



    You need to finish by 11 o'clock to have time to review the prepared documents once again before the meeting starts.



    



    I gulped down the iced Americano I bought at the café on the first floor of the building and started working.



    



    By the time I finished drinking the coffee and even the water I rinsed the cup with, the video was complete.



    



    I looked at the clock, and it was 11:13.



    



    I plan to take a short break and then review the advertising process and negotiation goals.



    



    As I sank into the chair, I heard the office door open.



    



    I wondered who it was, so I got up, and there was the aged kimchi.



    



    "Uh?"



    



    "How do you do?"



    



    "Why did you come so early?"



    



    "I came a bit early because I have one last thing to check before the meeting."



    



    "Please speak." You didn't even have the key, so what were you planning to do?



    



    "I was going to do it on the first floor, but the cafe staff said the CEO had just left, so I came up."



    



    "Ah."



    



    Since he couldn't come to work in the morning, it seems he was working on the first floor and then came up.



    



    Strangely, our work hours matched perfectly, and I found it fascinating, but now I see that he was following me up from the first floor.



    



    He's really a terrible workaholic.



    



    "PD-nim."



    



    "Yes."



    



    "I think you know what I'm thinking right now."



    



    "That's right." Now please hand over the keys. It's uncomfortable.



    



    "Okay."



    



    I almost carelessly handed over the key, thinking it was so obvious.



    



    No. That's not it. I told you not to come to work in the morning.



    



    "If it's because of the overtime pay, you don't need to worry."



    



    "You should be worried."



    



    Today, I will definitely say it for sure.



    



    "It's money that should naturally be given." It's mandated by law.



    



    "To be precise, since it is a business with fewer than five employees, Article 56 of the Labor Standards Act does not apply even if they work more than 52 hours a week without additional pay."



    



    "I told you, didn't I?" The law, after all, is still thinking of us like a large corporation.



    



    "……."



    



    There was a moment of silence.



    



    It feels like the things we need to say to each other have changed, but anyway, the important thing is different.



    



    "But I don't have any money right now." So, absolutely, absolutely do not even think about working extra hours.



    



    "I'm fine."



    



    "I'm not okay." I have no intention whatsoever of bringing in someone as capable as you and asking them to do unreasonable tasks. The PD is a goose.



    



    The pupil of the aged kimchi wavered.



    



    I've never seen that expression before.



    



    "Do you know the story of the goose that laid the golden eggs?" It's a story about a foolish person who cut open the goose out of greed, even though it would have laid golden eggs every day if raised healthily. I don't want to become that kind of person.



    



    "I."



    



    "So, PD-nim coming in early and working long hours is turning me into a bad, stupid, and cruel person."



    



    "……."



    



    "We need to keep this company running healthily for a long time." "This is not for our company."



    



    The aged kimchi is staring at me intently.



    



    It seemed like he was pondering how to refute it, but then he opened his mouth.



    



    "Understood."



    



    Mugunji bowed his head and greeted, then walked towards the direction of the elevator.



    



    "Where are you going?"



    



    "I'm planning to kill time until 12 o'clock."



    



    "Where?"



    



    "There is a café."



    



    I wanted to ask what they were eating at the cafe, but it seemed like a pointless question, so I just stared blankly, and Muk-ji answered for me.



    



    "It's a place that handles bottled water, so I frequently use it."



    



    "Oh my."



    



    I thought, who would buy something like bottled water instead of a Java Chip Frappuccino or a Dolce Latte, and then I realized that person was right here.



    



    "It's a waste of money."



    



    Mugunji blinked a few times and then, for the first time, voiced her complaint.



    



    "Please clearly tell me what you would like me to do."



    



    "First, please have a seat over here." If you are thirsty, pour yourself some water from the refrigerator. After that, sit in front of the computer and at least watch some YouTube. In a very comfortable position."



    



    Mugunji sat in front of his desk and turned on YouTube.



    



    It's a side dish store.



    



    "This is my channel, isn't it?"



    



    Mugunji slowly turned his head and spoke in a cold tone.



    



    "I want to rest, so please don't disturb me."



    



    "This is work, though..."



    



    Mugunji squinted his eyes and looked at me, making me feel awkward.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    When I said I wanted to take a break, the boss scratched his head and then went into his office.



    



    I let out a small sigh and checked the video view count trend.



    



    There are differences in view counts for each piece of content, but overall, they are steadily increasing.



    



    Even last year, the side dish store, which had an average view count of only 10,000 to 20,000, grew into a major channel with an average view count exceeding 300,000 in just four months.



    



    In particular, they are reaping the benefits of the show "Baekban Follow" airing with PD Park Sang-cheol and Baek Woo-jin.



    



    Over the past week, the view count has increased significantly.



    



    The subscription retention rate is also good, so if this trend continues, we might be able to expect 1 million subscribers.



    



    Consistently growing and securing 1 million subscribers.



    



    There are also cases where growth accelerates and achievements are made at a certain point.



    



    That's the case with side dish shops.



    



    Around last December and January, there were some comments questioning whether he was trying to ride on the coattails of Cha Ji-chan, Baek Woo-jin, and Joo Ji-seung, but they were only up for a short while.



    



    Through various channels, he showed what kind of person he is and dispelled the controversy.



    



    In this situation, there are only two things to be wary of.



    



    One is the representative's past actions, slip-ups, and criminal behavior, and the other is fatigue.



    



    Currently, the side dish store uploads five videos a week.



    



    It is true that the consistent upload schedule has led to rapid growth, but it is also a schedule that cannot be managed by a single editor.



    



    Moreover, since it is the person who is hosting the broadcast, the accumulated fatigue over the past few months must be considerable.



    



    So far, I've managed to hold on because I still have some stamina left, but I don't even know when my stamina and mental strength will break down.



    



    If this continues, at some point, burnout will come, and all the content being produced at the side dish store will come to a halt.



    



    Looking at the CEO's usual behavior, I'm more concerned about this aspect than their words and actions.



    



    Since we must absolutely prevent such a situation, I am trying to take on the role in any way possible, but the CEO is overlooking that point.



    



    I quietly stood up and looked over the glass wall at the CEO. The weary face reviewing the documents and the coffee cups placed near the desk provide reassurance.



    



    Tomorrow or the day after tomorrow, it wouldn't be strange if I collapsed.



    



    If it were up to me, I would like to handle today's meeting alone.



    



    Because of their strangely logical arguments that seem like sophistry and their stubborn nature, it is not easy to persuade them.



    



    "We need to keep this company running healthily for a long time." This is not for the benefit of our company.



    



    Saying that we should operate healthily for a long time, yet not taking care of oneself, who is the most important.



    



    He's really a frustrating person.



    



    "……our company."



    



    While I was momentarily lost in thought, the CEO stretched and our eyes met.



    



    "Why are you doing that?"



    



    The CEO opened the door and asked.



    



    "Drugs are illegal, and I've never tried anything like hypnosis." I was at a loss because I didn't even have the technique to strike the back of the neck.



    



    "What are you talking about?"



    



    "I was thinking about how to put the CEO to sleep."



    



    Eyes widen.



    



    "It's a joke."



    



    Ah. Haha. I was surprised. If you say it with that expression, it doesn't sound like a joke.



    



    "I've been caught."



    



    Maybe the joke went too far, as the CEO looked around and quietly went into the room and closed the door.



    



    They hold onto the handle tightly and watch me warily.



    



    Is this company yours? If you're going to give orders, just give them without all the talking.



    



    Before leaving the company, I remember what the team leader said.



    



    At the time, I thought it was an unreasonable thing to say, but after leaving the company, I kept mulling it over.



    



    Maybe the team leader is right. When you think about it, I'm not the representative of the radishes, so the same thought started to creep up.



    



    I couldn't ignore the fact that the company was heading in the wrong direction, and as a result, I had to leave my first job, the place I had been loyal to for five years.



    



    Was I wrong?



    



    Did I have to do as I was told?



    



    That worry continues even now.



    



    "CEO."



    



    "Wait a moment." "Don't come closer, just say it from there."



    



    "Our company."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "……You said that our company should operate healthily for a long time."



    



    When I grab the handle, it is firmly secured and won't open.



    



    "Why are you holding on?"



    



    "Because the PD is acting strange!" What are you trying to do?



    



    "It's for our company."



    



    "What is that!"



    



    It seems like they were startled by the joke I made earlier.



    



    "It's a joke." I won't harm you, so relax. I have something to tell you.



    



    "What do you mean by a joke?"



    



    I cannot knock you down with my own strength.



    



    What does it mean to "put someone to sleep"? What do you mean by that?



    



    "It literally means to put someone to sleep."



    



    The CEO's face was oddly contorted. While glancing at the desk, it seems like they're looking for their phone, watching me out of the corner of their eye.



    



    "Even if you talk over there, I can hear everything." "If you have something to say, just say it."



    



    I let go of the handle.



    



    "If the CEO collapses, all the work at the side dish store comes to a halt." The tasks of writing scripts, finding materials, managing the channel, communicating with external parties on behalf of the CEO, studying editing, and handling miscellaneous tasks necessary for company operations are all to help the CEO conduct broadcasts smoothly.



    



    "......Right?"



    



    "So, if you want to run the company healthily and for a long time, please leave today's meeting to me and go home to rest." "I will report after the meeting."



    



    "That."



    



    "Please leave it to me."



    



    The CEO let go of the handle.



    



    "Thank you for your concern, but I still have to do the afternoon broadcast today anyway."



    



    You need to rest today. You worked all week last week, and you hardly got any sleep on Sunday and yesterday, didn't you?



    



    The CEO let out a deep sigh.



    



    "This isn't as easy as it seems." You know that when the broadcast schedule is off, viewers drop out, right?



    



    "Do you really have to go on air?"



    



    "There's no one else who can do it besides me."



    



    "……."



    



    I have to do it. Even for a moment."



    



    Is it the responsibility of shouldering a company?



    



    It seems like talking any more won't be of any use.



    



    "It's about time." I'll go wash my face and come back.



    



    I checked the clock, and it was 10 minutes to 12.



    



    In order to minimize your fatigue as much as possible, I requested a visit from Cookook, but such a temporary measure is insufficient.



    



    "CEO."



    



    "Ahhh."



    



    I grabbed a towel and reached out, and the CEO waved his arm and covered his face.



    



    It's a bit interesting.



    



    Ah, a towel. Thank you.



    



    If I study reactions like this regularly, wouldn't it be possible to create interesting situations on the show?



    



    It looks that way.
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    After washing my face and returning, the people who had just come out of the Kukku restaurant opened the office door.



    



    One person looks to be in their mid-40s, and the other seems to be around my age.



    



    The assistant manager, Kim Yong-woo, who I first contacted, seems like a young person.



    



    "How did you come here?"



    



    The aged kimchi stepped forward to greet the visitors.



    



    Hello. I am Park Seok-ho, the head of the marketing team at CookCook. I visited Mr. Banchan from the side dish store regarding the advertising contract.



    



    Mugunji slightly bowed his head and greeted.



    



    "I am Muk Eun-ji, the PD of the side dish store." Nice to meet you.



    



    With a delighted heart, I opened the door and stepped out.



    



    Park Seok-ho, who had made eye contact with Kim Yong-woo and was about to greet him, was interrupted by Muk-ji.



    



    "I will inform the CEO." "Please sit down and wait for a moment."



    



    I naturally tried to greet and approach, but the situation became awkward.



    



    Mugunji turned around to look at me and casually informed me that Kukku had visited.



    



    "CEO, Mr. Park Seok-ho and Mr. Kim Yong-woo from Cookook have visited."



    



    “아. Thank you.



    



    I awkwardly smiled and approached the two people.



    



    Hello.



    



    Park Seok-ho, like Muk-jin did, slightly bowed his head and greeted.



    



    "Nice to meet you for the first time, CEO." I am Park Seok-ho, the head of the marketing team at CookCook.



    



    When Park Seokho took out his business card and handed it to me, Kim Yongwoo also acted in unison.



    



    We could have greeted each other comfortably.



    



    It's a bit embarrassing to be called the representative in a company with just two people, but I think I understand why Muk-ji went through the trouble of introducing and reporting me as the representative.



    



    The word Park Seokho uses to refer to me has changed from "Mr. Side Dish" to "CEO."



    



    Mukeunji made it clear that, regardless of how small the company was, he was indeed the representative of an organization, and Park Seokho understood that intention.



    



    As expected, reliable.



    



    Thank you for coming such a long way. Did you have any trouble getting here?



    



    He asked, alternating between Park Seok-ho and Kim Yong-woo.



    



    "Not at all." The location was good, wasn't it?



    



    "The monthly rent is quite something."



    



    "Haha."



    



    Since both we and Cooky are busy, we went straight to the main point.



    



    How was our product?



    



    "Definitely different." "When I ate rice cooked in a regular rice cooker, there was a difference in blood sugar levels, and I have already made a video about it."



    



    Ah. "Could I possibly see it?"



    



    "Of course." PD-nim.



    



    When given the signal, Muk Eun-ji turned the tablet towards Park Seok-ho and Kim Yong-woo and played the video.



    



    Team Leader Park Seok-ho didn't blink once while watching the 11-minute video, and Deputy Kim Yong-woo took some notes.



    



    As the video ended, Mukbang began to explain.



    



    I followed the guidelines received through Manager Kim Yong-woo to create it. I placed the content about why the low-carb rice cooker, which you said was the most important, is needed at the beginning of the video. The following content focused on comparing the blood sugar rise between rice cooked with CookCook's CR1 and rice cooked with a regular rice cooker.



    



    We have communicated sufficiently about how we want Cookook to advertise.



    



    I concluded that there wouldn't be any major issues since we coordinated our opinions, filmed the video, and finished editing it.



    



    Team Leader Park Seok-ho and Deputy Kim Yong-woo also nodded.



    



    "Even the final scene where the product is being illuminated." That's nice. How's Kim Dae-ri?



    



    "Alright." 음. It would be nice if the review of the rice taste were a bit more detailed.



    



    Team Leader Park Seokho nodded in agreement with Deputy Kim Yongwoo's opinion.



    



    "Our CR1 has better rice quality compared to other companies." I would like you to emphasize that point a bit more.



    



    "It's difficult to insert the information that it's tastier because we haven't tried other companies' products."



    



    In the midst of pondering how to decline, Mukbang stepped forward.



    



    "However, I will add that the rice cooked with CR1 is delicious."



    



    "Hmm."



    



    As Team Leader Park Seok-ho seemed to be troubled, Deputy Kim Yong-woo stepped forward.



    



    "If you're having trouble comparing with other products, how about using the materials we provide?" If we proceed by concealing the company name, it shouldn't be a significant burden for the side dish store either.



    



    "The CEO has only dealt with verified matters." The reason we haven't run any ads until now is also because of that. If you wish to proceed in that manner, you must specify that the materials were provided by Cookook.



    



    It's the best we can do.



    



    He said he would handle the meeting himself, and indeed, he had every reason to be so confident.



    



    Welcoming people, introducing the video, and coordinating the commentary—there's really no need for me to step in.



    



    "Let's proceed with that part as is."



    



    Team Leader Park Seok-ho took a step back.



    



    The reason the advertiser is going to such lengths is likely twofold, one being the recent advertising trends.



    



    No one believes a company just because it is promoting its own products.



    



    Rather, the more a third party transparently presents the advantages and disadvantages, the more trust they gain.



    



    It's no longer effective to just hide the flaws and highlight the strengths like before; we live in an era where it's acceptable to acknowledge the flaws but still argue that the strengths make it worth buying.



    



    Another one is the advertising effect.



    



    Currently, the side dish store is a large channel with an average view count of 300,000.



    



    There are also major YouTubers like Jichan, Baek Woojin, and Joo Ji-seung involved, so from Cookook's perspective, they would definitely want to proceed with the advertisement.



    



    Just as expected.



    



    Team Leader Park Seok-ho brought up the topic of the lunchbox business.



    



    Let's wrap up the video with this. I heard that you run a lunchbox business.



    



    Yes. I thought it would be nice to introduce rice cooked with CR1 in a lunchbox as a healthy meal. It's product placement.



    



    Team Leader Park Seok-ho clasped his hands and leaned his upper body forward.



    



    "If you say you're not interested, that's a lie." "We are also viewing it positively in internal meetings."



    



    However?



    



    "I would like to suggest an active approach instead of PPL." When you're marketing, you should put our product front and center.



    



    "I need to be clear on what you are looking for in order to provide an answer."



    



    "For example, it feels like a low-interest bento made with CR1."



    



    After a moment of contemplation, Team Leader Park Seok-ho signaled Deputy Kim Yong-woo with a glance.



    



    Deputy Manager Kim Yong-woo took out the contract and continued to persuade.



    



    "3 million won for the CR1 review advertisement." "When proceeding with the lunchbox advertisement, we propose a separate contract for 100 million won."



    



    I doubted my ears for a moment.



    



    While preparing for today's meeting, I heard about the advertising rates from Mukunji.



    



    There are various categories like beauty, gaming, and food, and since the viewing age, number of views, and number of subscribers vary greatly, standards were needed.



    



    There was an advertising rate table created by a large MCN like Hongdangmu in the management.



    



    Based on Hongdangmu's internal standards, I could have demanded around 20 million won for a single product review video.



    



    I was aware that the rates for YouTubers who are not affiliated with MCNs are usually lower than that.



    



    So, I had set today's negotiation target at around 15 million won, but they are offering double that.



    



    On top of that, they say they'll give an extra 100 million won for running the lunchbox business advertisement, and I feel like I've been hit on the head.



    



    "……It will be difficult."



    



    I didn't know it would be this hard to say a word.



    



    "CEO."



    



    Deputy Kim Yong-woo preempted the situation by stepping up.



    



    "I know it's really a good deal." But the lunchbox is not just my own responsibility.



    



    Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin are together.



    



    Perhaps that's why Cookook also offered an amount that would be hard to refuse.



    



    "We talked a lot before having this meeting." Even if we run the lunchbox business, let's do it for just one month.



    



    "Ah."



    



    The faces of Team Leader Park Seok-ho and Deputy Kim Yong-woo were marked with regret.



    



    "It's still a business, but it's a kind of tribute event to benefit our subscribers." I want to minimize any elements that could potentially cause misunderstandings.



    



    Team Leader Park Seok-ho and Deputy Kim Yong-woo exchanged glances, then asked if they could discuss it briefly and were readily accepted.



    



    After confirming that the two people had left the office, he sighed, and Mukji lowered his voice to speak.



    



    "CEO, a full-page ad would cause less misunderstanding."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    PPL is essentially product placement. "If you're going to introduce it as rice that makes you gain less weight anyway because you're using a low-sugar rice cooker, it would be better to get support from the company and use that money to sell higher quality lunch boxes at a lower price."



    



    "……."



    



    Now that you mention it, that's true.



    



    YouTube has been popularized for a long time. Several creators have been talking about how their ads are being handled. "Along the way, there was also a controversy over hidden advertisements, and it clearly revealed how YouTube users perceive ads."



    



    I nodded, thinking I would keep listening.



    



    They hope that the YouTubers they subscribe to will do ads. There are also people who worry about the financial situation of those who run things without a single advertisement, like you. The behavior that users despise is hiding the fact that it is an advertisement. If it is conducted fairly and transparently, I will gladly accept it. "I hope the channel I like continues to exist, and I know that additional measures are needed for that."



    



    As the aged kimchi says.



    



    Even on my channel, do your homework a bit.



    



    There are quite a few people who say to earn money like that and hire staff to extend the broadcast time.



    



    There are posts jokingly asking not to worry about health and to focus on the video, but that's not the real intention.



    



    "Then."



    



    It's difficult to proceed as requested by Cooky. If that happens, Cookooki will be no different from a lunchbox store. The good intentions of you and your friends are being overshadowed.



    



    "What do you think is the best way to do it?"



    



    In the promotion, include information about CR1, but it should be introduced as one of the various dishes. The lunchbox you made, CEO, isn't just a cheap microwavable meal, is it?



    



    "Hehe." That's right. It's not just about selling rice.



    



    "If you persuade Cookoo on that point and proceed, both your friends will be satisfied and the original intent of the business will be maintained." It's a bonus that we can invest a bit more in advertising costs to improve quality.



    



    "I guess so."



    



    Could I feel this secure?



    



    Every single word made sense, and I ended up taking the money I could have given up.



    



    "And."



    



    "Yes."



    



    The advertising unit price is much higher than our predictions. It seems that they are viewed as a group that includes Jimkkun, Ujini, Banyasikgyeong, and Banchangage.



    



    I think so too. It's not wrong since we're doing it together.



    



    Just as Muk Eun-ji was about to say something, Team Leader Park Seok-ho and Deputy Kim Yong-woo entered the office.



    



    "Have you had a chance to talk?"



    



    The aged kimchi has emerged.



    



    Yes. You said the full-page ad is burdensome.



    



    I will correct that part. Just now, the CEO changed his mind.



    



    The aged kimchi looked at me.



    



    Park Seok-ho and Kim Yong-woo are looking at me, and it feels like I need to say something.



    



    It seems that Muk-ji decided it would be better to appear as if I changed my own mind rather than giving the impression that the representative changed their opinion through his persuasion.



    



    "Thinking about it, if I'm going to introduce a lunchbox with low-carb rice anyway, I don't think I can leave out the CR1 content."



    



    Team Leader Park Seok-ho and Deputy Kim Yong-woo's expressions brightened up a bit.



    



    "So I was worried, but our PD gave me a great idea." The lunchbox contains a variety of nutrients, so we can't just emphasize the rice. However, how about stating the fact that using CR1 definitely results in lower blood sugar levels? For example, I'm going to upload a video about running a store, and I can briefly introduce it there.



    



    "That video was also at the side dish store."



    



    "Packers, it will also be uploaded to the Heart Sutra." We each have our own separate shoots.



    



    "Then."



    



    The aged kimchi, which had been set aside for a while, came out.



    



    "I would like you to re-evaluate the advertising costs."



    



    I was so surprised that I almost turned my head.



    



    They offered me 100 million won, and now you're thinking of getting more money from here.



    



    "Then." It might be better to have others join us as well.



    



    "We will establish a separate business entity for the lunchbox business." The four of you will serve as co-representatives, and the representative has been delegated by Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin. You don't need to worry about that.



    



    Mugunji showed the power of attorney he received from the three people.



    



    Before the meeting, I was wondering why I had to do this, but I realized that showing it in writing is more persuasive than just talking.



    



    Team Leader Park Seok-ho nods.



    



    I see. Then how much of an impression do you want?



    



    It's not just about highlighting CR1, but it's a condition for actively promoting it.



    



    Since Cookook seems to be very eager, I think we might be able to get an additional 10%, maybe even 20%.



    



    "It's 200 million won."



    



    I was so surprised that my mouth dropped open, but Team Leader Park Seok-ho just pursed his lips and then nodded.



    



    "I'll be back in a moment, I just need to take a call."



    



    I was surprised by the amount, which was bigger than I had imagined, but I was the only one who was left speechless at the table.
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    I want to ask Muk Eun-ji right away if it's an unreasonable demand, but I can't because Deputy Kim Yong-woo sitting across from me.



    



    If Cookooki decides to give up this advertisement, it would also be a huge blow to my lunchbox business.



    



    I tried hard to hide my impatience and waited, and soon Team Leader Park Seok-ho returned.



    



    "First of all, the one-month time limit is bothering me."



    



    As expected, it was an unreasonable condition.



    



    After finishing the call, Team Leader Park Seok-ho began to list various reasons.



    



    "Since it's a one-time promotion, there are various concerns as well."



    



    "Don't worry about that."



    



    The aged kimchi has emerged.



    



    "The basic principle of sales is to get customers to use the product."



    



    It's something I've heard somewhere before.



    



    "CR1 is undoubtedly a proven quality product, but since it was just released, there are not many people who have used it yet." Our lunchbox business will provide an opportunity for large groups wanting to diet to experience CR1.



    



    "Mm."



    



    Team Leader Park Seok-ho did not react much.



    



    From what I hear, it sounds enticing, but since it's a meeting to set the advertising cost per unit, they seem to be responding cautiously.



    



    Also, the factor that currently has the greatest impact on product sales is reviews. Reviews from people who have actually used the product give us trust. I think the element that Cookook probably desires the most is customer testimonials.



    



    Regarding this part, both Park Seok-ho and Kim Yong-woo nod in agreement.



    



    Since we are confident in our product, we believe that once people taste the rice from CR1, the buzz, or word-of-mouth, will spread.



    



    The aged kimchi knows exactly what they want.



    



    We plan to conduct a survey for those who purchased lunch boxes. I will also include the question about how the food tasted. If you use that content for promoting your business, it will be helpful.



    



    "It's bothering me that it doesn't lead to store reviews."



    



    Assistant Manager Kim Yong-woo raised an objection.



    



    "If you are interested in low-sugar rice cookers, I believe there are many who are desperate, whether for dieting or diabetes."



    



    "That's right."



    



    An environment where you can easily access and search anywhere, such as YouTube, Google, Naver, and Daum. A desperate heart. The customer is smart and rational. If it is proven through platforms like YouTube that the effect is certain, we will definitely look into it.



    



    Deputy Kim Yong-woo kept his mouth shut.



    



    Mugunji looked at Team Leader Park Seokho and said.



    



    "Moreover, the combined subscribers of Jimkkun, Ujini, Banyasikgyeong, and Banchangage channels total 5 million." Even considering duplicate subscribers, we can expect significant results.



    



    We once again confirmed to Cookook how significant our impact is.



    



    The customer is not stupid.



    



    Since they are rational and well-informed, they claimed that even without store reviews, they could find out how satisfied others are with the rice cooked by CR1.



    



    If Cookook really has confidence in their product, they should readily accept the proposal.



    



    "Additionally, Jimkkun, Banyasikgyeong, and Banchangage are all channels that deal with health information." Especially, Woojin is among the top domestic YouTubers when it comes to this kind of thing. If you invest in joining the work these four people are doing, you will definitely see great benefits.



    



    The way Mukkunji speaks is very effective.



    



    Reasonable content, supporting documents, and finally, a confident and resolute attitude are all sufficient to instill trust.



    



    This is where you can see why this person secured the most contracts at Hongdangmu.



    



    "200 million won is by no means an unreasonable amount."



    



    Team Leader Park Seok-ho pondered for a moment and then chuckled.



    



    This is ridiculous. There's not a single wrong word. 허허. How is Assistant Manager Kim?



    



    "I think the same."



    



    Team Leader Park Seok-ho nodded.



    



    "Alright." Let's proceed.



    



    30 million won for the personal channel advertisement for the side dish store.



    



    I signed a contract for the lunchbox business advertisement, where 50 million won each will be paid to Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, Baek Woo-jin, and me.



    



    * * *



    



    After finishing the contract, I wanted to have lunch together, but I was not in a position to eat anything outside, and I felt it might be burdensome for Muk Eun-ji to join the meal, so I asked for understanding.



    



    Even the Cookook side understood.



    



    "Then, I look forward to working with you."



    



    Thank you.



    



    Park Seok-ho and Kim Yong-woo left the office.



    



    After watching for a moment, they quietly opened the door, confirmed that the two people were gone, and then returned and shouted.



    



    "Wowwwww!"



    



    Mugunji was startled and flinched, but she was so happy that she didn't mind.



    



    Holding his wrist and lifting him up, they jumped around, and in the end, Mukunji smiled broadly.



    



    "Congratulations."



    



    "Really." It was really amazing. It's all thanks to you, PD. How could you do that there?



    



    My heart is overflowing, and I can't find the words.



    



    "It's thanks to you and your friends."



    



    Today's MVP was surprisingly calm.



    



    “No, today’s negotiation was all thanks to you, PD.”



    



    “I just stated the facts.”



    



    “How did you come up with 200 million won there? I couldn’t even think of that.”



    



    “I looked into it and found that they’ve been developing their low-carb rice cooker product for a long time, but the market response has been lacking. So, they’ve bet everything on the development of this new CR1 model. Since they’re confident in their product and have invested heavily, I figured they’d be keen on promotional efforts as well.”



    



    I nodded in agreement.



    



    “Just to be sure, I checked their financial status, and it was clean. I don’t know how, but their finances are solid, which means they probably allocated a substantial budget for marketing, given how much they want to promote their product.”



    



    I hadn’t expected him to even check their financials.



    



    “They wouldn’t reach out to just anyone, so they likely carefully selected you. They also must have researched typical promotional costs. The most accessible information would be the rate cards from MCNs or management companies.”



    



    “Ah.”



    



    "If it's at the scale of a porter, such an advertisement would cost at least 100 million won." The Ugenius channel is valued at over 50 million won, while the Banya Sikgye and Banchan store are valued at around 3,000.



    



    This is strictly according to Hongdangmu Entertainment's standards.



    



    "But why is there no difference between me and Jiseung hyung?"



    



    There is a difference of over 400,000 subscribers, but the average video views are not that different. The time for setting advertising fees based on subscriber count has passed. The important thing is that the fact that views matter is widely known.



    



    Nodded.



    



    "So, the advertising cost of 200 million won was an amount that Cookook initially expected." The 100 million won demand was merely to leave room for negotiation.



    



    "Ah."



    



    Team Leader Park Seok-ho probably understood that I knew Cookook's forecast.



    



    "Because I immediately asked for 200 million."



    



    "That's right." So, it could proceed without any major issues. And this was all possible because it was a project that you and your friends worked on together. I just mentioned the facts.



    



    "Not at all." It was amazing. You did a great job.



    



    Thank you.



    



    The aged kimchi bowed its head and returned to its place.



    



    It's amazing how calm you can be despite having successfully led the contract.



    



    I want to be happier, but it's more important to inform Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin about this first.



    



    I came into the room, opened Discord, and invited them, but only Chajichan joined.



    



    It seems that Joo Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin are on air.



    



    -Oh~ Yongyong.



    



    Cha Ji-chan replied in a drawn-out voice.



    



    "Bro, our PD is really amazing."



    



    -Why?



    



    When I explained the achievements of Mukkunji, Cha Ji-chan was also impressed.



    



    Hey, you found a good person.



    



    "Exactly." Anyway, the deposit will be made on the 10th of next month.



    



    -Suddenly, a lump sum of money appears. Thank you. I'm seeing all the benefits thanks to you.



    



    "I'm also bewildered." But seriously, will it really be 5,000? The PD said that usually for this kind of work, you get around 100 million won, right?



    



    -What do you think my job is? You can take it all.



    



    "Really?"



    



    -No.



    



    "……."



    



    -…….



    



    "First, I sent a message to Ji-seung and Woo-jin, so let's talk later."



    



    -What are you talking about?



    



    They say it's called the Black Tofu Crumble Set.



    



    Rice is always barley, rat's eye, and bean rice. What on earth is this? Anyway, there's dressing for the veggie stick salad too. It seems like they mixed olive oil and balsamic vinegar. "This one with tofu and vegetables is called cauliflower steam salad, and the one at the bottom right is black tofu crumble."



    



    When editing for YouTube uploads, I should also include the nutrition facts.



    



    "Then, I will eat well."



    



    First, I drizzled dressing over the vegetables cut into stick shapes and ate them.



    



    It has a refreshing yet rich dressing, with the taste of cucumber and carrot.



    



    "This is just a taste that everyone knows." Healthy taste. I'm curious about this.



    



    I'm curious about what exactly black tofu crumble is.



    



    The viewers had the same reaction and ate it with a spoon.



    



    "Mm."



    



    Dried tofu gives a chewy texture and tastes like black bean sauce.



    



    Delicious. This was jjajang. It's not too salty and just right. For those who eat blandly, it tastes delicious, and the black bean sauce aroma is amazing. The texture of the tofu is really good too. Next is the cauliflower salad.



    



    I was feeling good until just now, but eating the cauliflower salad made me feel gloomy.



    



    "This is." This really just tastes healthy. But this black tofu crumble is so delicious that I think it would be fine to take turns eating it.



    



    In fact, being able to eat fresh and different healthy meals every day is a great advantage.



    



    I'm trying various healthy lunch boxes to start a lunch box business, and this one is quite good too.



    



    "Ugh."



    



    But I'm so sleepy.



    



    My eyes keep closing.



    



    I know I shouldn't be doing this, but at some point, I realized I had dozed off.



    



    Looking at the chat window, it's being spammed with "kek."



    



    Even though I move my hands with the intention of finishing what I was eating and ending the broadcast, my eyes close, and the act of chewing gradually slows down.



    



    "......sir/ma'am."



    



    "……."



    



    "CEO."



    



    Uh? Yes?



    



    When I came to my senses, the aged kimchi was shaking me.



    



    It seems I dozed off.



    



    "CEO!"



    



    Yes? "Why?"



    



    "You slept well."



    



    "Not really?" I was awake.



    



    There are still a lot of lunch boxes left.



    



    I'm scooping up the black tofu crumble with a spoon, but I can't taste anything.



    



    "I want to use this advertising fee to improve the quality of the lunch boxes."



    



    -Um. Because I've received something. It feels good to give back to the subscribers.



    



    Yes. I'll post the contract details in the group chat. Just check that for me.



    



    -What do you mean by "confirmation"? You probably took care of it yourself.



    



    No. Make sure to watch it. Read it.”



    



    -Okay. See you later.



    



    After finishing the call, Ju Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin contacted one after the other and praised the PD to their heart's content.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    After chatting for about 30 minutes, I suddenly felt tired.



    



    I was already tired, but now that the contract is successfully completed, it feels like the tension has been released.



    



    Today, there is a scheduled broadcast reviewing a diabetes meal kit sold by a company, and at night, "How long are you going to be grumpy?"It is also scheduled.



    



    "Ugh."



    



    My eyelids are too heavy.



    



    I took out the iced Americano from the pack in the refrigerator.



    



    As I gulped down my coffee, the back of Mukji, who was diligently working on something, came into view.



    



    "PD, go home early today."



    



    "There is still work to be done."



    



    "It's okay." You can do it tomorrow, right?



    



    "If you start procrastinating, there's no end to it."



    



    "You worked hard preparing for the contract today." Taking breaks and then working hard will also yield efficiency. "Today, really leave work early."



    



    The aged kimchi let out a light sigh and nodded.



    



    Understood. "I'll stay until 6 o'clock."



    



    It means that I will check my broadcast and then come back.



    



    I thought that talking more would have the opposite effect, so I said that and went back to my room to finish preparing for the broadcast.



    



    I took out the diabetes meal I had ordered in advance, set it in the microwave, and turned on the broadcast.



    



    To be in love



    



    on-time broadcast



    



    Why are you so diligent these days?



    



    What is a diabetic lunchbox?



    



    Hi



    



    Hello. You say I look tired? Not at all. Today something really good happened, so even though I'm tired, I don't feel tired at all. What do you mean? I'll let you know soon. It's not something I should handle alone.



    



    We talked about our recent updates until enough viewers joined.



    



    People asking for birthday wishes, people saying they went to a great restaurant, people saying I look sleepy, and so on—talking to them makes my eyes keep closing.



    



    "Today is a review broadcast." 리뷰. It's a lunchbox sold for diabetes patients, and the reviews aren't bad. I will try this.



    



    I showed the lunchbox up close.



    



    The lunchboxes sold at XXX Meal are available twice a day, from Monday to Friday, for a total of 20 lunchboxes over two weeks, priced at 240,000 won.



    



    Since it's a product delivered every morning, it costs about 10,000 won each, excluding the delivery fee.

  
    Menu development(2)



    



    └hahahahahahahahahaha



    



    └He died holding a spoon!



    



    └No way, lol. If you're tired, just take a break, lol. Why do you have to push yourself so hard, lol?



    



    └Eating with your eyes closed and chewing away is really infuriating, lol.



    



    └You do look tired these days.



    



    └Did they die?



    



    Because of the regret of not finishing the lunchbox, the side dish holder closed their eyes while holding the spoon.



    



    Mugunji, who was watching the broadcast while checking the chat window, was confused. It was an unfamiliar situation that she had never experienced, even though she had been managing various creators all this time.



    



    "CEO?"



    



    The aged kimchi cautiously woke up the side dish, but it no longer responded.



    



    Just in case, I checked the carotid artery under the jaw, and there was a pulse.



    



    Who is this noona? LOL



    



    └Why are you checking there? LOL



    



    └Are you alive?



    



    Is this the employee the uncle was talking about?



    



    └For side dishes, aged 35. He ate until the end and died.



    



    └Stop it, lol



    



    Is it a live stream?



    



    └No way, lol. How are you even holding the spoon, lol?



    



    └Why is my arm stuck



    



    The chat window was noisy, but Mukunji's attention was solely focused on the side dishes.



    



    I thought about waking him up even if I had to hit him, but I wondered how much fatigue he must have accumulated to fall asleep during the broadcast.



    



    The sight of you sleeping while still holding the spoon was pitiful.



    



    I wondered if it was because of the responsibility of carrying a company and the sense of duty to continue the broadcast.



    



    Mugunji brought the blanket she had set aside for herself and covered Banchan with it, then carefully leaned her chair back.



    



    After helping Banchan-yong get into the most comfortable position possible, I carefully checked the chat window to avoid showing my face.



    



    There were many people, such as those who were smiling, those who were asking if the broadcast was over, and those who were worried about side dishes.



    



    The CEO has fallen asleep. It seems that you've been overworked recently and are accumulating fatigue.



    



    Is the broadcast over?



    



    No, I can't eat if this show doesn't happen.



    



    Please finish the lunchbox review.



    



    How much is your salary?



    



    └Wake up



    



    "I think we should wrap up today's broadcast here."



    



    Some chats appeared in Mukji's eyes.



    



    There were requests to continue the lunchbox reviews and comments expressing regret over the end of the broadcast, but there was one chat that truly touched her heart.



    



    └How much did you want to eat it, seriously? It's still funny no matter how many times I see it



    



    "……."



    



    The aged kimchi turned its head.



    



    The arm for the side dishes was still resting on the armrest of the chair, holding a spoon.



    



    I couldn't imagine that it was possible just because I wanted to eat a packed lunch.



    



    For her, who was extremely averse to eating, the behavior of the side dish could only be understood as stemming from a sense of responsibility.



    



    I couldn't betray the will of the side dish, which I believed had accumulated day by day to reach this point.



    



    "Please wait a moment."



    



    Mugunji looked around.



    



    Since I didn't want to show my face, I was looking for something to cover it, and just then, a paper bag caught my eye.



    



    I cut out just the eye part with scissors, flipped it over, and sat in front of the computer.



    



    └What is this again? LOL



    



    Sister, aren't you embarrassed?



    



    └No way, lol. Just end the stream, lol.



    



    └Oh? Not being reckless?



    



    └First of all, it looks fun, so let's just stay put.



    



    "I wrote it because I was embarrassed." The broadcast will continue until the scheduled time of 6 PM today.



    



    Banchan-yong tried to finish the broadcast he was determined to continue somehow, but when he actually faced the camera, his mind went blank.



    



    I didn't know what to say, so I just stared blankly at the chat window.



    



    The viewers demanded various things.



    



    └Try doing something.



    



    Does the diabetes uncle pay a lot?



    



    └No way, lol. Why are you just sitting there, lol?



    



    └Extreme Job



    



    What's your name?



    



    It's aged kimchi. I started working at the side dish store last month.



    



    └How can someone's name be Mukjeong? LOL



    



    └There's someone with the nickname "Mukbang" in this room too, lol.



    



    └Is it really aged kimchi? When making kimchi jjim?



    



    └LOL Old kimchi for side dishes



    



    "It's the name my father gave me."



    



    Mugunji, displeased by the viewers' reactions, responded coldly.



    



    No wonder it felt familiar. That's a nice name.



    



    It's a name you won't forget once you hear it.



    



    It didn't sound like a person's name.



    



    └Side dish names, lol



    



    Those guys are making fun of you.



    



    Muk Eun-ji chuckled.



    



    Since I had subscribed to the side dish store from the beginning, there were many familiar nicknames.



    



    Those who reacted the same way when Banchanyong first revealed his real name looked a bit cute.



    



    └But how do you do a broadcast?



    



    Tell me how the lunchbox tastes.



    



    └Continuing the mukbang, let's go.



    



    The request to continue the lunchbox reviews has begun.



    



    At first, only one or two people were speaking, but soon those who saw the chat joined in and formed public opinion.



    



    Most of the viewers requested to continue with the lunchbox review, so even as a mukbang host, I couldn't help but be flustered.



    



    "You can't take someone else's food."



    



    I didn't want to let anyone know about my eating disorder, so I desperately came up with an excuse.



    



    If I wake up and it's not there, I think I'll get angry.



    



    Right, you shouldn't take someone else's stuff.



    



    Sure. You don't eat what others have already eaten, do you?



    



    └Who's going to eat that? The diabetes uncle eats a bit messily, you know.



    



    Then I'll eat something else.



    



    └ Anything else.



    



    The request to eat different food was also unexpected.



    



    I was worried about how to decline, but there were so many people urging me to continue the broadcast.



    



    I wanted to turn off the broadcast right away.



    



    I couldn't bring myself to do it because I was holding a spoon and the side dishes were closed.



    



    What should I do?



    



    As she looked around, the refrigerator came into her view, and she took out a 500ml bottle of water she had bought in advance.



    



    When the person moved the lunchbox they were eating from and placed a bottle of water there instead, viewers repeatedly posted question marks.



    



    "I will review the bottled water."



    



    The questions kept piling up, but there was nowhere to retreat to.



    



    "This is a product without a label." It is convenient for recycling.



    



    I couldn't think of what to say next.



    



    I was feeling with my whole body that speaking off the cuff in front of 4,000 people is not an ordinary task.



    



    └What are you talking about? LOL



    



    This sister isn't normal either.



    



    └Bring me some side dishes!



    



    The number of viewers has noticeably started to decline.



    



    The old pickled cabbage, feeling desperate, blurted out anything.



    



    Calcium contains 2.5mg to 4.0mg per liter. Potassium is between 1.5 and 3.4. The shelf life is 24 months from the date of manufacture. ……It's delicious."



    



    Mugunji opened the water bottle.



    



    I brought it to my mouth to drink, but since the part that touches my lips wasn't pierced, the paper bag got wet.



    



    └LOL



    



    └What are you doing? LOL



    



    This person is kind of funny.



    



    └Looks like you were nervous



    



    └I'm really going to be embarrassed



    



    └A review of bottled water? This is quite something.



    



    └Try comparing it with something else.



    



    └I heard there are water sommeliers, can I review bottled water too? LOL



    



    I spilled water and felt upset, but the situation of viewers leaving stopped.



    



    At the request to compare it with other products, Muk-ji let out a sigh and left the room.



    



    There was only one item in the refrigerator, so I was contemplating whether to go to the convenience store when I noticed the sink.



    



    After filling the cup with water, I took off the paper bag, cut off the top part, and then re-entered the representative's office.



    



    I was wondering where you went, but you got a haircut, lol.



    



    └Are you okay?



    



    └Cup?



    



    "I have brought the Arisu." I will compare the taste of bottled water.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Suddenly, I came to my senses.



    



    My arms were sore, so I opened my eyes and saw that I was holding a spoon.



    



    I can't understand why I'm holding this, and an even more incomprehensible situation unfolded before my eyes.



    



    Mugunji is talking in front of the camera with a bottle of mineral water.



    



    "The S company's product has a smooth taste." I was on the heavier side, and the most delicious one was the E product. I'll check to see if it's due to the difference in ingredients.



    



    What are you doing?



    



    The calcium content is higher and the potassium content is lower compared to Company S. The fact that it contains little magnesium and a small amount of fluoride sets it apart.



    



    I rubbed my eyes and got up.



    



    I carefully placed the blanket on the chair and approached, startling the old pickled cabbage.



    



    "Did you wake up?"



    



    "What are you doing?"



    



    "I was reviewing bottled water."



    



    The old kimchi bowed its head.



    



    The voice that was always confident and composed shrank as if it were crawling into a mouse hole.



    



    Don't interfere and leave.



    



    └It was really fun at the time.



    



    What were you doing that you just got here?



    



    └Were you alive?



    



    └You were alive, lol



    



    This is an important part, so please do not interrupt.



    



    Looking at the chat window, it seems they got close while I was sleeping.



    



    They say they're having fun, so don't interrupt.



    



    Since Mukji was getting up, I grabbed his shoulder.



    



    "No." Keep going.



    



    "It's nothing."



    



    These people are telling me not to disturb them. You can keep going.



    



    "I'm full."



    



    Mugunji looked at the water bottle and said.



    



    One is whole, and four are slightly empty. It looks like they drank about 700~800㎖.



    



    I don't know how much water the aged kimchi drinks in a day, but since it seems like it's been about an hour since I fell asleep, it must have been too much.



    



    "Hey, who told you to drink this much?"



    



    He/she scolded the viewers.



    



    "This is waterboarding." Are you out of your minds? "Why are you bothering our PD?"



    



    You're worse for even making the employee go on air.



    



    That guy's snoring was way too loud.



    



    └No bullying



    



    You, don't you dare bother our sister.



    



    └No way, lol. I don't get it, lol. Why are you suddenly reviewing bottled water, lol?



    



    └Can you really tell the difference in the taste of bottled water?



    



    └Are you feeling a bit better now?



    



    └Let's sleep



    



    I didn't know Mukkunji had such talent.



    



    It seems like you got close to our viewers in just an hour.



    



    I feel good.



    



    "Anyway, that's it for today's broadcast." I guess I was tired. I'll review the lunchbox again next time. You want me to upload the bottled water review to YouTube? No, what did you do? "Was it that much fun?"



    



    The chat window is flooded with the letter "ㅇ."



    



    You have quite the talent.



    



    Some people have to go to expensive places hundreds of kilometers away to get views, but it's amazing that he satisfied his viewers just by buying bottled water from a convenience store.



    



    "Okay." Well, there's nothing much to post today, but I'll go ahead and do it anyway.



    



    "It won't do."



    



    The aged kimchi turned its head sharply.



    



    Only the jawline and the pupils are visible.



    



    "Why are you using that?"



    



    "I tried to cover my face."



    



    I thought it would be even more embarrassing to cut up a paper bag and wear it inside out, but I didn't say anything.



    



    After ending the broadcast and asking Mukkunji to explain the situation, he felt sorry for me trying to continue the broadcast and decided to at least fill the scheduled time.



    



    I really thought he was a rational person, but sometimes he acts strangely.



    



    "Anyway, thank you." "We managed to cover today's broadcast content, and the response wasn't bad either, right?"



    



    "I won't do it again."



    



    Mugunji took off the paper bag and threw it into the trash can.



    



    It seems like they're either embarrassed or getting annoyed, but it's still amusing.

  
    Menu development



    



    I found the gym.



    



    I'm so sleepy and tired that I don't even know how I got here.



    



    What is it? Why does your face look like a rag?



    



    Cha Ji-chan looked at me and his eyes widened.



    



    "What does it mean to be a burden to someone?"



    



    "That's right." Rug.



    



    I was torn between whether to get angry or not, but I didn't have the energy for either, so I headed to the cabinet room.



    



    "Is something wrong?"



    



    "Don't even mention it." I'm dead tired.



    



    Cha Ji-chan looked me over and then patted my back.



    



    "Ow!"



    



    "It doesn't seem like he's just being dramatic." "Go inside and rest today."



    



    "You have to do what you have to do."



    



    "There's no health without rest." Exercising in this condition is harmful. You're trying to be healthy, right?



    



    I didn't even have the strength to put my clothes back on, so I stood there blankly, leaning against the cabinet, and Cha Ji-chan stroked my chin.



    



    "Go lie down over there."



    



    "Why?"



    



    "I'll touch you."



    



    "Uh?"



    



    I came to my senses.



    



    Hastily covering himself, Cha Ji-chan made a face as best he could.



    



    "This guy is always causing trouble whenever he gets the chance." He said he would give me a massage.



    



    "Enough." What about massages?



    



    "Lie down."



    



    Since Chajichan spread out the towel for me, I pretended to give in and lay down.



    



    I started pressing firmly on the middle of the boundary where the hair begins.



    



    "This is Sinjeonghyeol." Good for eye fatigue. "Touch me sometimes."



    



    "Ugh."



    



    The strength is so intense that it feels like my forehead is getting squished.



    



    For a while, Chajichan, who had been applying pressure, began to press firmly in the middle of the line connecting the ends of both ears.



    



    "This is Baihui point." Good for headaches.



    



    It hurts! "It hurts!"



    



    "Because it hurts, it hurts."



    



    "What are you talking about!" 아악! Broken! "It's going to break!"



    



    Pressing the Sinjeong point and the Baekho point simultaneously made my head feel like it was shattering, but at some point, it felt like my mind was clearing up.



    



    "Uh?"



    



    See? It'll be okay.



    



    "Isn't it that by hurting here, you prevented pain elsewhere?"



    



    "Stop talking nonsense and take a deep breath."



    



    This time, I touched the back of my ear.



    



    "Down here." Isn't it too stiff?



    



    "Only the person touching it knows if it's hard or soft; how would I know?"



    



    "This is cervical vertebra 1." The reason I can turn my neck is thanks to him, so I don't have a disc.



    



    "What are you talking about?"



    



    "Just don't know." Anyway, since there's no disk, it only works with the ligament. So, fatigue builds up easily.



    



    Cha Ji-chan slowly rubbed the area known as the first cervical vertebra.



    



    Ah. Ah!



    



    "I didn't put any effort into it."



    



    "It feels like they're trying to rip my head off."



    



    "Don't you trust me at all?"



    



    If I said that, it seemed like they would break my neck, so I stayed quiet.



    



    "Being sick means your body is that much worse off." "Go to the hospital tomorrow and start with physical therapy."



    



    Cha Ji-chan moved his hand position slightly back.



    



    "There's a skull here."



    



    "Yeah."



    



    If you go a little lower, you can feel something like a tendon. Here.



    



    It hurts. Don't do it.



    



    "I didn't put any strength into it, dude."



    



    "I thought you might give it to me, so I mentioned it in advance."



    



    "This is the sternocleidomastoid muscle." The reason people like us who spend a lot of time on the computer develop turtle necks is because of this muscle. "Usually, just touch it gently to release it."



    



    "Wow."



    



    This takes effect immediately.



    



    I feel like my head is getting clearer, but Chajichan is pinching the sternocleidomastoid muscle little by little.



    



    It slowly descends from under the chin to the collarbone, and it feels like the neck tendons are about to tear.



    



    "Ugh."



    



    "Don't put in so much effort."



    



    "Don't you dare try to act tough." "Aah!"



    



    "Ha ha ha ha ha."



    



    "Are you laughing?" Did you laugh?



    



    "You're funny, that's why." "Stay still."



    



    "Don't lie." You're bothering me right now. Right.



    



    "This guy always bullies me." "Do you think there's anyone else who thinks about you as much as I do?"



    



    "My mom."



    



    "……."



    



    "Ah!"



    



    Chajichan's hand tightened.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    I woke up feeling refreshed for the first time in a while, wondering if the massage I received from Cha Ji-chan was effective.



    



    "Let's see."



    



    Today's schedule has two items.



    



    Hana decided to research lunchbox menus with Ju Ji-seung in the afternoon, and the two have an evening broadcast.



    



    Originally, it was a day for discussing baekban and talking about food together, but since the baekban discussion became so popular, we stopped talking about food.



    



    There are stories I definitely want to cover someday, so I'm just collecting materials for now.



    



    First, I have things to do, so I should pause that for a moment.



    



    Rest is important.



    



    It was a bit shocking to fall asleep during yesterday's broadcast.



    



    After having a diabetes-friendly breakfast and taking a 30-minute walk, I sprawled out and watched YouTube as much as I could.



    



    Before I knew it, time had flown by, and it was lunchtime.



    



    I sent a text message to Muk Eun-ji saying I was going to Bucheon and then headed to the Banyasikgyeong studio.



    



    "Isn't he the diabetes uncle?"



    



    While waiting for the subway, two boys who looked like middle school students were watching me and asked.



    



    Goodness.



    



    I always knew that one day I would meet my subscribers, but I never thought it would be today.



    



    That's right. "Shall I sign it for you?"



    



    "No."



    



    "......Can't you accept it?"



    



    "Then please do it."



    



    I wonder if this is right.



    



    The student wrote "side dish store" on the back of the notebook they took out. In the meantime, one guy said he wouldn't accept it until the end.



    



    "What is your name?"



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Why?" I don't intend to write it down.



    



    "It's okay." I'm going to sell this on Danggeun, so it won't sell if I write my name.



    



    "……Huh?"



    



    That's right. Mister, please let me do it too.



    



    "Hey, why are you copying me?"



    



    “뭐! How about it!



    



    "Hey, did you guys subscribe to me?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    I don't know. I came because this kid said they know you.



    



    "This guy is hilarious."



    



    It's nice that you think it's funny, but something about the way it's expressed bothers me.



    



    What's your nickname? Take out your phone.



    



    "Me?" 71 pigs.



    



    "What?"



    



    The guy logged into YouTube and showed that he subscribed to my channel.



    



    I get that you subscribed, but the nickname is shocking.



    



    I thought he was born in 1971 and was calling him "hyungnim" on the show, but I never imagined he was a kid under 17.



    



    "Why is your ID like this?"



    



    "If you write it like this, people will call you 'brother'."



    



    "What?"



    



    "You did the same thing, didn't you?"



    



    I'm at a loss for words.



    



    I never lost to anyone in a conversation, but to think it would happen in front of a middle schooler.



    



    "It's me, Park Jae-min."



    



    "But?"



    



    Name. Please write it down quickly.



    



    "Not giving it." You said you would take it and sell it.”



    



    I tore the signed page, crumpled it, and then returned the notebook and pen.



    



    Ah. It's a joke. Please write it down quickly.



    



    "Why should I trust you?"



    



    "I sent a 5,000 won super chat last month."



    



    "Then I have to do it."



    



    I took the notebook back and wrote my name on it.



    



    "Oh, it's not Jammin, it's Jaemin."



    



    "No." You're a brat.



    



    The guy who was with us is snickering at Jae-min. In the end, I wrote the name down again.



    



    "Excuse me, but where are you going?"



    



    "You don't have to know."



    



    "Can we follow you?"



    



    No. Go home.



    



    "I guess I have nowhere to go."



    



    "Doesn't it seem like that?"



    



    I can hear everything they're saying, but they don't seem to care and just giggle among themselves.



    



    "Why doesn't the uncle YouTuber have a car?"



    



    "I'm poor."



    



    "Why?" Uncle, you make a lot of money, don't you?



    



    "How much do you earn?"



    



    If I keep talking to these guys, I'll be drained. If you try to ignore it, they continue their strange conversation while waiting for the subway.



    



    "This guy makes around a billion won a month."



    



    "Wow."



    



    "Last time I was watching a live stream, someone said that in the chat."



    



    "Sir, is this for real?"



    



    "Who says that?" "If I earned 1 billion won a month, would I take the subway?"



    



    "But sir, do you really have diabetes?"



    



    "What is diabetes?"



    



    They don't know how to continue a conversation. How messed up is it that the topic changes with every sentence?



    



    Why. "Who says I have diabetes as a joke?"



    



    Yes. They say you can't eat things like chicken if you have diabetes.



    



    You can eat it. It's because my health has been getting worse.



    



    It's just that blood sugar levels rise a bit, and cardiovascular diseases become more serious.



    



    "Are you really close with the porter, sir?" I'm looking for a porter.



    



    The guy who was browsing my channel asked.



    



    "No." This guy said he has no friends.



    



    "Really?" Why?



    



    My mental state is shaken.



    



    "Jammin." Hey, whoever you are. "Could you please leave me alone for a bit? I'm a bit tired."



    



    "What is 'someone'?"



    



    "I don't know your name."



    



    "But why won't you sign for me?"



    



    "You didn't give me 5,000 won."



    



    Someone looked at their friend Park Jaemin and then looked up at me.



    



    "Sir, but you're really tall."



    



    "What on earth do you want to say!"



    



    "Heeheeheeheehee."



    



    "Hehehehe."



    



    I raised my voice a little, and they laughed, saying it's good.



    



    I thought maybe he just wanted to chat, so I bought a pack of Delimanjoo and brought it over. He said thank you, bowed, and went back.



    



    Being a celebrity is this hard.



    



    * * *



    



    Is that so?"



    



    When I brought up the story about the kids I met on the subway, the monk took out his smartphone and played a video.



    



    The little brat learned some weird lines from somewhere and unleashed cruel verbal abuse.



    



    "Really?" Mikael, didn't we agree to keep that under wraps?



    



    "I forgot."



    



    As Joo Ji-seung asked for confirmation, Choi Michael smiled and entered the editing room.



    



    This company doesn't seem to be a proper place either.



    



    "Anyway, the menu." "Did you find out anything?"



    



    Yes. Lately, while buying and eating various things, I've done some research. Overall, there are many low-sodium, low-sugar concepts.



    



    "How does it taste?"



    



    "It's edible, but it's a bit hard to keep eating." Even if it's a delicious healthy meal, I eventually get tired of it after eating it for a while.



    



    "Most diets are probably like that."



    



    Joo Ji-seung stroked his chin.



    



    "Actually, 90% of the taste of food is seasoning."



    



    Since a low-sodium diet is good for health, there tends to be a tendency not to use enough salt, which affects the taste of the food.



    



    "So, what should we do?" Is there a substitute for salt too?



    



    It was a video uploaded to the Heart Sutra, and the children rushed towards the monk in a group.



    



    - Are you the uncle who is Gungye?



    



    - Yes, I am Gungye.



    



    - Are you the uncle who grants wishes?



    



    - But why do you look so young?



    



    - Are you standing, uncle?



    



    - Where is your hair?



    



    "Ahem. Well, I didn't show it to brag.



    



    "Actually, low salt isn't really that beneficial."



    



    "Hmm?"



    



    "It might be beneficial in terms of marketing, but it's detrimental to health and taste."



    



    "......Are you saying it will harm my health?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung nodded firmly.



    



    I remember the old video where they dipped pork belly in cola, coated it in butter and Cheetos powder, and deep-fried it.



    



    "Hyung, we can't do this as a variety show." It really has to be a healthy diet food, you know?



    



    "Really." Sodium is sufficient. No, you can eat a bit more.



    



    "This guy is not a monk, he's like a devil."



    



    "Not a monk."



    



    It seems like it's the devil.
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    "But it's common knowledge that a low-sodium diet is good for health."



    



    Even if Jujiseung isn't a YouTuber obsessed with views, it's still puzzling.



    



    The saying that eating salty food is bad for you is as obvious a truth as the fact that exercising makes you healthy and that you need to get enough sleep.



    



    "I heard that the reason people in our country are not healthy is because of kimchi, jeotgal, and soup dishes."



    



    "What if that common sense is wrong?"



    



    The monk asked again.



    



    Unable to answer readily, he took out a tablet and showed me something.



    



    It's English.



    



    Blinking, I alternated between looking at the tablet and the monk.



    



    Last November, a joint research team from Yonsei University Severance Hospital published a study in the journal "Nutrition Bottom Line." The title is "The Relationship Between Dietary Sodium and Potassium, and the Sodium-to-Potassium Ratio and Mortality."1)



    



    "I don't know anything at all."



    



    "I analyzed the correlation between sodium and cardiovascular disease mortality rates."



    



    Nodded.



    



    "I became interested because it was a study conducted on people from our country."



    



    It's understandable.



    



    Research conducted abroad targets the people of that country, making it difficult to apply to people from our country with different body structures.



    



    On the contrary, if it is a survey conducted on our country's people, the results can be trusted.



    



    "Moreover, they tracked and observed over 140,000 people for a whole decade."



    



    "Wow."



    



    Huh? Really?



    



    Jujiseung nodded.



    



    "No." "Wait a minute."



    



    "I was surprised too."



    



    "Sleeping with the fan on will kill you." If you shave, your hair gets thicker. The Great Wall of China being visible from the moon is on a completely different level, isn't it?



    



    There are many widely held misconceptions.



    



    Using only 10% of the brain, or the idea that different parts of the tongue perceive different tastes, and so on.



    



    However, I can't easily accept that there is no correlation between salt and deaths from cardiovascular diseases.



    



    "But they say to follow a low-salt diet if you have high blood pressure." Even at the hospital."



    



    "It was a potassium issue."



    



    It's potassium.



    



    The study participants consumed an average of 2.5g of sodium per day. The WHO's recommended amount is 2g, but I consumed as much as 0.5g.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "On the other hand, the potassium intake of our country's people was at half the recommended level."



    



    I listened to Joo Ji-seung's explanation while thinking about what foods are high in potassium.



    



    "People who consumed enough potassium regardless of sodium had a 21% lower overall mortality rate and a 32% lower mortality rate from cardiovascular diseases." It's not because you ate too much sodium, but because you lack potassium that health problems arose.



    



    "Mm."



    



    "Actually, sodium concentration doesn't cause major issues unless it changes drastically." But even a slight deviation from the normal level of potassium can cause arrhythmia.



    



    "Are you saying I'm more sensitive than sodium?"



    



    "That's right."



    



    "But where does potassium come from?"



    



    Kelp, spinach, tomato. Generally, most plants contain a lot of it.



    



    "Ah."



    



    Hearing about foods high in potassium gives me a feeling.



    



    Kelp, spinach, and tomatoes are all healthy foods, but many people don't enjoy them.



    



    "If potassium is abundant in plants, then ultimately, the cardiovascular issues were due to a diet high in meat or carbohydrates."



    



    Right. Hypertension and cardiovascular diseases are not sodium issues, but problems of high carbohydrates, saturated fats, and low potassium.



    



    "It's a bit shocking."



    



    "My point exactly." So, we don't need to insist on low-sodium for our lunch boxes either. As I said before, the taste of the food is 90% about the seasoning.



    



    "Because I'm making a delicious diet meal."



    



    "Right."



    



    I took a long detour, but the conclusion is always the same.



    



    The only way to keep your body healthy is to consume a variety of foods in moderation, without excess.



    



    "So, I think it would be good to set a ratio of vegetables to meat and make changes within that."



    



    "Mm."



    



    When I first heard that a low-sodium diet was actually bad for me, I found it really hard to accept.



    



    After hearing the explanation, it surprisingly makes sense.



    



    "But that doesn't mean it's okay to eat salty, right?"



    



    "Unless you eat it extremely salty, it's fine."



    



    "I need to talk well about sodium when promoting this lunchbox." "Because there might be people who find it strange that it's okay to eat a little salty."



    



    There is a case where doctors said that Diet Coke was fine, but then had to retract their statement because some people started drinking Diet Coke like water or even more.



    



    If you overlook this when promoting lunch boxes, there will definitely be problems.



    



    "Right." You said that. I drink 3 liters of Diet Coke every day.



    



    "......How many types of side dishes should we make?"



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    In addition to menu development, there were so many things to consider, such as how many types of side dishes to offer and what kind of packaging to use.



    



    It seemed like one day wouldn't be enough, so I wrapped things up moderately and headed to the office.



    



    While watching the video edited by Mukji together and explaining various things, Baek Woojin came by.



    



    After sharing the conversation with Joo Ji-seung, we proceeded with the discussion.



    



    "Do you like mom?" Do you like Dad? Are you a sauce-on-top person? Are you a dipper? I will just get a taste of the most intense debate in the 5,000-year history of the Korean Peninsula. For the side dishes of a baekban discussion.



    



    "This is Baek Woo-jin."



    



    There have been some gradual changes as we have had several discussions earlier.



    



    The opening remarks have been fixed since around episode 3, and starting from episode 8, the rockfish vs. flounder episode, we have been wearing suits to maintain formality.



    



    And now, both of them feel uncomfortable in their suits, so they are only wearing shirts, jackets, and ties.



    



    "Today's topic is a bit special, isn't it?"



    



    "That's right." It's food that's great for a date.



    



    └hahahahahahah



    



    └Are you going to say something after trying it out?



    



    └Does this even make sense? LOL Two lifelong single people talking about good food to eat on a date, LOL



    



    └ I'm 32 years old! At 32 years old, you should have a girlfriend.



    



    └Most of the people in this room are probably not here, so stop shooting at our own team, lol.



    



    "Before we begin, I have something to say."



    



    I spoke in the most serious tone I could muster.



    



    Yes. Both Woojin and I are lifelong singles. Still, we can at least imagine it, right?



    



    "Do you guys think you're so good at soccer that you can give advice while watching the World Cup?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who was looking at the chat window, shouted out in a fit of emotion.



    



    I understood that feeling a hundred times, so I patted their shoulder and comforted them.



    



    "Also, Baek Woo-jin and I like women, so we just assume our date partner is a woman." "We have no intention of disregarding those with different sexual orientations from ours, so please keep this in mind."



    



    "Anyway, for us, romance itself is a fantasy."



    



    "When I upload this video to YouTube, I will set the keyword to fantasy."



    



    └No way, lololololol



    



    └Quick at grasping the topic



    



    Why is the line so long? Start quickly!



    



    "Then let's get started." I don't know what food everyone brought today. Commissioner Baek Woo-jin, what kind of food do you think is good for a date?



    



    "First, we need to define what a date is."



    



    "Alright."



    



    "In the dictionary, it means meeting for the purpose of dating." As per the promise we made, I present to you the date.



    



    "Generally, that's how I think."



    



    The important point is that fellowship is the goal. It means a promise to have continuous meetings.



    



    "Yes."



    



    For a relationship to last, both people need to feel comfortable. Do you agree?



    



    "I agree."



    



    "It's not uncomfortable." In other words, it's comfortable. Creating a familiar atmosphere is the key to a date.



    



    It seems plausible.



    



    I never thought Baek Woo-jin would know so much about dating.



    



    So, I chose the food that best suited the familiar atmosphere. It's tteokbokki right here.



    



    "......You're going to eat tteokbokki on a date?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    └I don't know what Banchan will say, but for now, it's a win.



    



    └Are you crazy?



    



    └What kind of date is tteokbokki, lol?



    



    └Baek Woo-jin is kind of cute and capable, but there's a reason he's still single.



    



    At that level, it's a mental illness.



    



    "Many people are puzzled, so I will start explaining by showing Document 1."



    



    Baek Woo-jin opened the image file titled "Soul Food of Men and Women."



    



    Since the investigation agency is not mentioned, it is clearly propaganda material.



    



    The number one soul food for men is spicy stir-fried pork. 2nd place is tonkatsu, and 3rd place is gukbap.



    



    "......It's persuasive, considering the lack of sources."



    



    "Absolutely." On the other hand, the number one soul food for women is tteokbokki. 2nd place is pasta, and 3rd place is chicken feet.



    



    "Are you saying that since tteokbokki is the number one food women like, we should eat tteokbokki on our date?"



    



    "That's right."



    



    "Go ahead, continue."



    



    This debate seems won unless my mouth is sewn shut.



    



    I interlocked my fingers, supported the back of my head, and buried my back into the chair.



    



    "Commissioner Banchan, are you familiar with the Proust phenomenon?"



    



    "I don't know."



    



    "It refers to the phenomenon where a specific smell experienced in the past brings back memories of that time."



    



    "Really?"



    



    Olfaction can retain long-term memories compared to vision and hearing. So when I smell my ex's perfume or shampoo, I quickly get lost in memories related to them.



    



    "You're not here."



    



    After a brief hesitation, Baek Woo-jin continued speaking.



    



    Tteokbokki was the food we enjoyed the most during our school days. When you smell the sweet and spicy aroma, it brings to mind a comfortable and joyful atmosphere and emotions.



    



    It is connected to the dating theory that emphasizes creating a comfortable and familiar atmosphere.



    



    "Surprisingly, the argument continues."



    



    "The smell of tteokbokki brings back the pure-hearted feelings of school days." If you appeal to their charm after taking them back to a time when everything was new and exciting, it can definitely lead to a relationship.



    



    "Hmm."



    



    Moreover, tteokbokki is sweet. Sweet foods make people feel good. It can be summarized as a wonderful food that delights people with both its taste and aroma.



    



    Baek Woo-jin has finished his argument.



    



    "I listened well." "But Commissioner Baek Woo-jin's argument is just a theoretical discussion."



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Have you ever suggested going to eat tteokbokki with someone of the opposite sex?"



    



    "No."



    



    I am here. But that person said they didn't like tteokbokki.



    



    "That can't be."



    



    "It's true."



    



    I took out my smartphone and opened KakaoTalk. I scrolled down the chat window for a long time, opened the chat room where we last talked six years ago, and showed it to Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "I politely requested to go eat tteokbokki for lunch on Sunday, but as you can see, it was clearly declined."



    



    "Unbelievable……."



    



    "The ranking of women's soul food was wrong from the start."



    



    Looking at the chat window filled with "kek," he said.



    



    "All the women I've liked so far have disliked tteokbokki." I didn't like the pasta that came in second place, I didn't like the chicken feet that came in third place, and I didn't like the mala soup, macarons, or cake either. If you sleep with the fan on, you'll die. It's a common misconception that sodium is bad for health.



    



    Baek Woo-jin slowly turned his head.



    



    My eyes are welling up.



    



    In the chat window, raindrops are pouring down.



    



    "Hyung....... "Ugh!"



    



    └Ah....... I'm really tearing up.



    



    └No. No!!!



    



    └This is seriously so funny, They all hate it



    



    └Who doesn't like macarons? LOL. Whether you're a woman or a man, if you're human, it's a must! LOL.



    



    └Chanyong
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    "But I wasn't just rejected."



    



    Baek Woo-jin and the viewers stopped crying.



    



    "There's a menu that, despite being suggested five times a week for three whole months, has never been rejected, even if there were complaints."



    



    Is there such a thing?



    



    └If it's five times a week, don't you get tired of it?



    



    └No way, lol. If you've been seeing each other for 3 months, aren't you basically dating?



    



    I have a feeling something sad is going to happen.



    



    "It's stir-fried pork belly."



    



    The chat window froze for a moment.



    



    "I will submit the evidence."



    



    I showed the viewers the pre-prepared KakaoTalk chatroom screenshot file.



    



    I struggled with the mosaic processing, but this is the decisive evidence that firmly establishes my claim.



    



    "This is a conversation I had with a colleague from the same team when I was working at the company." Of course, it was a woman.



    



    ——–September 11, 2017 (Monday)——–



    



    12:01 PM {Let's have lunch}



    



    {Yes} 12:01 PM



    



    ———September 12, 2017 (Tue)———



    



    12:01 PM {Let's have lunch}



    



    {Yes} 12:01 PM



    



    ———September 13, 2017 (Wed)———



    



    12:01 PM {Shall we go eat?}



    



    {Sure} 12:02 PM



    



    I finished editing the promotional video.5:08 PM



    



    5:09 PM {You did a great job}



    



    ———September 14, 2017 (Thursday)———



    



    12:00 PM {Pork stir-fry is okay, right?}



    



    ———September 15, 2017 (Friday)———



    



    12:01 PM {Let's have lunch}



    



    {Manager, by any chance}



    



    May I treat you to lunch today?



    



    I heard there's a great restaurant near the office. 12:05 PM



    



    Oh, I saw it late.



    



    Even if I have to buy it myself.



    



    12:17 PM {Let's all go together later}



    



    ———September 18, 2017 (Monday)———



    



    11:59 AM {Let's go eat}



    



    {Yes} 12:02 PM



    



    ———September 19, 2017 (Tue)———



    



    {Manager} 11:39 AM



    



    Can't we eat something else for lunch?11:39 AM



    



    11:59 AM {Today's special is spicy stir-fried pork with green peppers.}



    



    ———September 20, 2017 (Wed)———



    



    12:00 PM {Let's have lunch}



    



    {Yes} 12:01 PM



    



    ———September 21, 2017 (Thursday)———



    



    11:59 AM {Let's have lunch}



    



    {Yes} 12:01 PM



    



    Thank you for everything, Manager.



    



    I don't think I can continue working at the company anymore. It seems like it's not suited for me. There are things I want to do. I'm not feeling well either. I'm sorry, even though you taught me well.5:35 PM



    



    Is our company struggling a lot?



    



    5:41 PM {I should have considered how hard it would be in advance.}



    



    5:42 PM {Did you talk to the team leader?}



    



    I'll tell you later. 5:43 PM



    



    {I'm really sorry} 5:44 PM



    



    5:42 PM {No. It's okay.



    



    We know it's tough. Don't blame yourself.



    



    5:44 PM {You must have thought a lot about it, but hang in there.}



    



    "This person had other dreams and unfortunately resigned, but at least for three months, they didn't refuse to eat spicy stir-fried pork."



    



    The chat window's response is strange.



    



    Hahaha, crazy! Hahaha!



    



    └It's obvious you didn't want to eat it, but you forced yourself to eat it, right?



    



    └So clueless, lol



    



    └Finally, the side dish section will have a controversy tab on Namuwiki



    



    └Lunch is stir-fried pork, lololololol



    



    └He even said he would buy it in the middle of the conversation, lol.



    



    └They ask if they can change it, but today it's pork belly stir-fry, so no way, lol.



    



    "Isn't this workplace harassment?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin said something that could cause a big problem.



    



    "What are you talking about?" How well I've treated this person. I was on edge, thinking about what would happen if my first intern ran away, no, quit. 봐. You said you were sorry for teaching well on Thursday, September 21st.



    



    Baek Woo-jin shook his head.



    



    "There's no time difference between the message saying 'thank you for everything' and the one below it." If it's such a long text, I wrote it in the notes and then copied and pasted it right away.



    



    "What is that?"



    



    "I didn't want to be persuaded, so I wrote everything down in detail and sent it all at once."



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Why, why?" It's because of lunch!



    



    "Oh, I can see how you might misunderstand, but I was really busy with work back then." That's why. And that person had dreams too.



    



    Dream? What dream?



    



    "I have a pizza place in Italy."



    



    "Working at a video production company and then at a pizza place?" That too, Italy?



    



    "Isn't it cool?" Your dreams are quite ambitious.



    



    "Hyung, get a grip." "Anyone can see it's because of the spicy pork stir-fry."



    



    "There's no way." "When you go to Italy later, you should come visit."



    



    └You're just innocent, not stupid, lol.



    



    └Here comes the idiot again, lol.



    



    Where in Italy is this? LOL



    



    └Looks like you really wanted to escape, huh? LOL You didn't have any excuses, so you went for Italian pizza, LOL



    



    "And what is this?" They asked if I could eat something else, but it's spicy pork and beef stir-fry. "Are you a psychopath?"



    



    └For real, lol.



    



    └Seeing that you really don't know what the problem is, I doubt your empathy skillsㅋㅋㅋㅋ



    



    └No way, lol. Is this for real, like a thriller movie or something, lol?



    



    └Just imagining it gives me chillsㅋㅋㅋ I got tired of eating only spicy pork, so I asked if I could eat something else, and they said it's stir-fried pork and squid?Hahahahahahaha



    



    The other day, the lady at the restaurant said squid came in cheap, so she recommended we try the stir-fried squid and pork today. How can you resist spicy stir-fried pork? 진짜. If you really disliked it even a little bit, you would have said something, right?



    



    "Just in case." Wow.



    



    Baek Woo-jin was at a loss for words, as if he couldn't believe what he had just heard.



    



    "Okay." Even if this person left for another reason, the fact remains unchanged. When I suggested eating something else, you all rejected it, right? But stir-fried pork with spicy sauce has never been rejected. I don't know if there's a better menu than spicy stir-fried pork, but at least it's better than tteokbokki.



    



    "That's why I quit, because of that spicy pork stir-fry?"



    



    "Why?"



    



    └It's so annoying when they innocently ask why, lol.



    



    └[Gomjireongi has donated 10,000 won]: Understood. In this guy's brain, spicy stir-fried pork = delicious. So, I just can't understand the very idea of disliking stir-fried pork.



    



    └This is hilarious, lol.



    



    └No way, lol. Leaving aside the spicy stir-fried pork, anyone would get tired of eating the same menu for three months, lol.



    



    └This is so real I love spicy stir-fried pork, but three months is too much



    



    Regardless of gender or age, eating the same food for three months is a valid reason for resignation. Unemployment benefits should be given.



    



    "Everyone, this person keeps blaming their resignation on stir-fried pork, but this is really unreasonable." It was called spicy stir-fried pork, but it was actually a set meal. The side dishes were different every day, and the soups alternated between doenjang jjigae, sundubu jjigae, and kimchi jjigae. There's no way I'd get tired of it!



    



    While I was talking, a super chat came in.



    



    └[Mozzarella has donated 2,000 won]: Manager, it's me, Eunju. It's because of the spicy stir-fried pork.



    



    └My turn, lol.



    



    "Here?"



    



    └Is this for real?



    



    Kim Eun-joo, who left for Italy six years ago, sent support.



    



    There are people who lie sometimes, but they mentioned their own name precisely, so it can't be someone else.



    



    "Is this really Eunju?"



    



    See! "They say it's really all because of the spicy stir-fried pork!"



    



    └hahahahahaha



    



    └Isn't it a lie?



    



    How does he even know the name if he's lying? LOL, seriously LOL.



    



    Wow. I'm really glad to see you. Are you making the pizza well? "Don't feel obligated to support, just chat with me."



    



    └Mozzarella: No. It was a lie. At that time, I was too young to know how to resign, and I felt like I had to come up with a reason...



    



    I was so shocked that I couldn't speak, but Baek Woo-jin stepped in.



    



    "Ms. Eunju, if it's not too much trouble, would you be available for a call?" It seems that we need accurate information.



    



    Hey. "Don't put pressure on me."



    



    A few years ago, I felt embarrassed to ask someone I briefly worked with for a favor, so I hesitated, but surprisingly, they accepted it willingly.



    



    I wonder if they changed their number, as we were connected through KakaoTalk Voice Talk.



    



    Hello?



    



    Hello. Um... are you really okay with this?



    



    -Yes. It's okay.



    



    My head is starting to throb.



    



    "Then, please introduce yourself."



    



    -uh. My name is Kim Eun-joo, and I am 30 years old. I live in Sindaebang. I used to work at the same company as Assistant Manager Banchan.



    



    Uh? I'm not 30 years old. Ms. Eunju was born in 1992. There was a misunderstanding.



    



    -Only.



    



    As a hint of playful annoyance mixed into Kim Eun-joo's voice, Baek Woo-jin rushed in like a bat out of hell.



    



    "Exactly." These days, people talk about age in the way it's counted. Let's speak in full age. My brother is so uncultured. I'm sorry, Eunju.



    



    -It's okay. You were a bit inconsiderate before as well.



    



    Baek Woo-jin scolded me, and Kim Eun-joo chimed in, making the viewers laugh.



    



    "I would like to ask about that consideration." You said you quit because of the spicy pork stir-fry earlier, right? Please tell me in detail.



    



    At Baek Woo-jin's question, Kim Eun-joo hesitated slightly before speaking up.



    



    - I didn't know because it was the first place I got a job. I've been eating only spicy stir-fried pork all week.



    



    "Oh dear."



    



    Baek Woo-jin lamented.



    



    -CEO, team leader, manager, deputy manager, we all just naturally went to the cafeteria in the basement of the building during lunchtime and had spicy stir-fried pork.



    



    "It must have been really painful."



    



    -I like spicy stir-fried pork too, but how can a person eat only spicy stir-fried pork?



    



    "Right." Right.



    



    -So, I was too scared to talk to the CEO or the team leader, so I appealed to the assistant manager who had been nice to me.



    



    "Did you?"



    



    -They really couldn't understand.



    



    "Hehehahaha."



    



    Baek Woo-jin burst into laughter.



    



    -When we talked about osam bulgogi. That wasn't the only time. Before that, I hinted for almost two months that I wanted to eat something different, but every time, they reacted like that.



    



    "Hah hah hah."



    



    "Stop laughing already."



    



    "Sure." Ahem. So you really quit because of the spicy pork stir-fry?



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who had been laughing as if he was about to pass out, finally calmed down and asked.



    



    -There is that reason too.



    



    "There's another reason, but does stir-fried pork with spicy sauce have a share in this?"



    



    -Yes.



    



    "No, Eunju." Did you really dislike it that much? The pork belly there is delicious, isn't it?



    



    -Delicious food is only good once in a while.



    



    At Kim Eun-joo's retort, Baek Woo-jin started laughing, holding his stomach.



    



    "Um..." I really didn't know. If I had known, I would have gone to eat some stir-fried pork.



    



    - Hehe.



    



    Kim Eun-joo suddenly laughed.



    



    Baek Woo-jin's laughter grew louder, and the chat window went wild.



    



    Pork belly or stir-fried pork, lol.



    



    └This person really doesn't understand the essence of the problem, lol.



    



    └I haven't laughed like this in a while, lol.



    



    Is that company still around?



    



    └Jeyuk torture



    



    "Anyway, I'm glad to hear you're doing well now."



    



    -I never said anything like that.



    



    "Do you have any final words you'd like to say?"



    



    - Ah. Yes. Assistant Manager Banchan, in fact, you treated me really well. Even the spicy stir-fried pork wasn't because of you, it was more about the company atmosphere. So, negative comments? Please don't add sugar.



    



    Ah, that's good. Thank you for telling me.



    



    -네. I'm enjoying the broadcast.



    



    I hurriedly ended the call.



    



    Baek Woo-jin, holding his stomach, is now wheezing to the point of being confused whether he's laughing or crying.



    



    "……lost."



    



    I no longer have the strength or motivation to continue today's discussion.
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    "Turn on WTV now and watch Baekban." I'm going to take an exam tomorrow.



    



    └I won't see you?



    



    └Wow! After the live broadcast, the recorded broadcast!



    



    └No way, lol. On Thursdays, I really only see those guys.



    



    └Hahaha, what about the exam? Hahaha



    



    The broadcast ended with a request to watch 'Baekban Dara.'



    



    "Sigh."



    



    It seems that the effect of the massage I received from Cha Ji-chan has worn off. I can't help but yawn.



    



    What is spicy stir-fried pork? You really need to learn a lot from me.



    



    Baek Woo-jin is bragging again because he won for once.



    



    The tone that varies in pitch with each word is infuriating, and the narrowed eyes and elongated philtrum are quite provocative as well.



    



    It's frustrating to be treated like this by someone who thinks of tteokbokki as a meal option for a date.



    



    "If I could have learned from you, I would have grabbed your leg and begged you long ago."



    



    "It's not too late even now."



    



    I couldn't help but chuckle at Baek Woo-jin's audacity.



    



    I turned on WTV and was waiting for "Baekban Ttara" to air when Mukunji knocked on the door.



    



    Yes. PD-nim.



    



    "I organized the freelance editor's portfolio and sent it via email."



    



    It's good news.



    



    I've been looking for an editor since last week, and fortunately, it seems there was an applicant.



    



    You worked hard. I'll let you know tomorrow.



    



    Yes. "Then, I'll be leaving for the day."



    



    The aged kimchi bowed and greeted.



    



    I also bowed my head, and Baek Woo-jin greeted with both hands waving.



    



    Mugunji also responded to Baek Woo-jin with a light nod and left the office.



    



    "It would be nice to have a meal together later."



    



    Baek Woo-jin said.



    



    "PD-nim?"



    



    Yes. "Let's set up a meeting."



    



    The aged kimchi won't be pleased.



    



    It's not that she dislikes Baek Woo-jin, but there's no way she would be happy about the dinner gathering given her eating disorder.



    



    Ah. Would it be uncomfortable to have a meal with the boss?



    



    While I was pondering how to change the subject, Baek Woo-jin took the initiative and dropped the matter.



    



    "But why didn't you post that?"



    



    "What?"



    



    "Remember when PD Eunji used a cardboard box and drank water?" I seriously just burst out laughing.



    



    "They were scolding me with a serious face."



    



    "Then there's nothing we can do about it."



    



    "Why are you so interested in the PD?"



    



    "Because it's fun." Work well. You're charming, you know.



    



    You....... No.



    



    If the two of them happen to start dating and then break up, it would be awkward for everyone in between.



    



    "You can just like someone as a person." Why do you think like that again?



    



    "Really?"



    



    "Then."



    



    "After all, I'm not someone who would be swayed by something like tteokbokki."



    



    Not even tteokbokki, let alone the most delicious food in the world, would they accept.



    



    "Better than spicy stir-fried pork."



    



    Baek Woo-jin shrugs his shoulders and teases.



    



    "How can you be so oblivious to everything?" I've never seen someone get fired over stir-fried pork before.



    



    "Shut up."



    



    "If you pay 50,000 won a month, I'll teach you step by step from the beginning."



    



    Just as I was starting to get annoyed, Baekban Follow started.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "What did you write so much about?"



    



    While watching Baekban Ttara, I took notes on how the broadcasting station edited it, and it seems they are curious.



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked, gesturing with his eyes at the notebook.



    



    I was wondering how you edited it. I wrote something good.



    



    "Have you not let go yet?"



    



    It's a question asking if you're still editing.



    



    "I wish I could let go too."



    



    Tomorrow, I'll set everything aside and start by reviewing the applicants' portfolios.



    



    "That's ridiculous." "Are you still doing the editing, bro?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin's eyes widened.



    



    "Then who will do it?"



    



    "You post five a week, right?" "You've been doing all that while doing broadcasts and preparing lunch boxes?"



    



    Nodding, he blinks.



    



    "Hyung, you'll die doing that."



    



    "I was just looking for an editor." I heard you received the portfolio earlier.



    



    "I thought they were hiring more because they were short-staffed."



    



    Apparently, they thought I had an editor.



    



    Even I think the workload is excessive. Even if we hire a freelance editor, one person won't be enough.



    



    "Anyway, what do you want to eat?"



    



    Since I lost the debate today, I have to buy dinner. It's too late to call it dinner, but still.



    



    "Expensive thing."



    



    "There isn't any expensive food."



    



    "I'm going to take back everything that was taken from me."



    



    Baek Woo-jin took the lead.



    



    I was about to tidy up the office, but since Mukji had already organized it, I could just turn off my complaints and head out right away.



    



    "But seriously, Sangcheol's team is really different." I don't know what it is, but it's different.



    



    It seems that Baek Woo-jin was also impressed by 'Baek Banchan.'



    



    "That's why." Even professionals refer to it.



    



    "Hyung, you're good at editing too." How is it?



    



    "Getting the points is similar, but since you can't spend much time on it, the quality differs."



    



    "Ahem."



    



    "Actually, what I envy the most is being able to use images or music freely."



    



    "That's right." I'll cover it all with the production budget.



    



    "I also want to have a lot of money so I can spend it freely."



    



    "Why are you pretending not to be here?"



    



    "It's tough before the advertising fees come in."



    



    "Come in?"



    



    "Heheh."



    



    Just thinking about it makes me laugh.



    



    Thinking about the money that will be deposited soon, my heavy feet felt much lighter.



    



    Walking while laughing aimlessly like that, I suddenly remembered what happened today.



    



    “참. Kids these days are scary. On the way to Bucheon, two middle school students came up to me and recognized me.



    



    "Did you say you'd sign again?"



    



    "……."



    



    "Did you?"



    



    They'll definitely tease me again for acting like a celebrity.



    



    "I did it, but..."



    



    "Ha ha!"



    



    "Ah, listen." They give me their signatures, but they don't tell me their names. When I asked why, they said it's better not to write their name because they're going to sell it on Carrot.



    



    "Whoa."



    



    "I had the exact same expression as you just now." I was so dumbfounded that I couldn't speak, but they said it was a joke.



    



    "I'm scared." Kids these days are scary.



    



    "Scary."



    



    I walked for a while, nodding my head.



    



    "But it seems like you've really become famous."



    



    "Not at all."



    



    "I heard you met a subscriber at lunch."



    



    "Sometimes there are people who recognize me."



    



    "And today, that Kim Eun-joo?" Do you think it's easy to get in touch with that person when you're talking about them?



    



    "It's just a coincidence."



    



    "No." That means more people are watching our show.



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    Even last winter, the average number of viewers was 200 to 300.



    



    In just five months, the number of subscribers is approaching 500,000, and although it's limited to Thursdays, the average viewership for the talk show is maintaining around 10,000 and continues to trend upwards.



    



    "Then." It seems like Baekban Dara entered at just the right time.



    



    "I hope today's reaction is good too."



    



    "It does bother me a bit."



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin stood in front of the restaurant door.



    



    "It was also uploaded on YouTube."



    



    "Is it because of the comments?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    Episodes 1 and 2 of 'Baekban Ttara,' which aired on TV, were uploaded one each on Monday and Tuesday to the official WTV YouTube channel.



    



    Since it was for YouTube, I edited it to match the YouTube vibe, but some subscribers complained.



    



    Some subscribers of the Ujini channel commented, asking why Baek Woo-jin's explanation was edited, saying that someone who loves to show off wouldn't be this calm, that the editing seemed awkward, and that it felt like they were forcing it to look like a YouTuber video.



    



    Some subscribers of the side dish store said things like "the absurdity is gone," "now that they're on public broadcasting, they're holding back," "the videos on the side dish store channel are more fun," and "stop using outdated memes."



    



    "Seongcheol hyung seems to be worried too."



    



    "We appreciate that you like our videos."



    



    "I know too." But if the white rice goes well, it's good for us too. Those comments were probably made with the hope that we would do well, but honestly, it's a bit much.



    



    Baek Woo-jin is just being honest; I'm no different.



    



    Even if the number of people raising complaints is small, their voices tend to be heard loudly.



    



    The broadcasting station must have its own direction it wants to pursue, so we can't criticize them just because the video I was doing with Baek Woo-jin personally is different.



    



    Everyone just has their own style.



    



    "Even so, we can't say anything to the people we think about." Aaaah.



    



    Baek Woo-jin pulled his hair out.



    



    "Let's eat something." Where is this place?



    



    They say it's a great pasta place. I searched it earlier.



    



    "Are you saying we're having pasta for dinner?"



    



    "Why?"



    



    "I'm not full."



    



    "Then eat more." There's steak too.



    



    "Should I?"



    



    I thought to myself, "As expected, he's a smart guy," as I opened the door and stepped inside.



    



    The store's atmosphere was quite casual.



    



    It seems like a place that also sells wine.



    



    You said you were going to eat something expensive, but it seems you're not going to crazy places like Chajichan.



    



    A young man who appeared to be an employee greeted us. Fatigue shows on your face.



    



    It's past 9 PM, so it's time to be tired.



    



    "Are you two?"



    



    The employee asked somewhat dryly and curtly.



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Our last order is at 10 PM. Is that okay with you?"



    



    "Are you going to eat soon?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    Yes. It's okay.



    



    "Are you a couple?"



    



    "Yes?"



    



    Astonished, I ask again, and they tilt their head sideways and ask again.



    



    "Are you a couple?"



    



    Today, I can't seem to get the words out in many ways.



    



    I don't know if it's because I'm not feeling well or if I've just met a lot of strange people.



    



    The employee pointed to the poster as if it were a bother.



    



    "We're offering a 20% discount for couple guests until tomorrow."



    



    "We're not a couple."



    



    "Understood."



    



    Thinking that there might be too little prejudice even if there is none, I turned my head and saw Baek Woo-jin also wearing a bewildered expression.



    



    "Do we look like we're dating?"



    



    "Could it be misunderstood if two men come to eat pasta at 9 PM?"



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    I was shown to my seat by the staff.



    



    I opened the menu and for a moment, I doubted my eyes.



    



    A bowl of bouillabaisse pasta costs 20,000 won, and the dish called fresh truffle risotto costs 43,000 won, which is quite expensive for a risotto.



    



    Hey. "Why did you come to a place like this?"



    



    Leaning forward and lowering my voice as much as possible, I spoke.



    



    "I told you I was going to eat it all today."



    



    "Still, how can a risotto cost over 40,000 won?"



    



    "Really?" I guess I should eat that too.



    



    He's a crazy bastard.



    



    Baek Woo-jin raised his hand to call the staff.



    



    "One fresh truffle risotto, one sea bass steak, and one Lyonnaise salad, please." Where's Hyung?



    



    "How about you, Hyung?" Just do that. 뭔.”



    



    "I'm hungry." If you don't order, I'll eat it all by myself.



    



    You're not in your right mind right now. "I don't know why, but I've gone completely crazy."



    



    "Can't you even buy something like this on a day like today?"



    



    "Do it moderately."



    



    "Really disappointing." These days, you're making good money, so why can't you buy me at least this much? What did I do to you, bro?



    



    I was so angry that I was about to lash out, but then I noticed the employee next to me.



    



    With a thoroughly exhausted face, he stares intently at me and Baek Woo-jin, his expression pleading for us to please place an order for anything.



    



    "......Please give me one brie cheese pasta and one salmon steak."



    



    "I will prepare it for you."



    



    I was so flustered by the sudden large expense that I couldn't tell if the food was going into my mouth or my nose.



    



    It's infuriating that they charged 24,000 won for a pasta dish that only had some greens, tomatoes, and brie cheese, yet it was exquisite.



    



    Every time the pasta coated in gooey cheese comes into my mouth, my salivary glands are stimulated.



    



    Salmon, too, was grilled enough, no, to the point of being excessive, to suit my taste.



    



    The salmon, which crumbles softly after the crispy first bite, is a work of art.



    



    "It's okay here."



    



    "Right."



    



    "You're noisy." Just eat it already.



    



    "Are you sulking?"



    



    "I don't care how much I think about it, 24,000 won for a plate of pasta just doesn't seem right."



    



    I think so too. If I pay, I won't eat.



    



    "This."



    



    "Ah~ I'm so full."



    



    After finishing his meal, Baek Woo-jin leaned back in his chair and rubbed his stomach.



    



    Boasting about the protruding belly and laughing, there's nothing more to say.



    



    Even though it was expensive, it was delicious.



    



    He sighed and gathered his belongings.



    



    "Did you enjoy your meal?"



    



    The employee, who looked even more exhausted than before, asked out of obligation.



    



    Yes. I had a great meal.



    



    "I'll help you with the 148,000 won payment."



    



    Yes. Ah, but we just started dating. Can we get a couple's discount?



    



    The employee looked up and observed Baek Woo-jin.



    



    I also turned my head, and Baek Woo-jin's eyes were almost popping out.



    



    "What kind of nonsense is that?"



    



    "You said you would teach me about dating."



    



    "What?"



    



    "Teach me, please." So, are we dating now?



    



    "Why are you acting out of the blue?" "Don't embarrass me."



    



    Without replying, I grabbed the guy's hand and lifted it up, and the staff member, with a cold expression, spoke dryly.



    



    "You must not lie."



    



    "Really." We even held hands, didn't we?



    



    The employee stared at me and Baek Woo-jin for a moment and then started operating the POS machine.



    



    "Your bill is settled."



    



    When I received the receipt, it only showed the discounted price of 118,400 won from the original 148,000 won.



    



    "Are you crazy?" "What kind of trouble did you go through just to get a 30,000 won discount?"



    



    As soon as they left the restaurant, Baek Woo-jin started complaining.



    



    "To you, it's just 30,000 won, but to me, it's not."



    



    "Exactly!"



    



    As if at a loss for words, they stamp their feet and then shout.



    



    "Then what are you going to do if you do something like this!" It's a lie! And we're starting to get famous now! "Don't you know you have to be careful with every little thing like this?"



    



    "Then let's break up."



    



    "What?"



    



    "Our personalities don't match." Let's break up.



    



    "......Are you really crazy, bro?"



    



    "When did they ever say they would teach me about dating?"



    



    Ah. "Aaaaaah!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin tore at his hair and stomped his feet.



    



    It seems like the revenge of teasing for winning the debate and demanding an absurdly expensive meal was well executed.

  
    Menu development



    



    The next day.



    



    I'm checking the portfolios of freelance editors, and there are a few who look good.



    



    Thanks to Mukji organizing things once, it was easy to narrow down the people.



    



    "PD-nim."



    



    "Yes."



    



    Everyone seemed fine. Please send the original video of yesterday's Baekban Discussion to these four people and ask them to edit it to 20 minutes.



    



    This is the final step to see how well we can adapt to the side dish store style.



    



    I'm thinking of picking two people among the four who match me the best, but even if it's a test, there should be compensation for labor.



    



    Usually, it starts at 100,000 won per task, but since this is for internal testing and not for uploading videos, I understand if you set it to the minimum.



    



    "How would you like to set the deadline?"



    



    Muk Eun-ji asked.



    



    "Let's do it by midnight the day after tomorrow." Please let them know that I will send 100,000 won the next day. Please use free sources for images and music that are available for commercial use.



    



    Mukji summarizes and writes down what I say.



    



    "Please explain that the unit price is set at the lowest because it is for verification purposes." When drafting the contract, it also says to specify 200,000 won per case.



    



    Since the job posting stated that they would pay 200,000 won per task, I asked for an explanation to avoid any misunderstandings.



    



    Understood. And.



    



    I was in a hurry to finish editing before the broadcast time, but Muk-ji called me to a halt.



    



    "Yes."



    



    "You made a mistake in depositing the salary." Please provide your account number.



    



    "There's no way that's true."



    



    Mugunji took out her smartphone and showed her account.



    



    As soon as I came to work today, the salary of 3,045,970 won and the incentive of 3,045,970 won sent to Mukunji last month are correctly recorded.



    



    "That's right, isn't it?"



    



    "You sent it twice." It seems that an error occurred.



    



    Mugunji pointed to the salary and incentives and said.



    



    It seems there was a misunderstanding because they paid 100% of the net amount.



    



    "No." I gave it to the PD, right? This is the incentive we are offering for the CookCook contract. See. I wrote "incentive," didn't I?



    



    Mukji frowned.



    



    "If it weren't for the PD, I would have received 100 million won." "Since you brought in 200 million, of course, you should get an incentive."



    



    "You can proceed with such matters after the company is stable."



    



    "For now, it's enough." I saved money for the lunchbox business and also took care of the advertising costs.



    



    "……."



    



    "Is it okay if I take it?"



    



    The old kimchi is spoiled.



    



    No matter what you say, they just stand there quietly without even blinking.



    



    "We haven't decided how to distribute the incentives yet, but we will continue in a similar manner going forward."



    



    "Excessive."



    



    "Not at all excessive." This company is run by me and the PD.



    



    Maybe it might be too much.



    



    I've never received an incentive while working, and I don't know what criteria other companies use to provide them.



    



    But one thing is certain.



    



    Even though I gave my all to my work, sacrificing my health, time, and hobbies, there was no one who recognized me.



    



    Not only were there no incentives, but salary negotiations weren't even properly conducted, and I had to hear things like, "What did you even do?" and "Anyone else could have done this."



    



    As such incidents repeated year after year, the feeling of caring for the company and the pride in handling my own work properly disappeared.



    



    I don't want the side dish store to become that kind of company.



    



    Mukji doesn't want to treat this company with the same mindset as I did back then.



    



    "But."



    



    "What I told you back then was sincere." So, this is only natural. It was amazing. Thank you.



    



    Mugunji slowly lowered the hand that was holding the smartphone.



    



    "By the way, how's the preparation for the new content starting next week going?"



    



    "Writing in progress." I can do it on Monday.



    



    "That's nice."



    



    There are 4 hours left until the scheduled broadcast time today. We need to hurry to get one video out.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    It was amazing. Thank you.



    



    It was a word I had never heard before.



    



    The negotiation for the advertising contract with Kokkoi itself was successful, but when I was at Hongdangmu Entertainment, I used to close deals like that three or four times a month.



    



    It was a trivial matter that was written in a single line in the weekly work report.



    



    3,045,970 won.



    



    An incentive amounting to 100% of the salary was also unfamiliar.



    



    When Mukji joined the company, Hongdangmu Entertainment was still a startup, and the CEO reassured the employees by saying that since the company was growing, they would distribute incentives later.



    



    It's a pity, but at that time, the conditions for changing jobs weren't right, and I had no choice but to understand.



    



    "So, this is only natural."



    



    As Ban Chan-young said, it wasn't obvious.



    



    I couldn't help but be taken aback by the message that came around lunchtime.



    



    When I checked my account, the salary of 3,045,970 won and the incentive of 3,045,970 won were deposited separately.



    



    I can't believe it; I refreshed it several times and couldn't miss the word "incentive."



    



    I couldn't have been unaware of the intention behind the side dish.



    



    At first, I was very surprised, but soon after, worry followed.



    



    Just a month ago, we didn't have the budget to spend more on labor costs, so the CEO was editing all the videos alone, and now I wondered if it was okay to receive such a large amount of money.



    



    If we save this money and pay it to the freelance editor, I thought it would significantly reduce the burden on Banchan.



    



    So, Muk-jin pretended not to notice and started a conversation with Ban-chan-yong.



    



    If I mistakenly treat the incentive given to me as a mistake, I would have a reason to get back the amount for the side dishes, so I wanted to return the money without any burden.



    



    It would be worth considering, but the side dishes didn't do that.



    



    Calmly, they said it was a given, that it was great, and thanked me.



    



    It was both surprising and delightful to receive the treatment I had never experienced before.



    



    The contract with Cooky was the first advertising contract for the side dish store and a means to overcome the difficult financial situation, so we had to do our best.



    



    I had just done my job, but it was the first time my efforts and achievements were recognized.



    



    The effort that was once taken for granted is becoming special.



    



    The special reward has become taken for granted.



    



    The old kimchi couldn't fully accept the change yet, but it could feel the sense of accomplishment that it had experienced long ago and had forgotten about.



    



    The aged kimchi turned its head.



    



    Beyond the glass wall, Banchan was rewatching yesterday's broadcast.



    



    She briefly took in the scene, then composed her excited heart and began searching for and organizing materials to use for next week's new content.



    



    It was 10 PM, and after saying goodbye to the side dish vendor, I headed outside.



    



    I took the bus heading home and got off in front of the nearby park.



    



    Welcoming spring, the flowers blooming on the trees swayed gently under the streetlight.



    



    I didn't have time or friends to go flower viewing, but the atmosphere here during my commute to and from work wasn't bad either.



    



    Mugunji took out her earphones, put them on, and called her mother.



    



    -Um. Eunji.



    



    "Did you sleep?"



    



    -I was dozing off. Why?



    



    No. Just.



    



    - Are you leaving work now?



    



    "Yeah."



    



    -Oh dear. Are you still bothering people at this hour?



    



    "No." We start work at 12, so this is the right time.



    



    -Really? Is there anything tough?



    



    Yes. Not at all difficult.



    



    -Don't you regret it?



    



    I was worried about my daughter, who quit her job at the large corporation's subsidiary, Hongdangmu Entertainment, to join a startup.



    



    "I think I did well."



    



    -Really? What are you working on?



    



    "Write the script." Sign the contract. Also saving people. I'm also studying editing.



    



    The mother's worries grew as she listened to her daughter's words.



    



    Since it was small-scale, it seemed like there were too many roles for one person to handle.



    



    "Cook rice and drink water."



    



    -What? Does the boss even make you cook? What is the world like these days?



    



    "Anihi."



    



    Laughter burst out.



    



    "While filming a promotional video for the rice cooker advertisement." Water is 음. That happened.



    



    You seduced my precious daughter who was working at a big corporation and made her cook, so I'm furious.



    



    Hearing my daughter's laughter, my heart softened. I didn't know it had been years since I heard such a cheerful voice.



    



    It seems like it's worth going.



    



    Yes. "Right."



    



    The aged kimchi took a moment to ferment.



    



    -What is it?



    



    "I got my salary today, and I got an incentive too?"



    



    -Really?



    



    Yes. 3 million won.



    



    Didn't you say your salary was 3 million won?



    



    "I heard you received it as an incentive." Full salary. I've never had 6 million won come in at once before.



    



    -Oh~ really? Really?



    



    "I told you so." The boss said I did really well.



    



    -Oh, how commendable. What did you do to get such a big bonus?



    



    "I told you earlier that I did a rice cooker commercial." I raised the amount a bit while negotiating the deposit.



    



    -You've really messed up. If the boss is giving such a bonus, you must have done really well.



    



    When I explained to my mother what I had done, the ordinary and common things gradually became special.



    



    "Well, whatever." It's not that big of a deal, though...



    



    Mugunji pondered for a moment, then smiled and said.



    



    "The CEO said so." It was amazing."



    



    The old kimchi, feeling embarrassed as if it were bragging, kicked a small stone lying on the road for no reason.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Saturday.



    



    Before starting "Let's Make Side Dishes," everyone gathered in Bucheon to discuss the lunchbox menu.



    



    Since talking seemed endless, we eventually decided to each write down one thing and share our thoughts.



    



    Menu development manager Joo Ji-seung began to open the folded notes one by one.



    



    "Spicy stir-fried pork, tteokbokki, chicken breast."



    



    Joo Ji-seung slammed the desk.



    



    "Do you even plan on doing business?"



    



    I was just as angry as Baek Woo-jin and Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "Who the hell puts tteokbokki in a diet lunchbox?" Baek Woo-jin, is that you?



    



    He said while looking at Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "Write down your wishes!" I thought it would be great if there was zero tteokbokki!



    



    "Make some sense!"



    



    "Then what's this chicken breast?" Who pays money to eat boiled chicken breast! This is Ji-chan, right?



    



    "When it comes to dieting, it's chicken breast." If you use my advertisement, I'll get it for you cheaper.



    



    "Just boil some raw chicken breasts and give them to me?" "Are you trying to get cursed out on purpose?"



    



    "Better than spicy stir-fried pork." Is this you, Chanyong?



    



    "What's wrong with spicy stir-fried pork?" If you just don't add sugar, it's a completely delicious nutritious meal.



    



    "Everyone, calm down."



    



    Jujiseung crumpled the note and threw it into the trash can.



    



    "I'll think about the menu by myself." That seems right.



    



    "I don't think that's it."



    



    Worried, Malini nodded, and Baek Woo-jin and Cha Ji-chan followed suit.



    



    "Honestly, who would trust a diet lunchbox made by you?"



    



    "What?"



    



    "That's right!" What was that video that was uploaded yesterday?



    



    "Baek Woo-jin, no matter what, you're being too harsh on your brother."



    



    When Baek Woo-jin shouted, "Back off," Cha Ji-chan stopped him.



    



    "Too much? What do you mean by too much?" Did you not see the video he posted yesterday about healthy food?



    



    Baek Woo-jin turned on YouTube.



    



    It was a video of alternating cherry tomatoes and green onions on a short, thin skewer, wrapped in a waffle generously spread with apple jam, dipped in melted chocolate, and then removed to let it set.



    



    I could have understood it up to that point, but when it was dipped in batter and fried, I felt faint.



    



    "God, oh my."



    



    "Posting something like this and calling it a healthy lunch box?" "Will people believe it?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin is right.



    



    "These days, this is how you get views." You eat healthy food too, don't you? Today, I'm going to make it with Chanyong again.



    



    Joo Ji-seung attempted to defend himself, but his argument lacks persuasiveness.



    



    "How about this?"



    



    PD Choi Michael from the "Heart Sutra" has stepped up.



    



    "You're putting on something like a mask and making food." In the vibe of a secondary character. "Anyone can see that he's a monk who knows the Heart Sutra, but when it comes to making lunch boxes, he only makes healthy food."



    



    While staring intently at Joo Ji-seung with Baek Woo-jin and Cha Ji-chan, a good idea came to mind.



    



    "Bro, do you have a robe?"
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    "Of course, it is." If it's okay to wear it even when cosplaying as Gungye.



    



    Jujiseung answered hesitantly.



    



    "Even better." He used to be a monk, but now he feels like he's gone astray. "Since we're going to add meat dishes anyway, I think we can proceed with that and use your image."



    



    "I'm telling you, I'm not a monk."



    



    "Sub-character." Just act half-heartedly.



    



    Suspiciously fluent Japanese hosts or suspiciously skilled trot singers.



    



    The activity of secondary characters is already being accepted by the public as a familiar concept.



    



    Joo Ji-seung stroked his chin in thought.



    



    "I think I look good too." It doesn't affect the older brother concept, and it also promotes the lunch box.



    



    "Anyway, it's something we do every day on the show, right?"



    



    When Baek Woo-jin and Choi Mi-kael stepped forward to persuade, I let out a hollow laugh.



    



    "It seems like I'm getting more and more work."



    



    "The captain usually has a lot to do."



    



    "I'm going crazy." Got it. Got it.



    



    When pushed once more, they reluctantly accepted.



    



    "But what about the menu?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin brought up the main point again.



    



    "You have to give him chicken breast, you know?"



    



    "That's just like you, bro." Older brother, people who go to the gym must be fed up, right?



    



    When Cha Ji-chan expressed his opinion, Baek Woo-jin scolded him.



    



    "That's true." I bought it thinking it was a delicious diet lunchbox, but how would you feel if it had chicken breast in it?



    



    I also chimed in.



    



    There is a lot of animosity towards chicken breast.



    



    "Perfect for failing."



    



    When Joo Ji-seung revealed that he shared the same thought, Cha Ji-chan pouted and turned around.



    



    "First of all, we agreed on three side dishes, right?" You can't avoid some overlap in the ingredients.



    



    "Because of the cost?"



    



    "Right."



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin reached a consensus.



    



    For example, if you're making mushroom bulgogi, you also make stir-fried mushrooms. You can use the mushrooms, onions, and carrots that go into bulgogi for stir-fried mushrooms too.



    



    Now that I think about it, the costs will definitely go down.



    



    Even if you buy the same ingredients, buying in bulk can lower the unit price.



    



    "Instead, the remaining side dishes should be something else."



    



    "I wish we had kimchi." If we have mushroom bulgogi and stir-fried mushrooms, it would be nice to have a spicy and refreshing side dish.



    



    "Right." It seems like your side is more balanced.



    



    "Chicken breast."



    



    Just when I thought the meeting was finally progressing, Cha Ji-chan brought up chicken breast again.



    



    When everyone glared at him, Cha Ji-chan raised both hands and shook his head.



    



    "It's not something to oppose without reason." What do people think a diet lunchbox is? When you think of dieting, isn't chicken breast the first thing that comes to mind?



    



    "You hate it the most, don't you?"



    



    If a lunchbox is to sell, its image is also important. Earlier, why did the topic about Ji-seung's image come up?



    



    It's not that I'm stubbornly insisting on chicken breast for no reason; it seems like there's a good reason behind it.



    



    "Do you know how insect food is sold?"



    



    As I nodded, intending to keep listening to the story, Cha Ji-chan leaned on the desk and began to explain.



    



    There were those who sold it in powder form so that the shape or texture of the bugs wouldn't be noticeable. There was a place that made and sold food where the insects were visible just as they were. Which one do you think succeeded?



    



    Of course, it's advantageous for the side that doesn't retain any form.



    



    "Oh, I know this."



    



    Baek Woo-jin stepped forward.



    



    Jujiseung also let out a groan and rubbed his chin, as if he knew the story.



    



    "I heard that people who eat bugs actually prefer to keep the insect shape because they want to feel like they're eating bugs in the first place."



    



    It was an unexpected event, but upon hearing it, I thought it might be possible.



    



    "Okay." In the first place, people looking for diet lunch boxes are thinking of eating chicken breast or salad, you know? How about giving those people something similar to a regular meal? The satisfaction level is decreasing.



    



    "Oh~"



    



    When Baek Woo-jin and I admired it at the same time, Cha Ji-chan felt a bit embarrassed.



    



    "That's true." I didn't think of that.



    



    "Ji-chan hyung has a point." In 1992, a product called Crystal Pepsi came out, and it was literally crystal, clear cola.



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who loves to explain, started the engine.



    



    "We developed a product that was different from the existing cola, but we totally messed it up."



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Because of the image that cola is black." Transparent carbonated drinks make you think of cider and Sprite, right? So, people who wanted to drink cola didn't even glance at Crystal Pepsi.



    



    "Ah."



    



    So, a diet lunchbox that tastes as good as regular food for people looking for diet lunchboxes. Delicious side dishes can become something to avoid, you know.



    



    "Wow."



    



    As I admired, Baek Woo-jin lifted his chin and acted smug.



    



    "As Woojin said, we know that we need to consume a balanced and adequate amount of nutrients, but there are still people who don't know this."



    



    Cha Ji-chan added a word.



    



    "Should I upload a video?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung came up with the idea.



    



    It's simple, but it's the fastest and most certain method we can use.



    



    "A diet plan or something like that." We're all standing on one foot, aren't we?



    



    The banchan store that used to be a mukbang channel has long since switched to diet and storytelling content.



    



    Even though Banya Sikgyeong is a cooking channel, it is related, and Jimgun, while currently focused on exercise and travel, was originally a channel for building a healthy body.



    



    Eugene has been sharing various bits of knowledge, so it will be useful for existing subscribers as well.



    



    "Okay." Anyway, I was planning to post diet methods starting next week.



    



    I brought up the topic because I plan to make proper dieting methods the new content starting next week, and the three people just stared at me.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "The person speaking is also important." Right.



    



    "Right." When this guy talks, it feels like a scam.



    



    "Chanyong, wouldn't it be better for you to step back?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin, Cha Ji-chan, and Joo Ji-seung took turns scolding him.



    



    "What's wrong with everyone?" What did I do?



    



    "Listening to what you say, you sound just like a cult."



    



    "I know it's nonsense, but it sounds so convincing that it makes me angry."



    



    "Right now, Chan-young's body doesn't really lend much credibility to his talk about dieting."



    



    These guys are unbelievable. Where can you find someone as genuine as me? "Would a person with diabetes lie about their diet?"



    



    The three people ponder for a moment and then nod.



    



    I'm slightly annoyed.



    



    "So?" How are you preparing for it?



    



    The monk asked.



    



    "At first, I thought about why I made so many mistakes, and it turned out that my perception of dieting itself was wrong."



    



    Right. Not just you, but quite a few people misunderstand. I did too.



    



    "So, I'm thinking of clearing up that misunderstanding first."



    



    "That's fine." If you need anything, just let me know.



    



    Cha Ji-chan stepped up confidently.



    



    In terms of knowledge related to dieting, you are the most knowledgeable among us, so if any difficulties arise, I should ask you.



    



    "But when are we going to decide on the menu?"



    



    Everyone fell silent at Baek Woo-jin's question.



    



    "How about mushroom bulgogi for now?"



    



    I can't think of a better idea, so I'm just staying put, and it seems like Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin are the same.



    



    "Let's just make it and eat it first, then think about it." Anyway, I was planning to make shiitake mushroom bulgogi today.



    



    Bulgogi with shiitake mushrooms?



    



    Today, I will feast.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    ***



    



    As a result of what I learned from Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin, and the information I gathered on my own about dieting.



    



    I realized that I had completely misunderstood dieting all this time.



    



    Not just me, but probably many people have similar misunderstandings, so I have prepared new content to correct them.



    



    Monday.



    



    As soon as I got to work, I had my first meeting with Mukji.



    



    As I mentioned last time, this content will be uploaded in three parts. The broadcast will continue uninterrupted.



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Misinformation about diets, commonly misunderstood diet facts, and finally, we plan to proceed with the correct diet methods."



    



    I skimmed through the research documents that Mukji had handed over.



    



    "Where should we set the goal of dieting?"



    



    To address the misconceptions about dieting, one must understand how people generally perceive dieting.



    



    "It's about getting slim."



    



    "That's right." So, what do you think is the standard for being slim?



    



    "I believe the BMI should be around 12 to 13."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    I was taken aback and asked back.



    



    The WHO (World Health Organization) classifies a BMI (Body Mass Index) of 18.5 or higher but less than 24.9 as normal.



    



    A BMI below 18.5 means underweight, but the 12-13 that Mukji mentioned is at a starvation level.



    



    "How tall are you, PD?"



    



    "It's 160 cm."



    



    "To have a BMI of 13 at that height, you would need to weigh 35 kg, right?"



    



    Mukbang nodded instead of answering. I feel a strange sense of pride.



    



    I knew I had an eating disorder, but it's more serious than I expected.



    



    I haven't meddled in personal issues until now, but if the person preparing this content with me has the wrong ideas about dieting, it won't work out.



    



    "PD, we definitely need to address this."



    



    "Yes."



    



    If the BMI is between 12 and 13, it's a state of starvation. It's dangerous.



    



    The aged kimchi is staring at me intently.



    



    Judging by the way they usually speak so clearly, it seems more like they can't accept what I'm saying rather than having any complaints.



    



    "I know that my standards are different from others."



    



    Should we just let it go for now?



    



    Mugunji swallowed his words for now as he continued the conversation while looking at the materials.



    



    "Generally, the standard for a slim and pretty body seems to be around 45kg to 48kg." Because of this, many celebrities have listed their weight as 45kg or 48kg on their profiles.



    



    That's it. That's what I'm saying is wrong.



    



    "That's right." It should weigh around 35 kg.



    



    "No." No. No.



    



    I urgently blocked the words.



    



    "Based on PD's height of 160 cm, at least 50 kg is the minimum normal weight." Up to 58 kg is normal.



    



    The aged kimchi opened its mouth.



    



    It seems like they don't believe it.



    



    It's strange how I handle other things reasonably well, yet I don't know why I'm so extreme about my weight.



    



    "It's a figure set by the World Health Organization." Actually, it varies depending on muscle mass, but at 160 cm and 50 kg, it is considered quite thin. Even so, I think of it based on 45 kg. "Why is that?"



    



    "CEO, may I ask you something before that?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Are you planning to conduct this content like the Baekban Debate?"



    



    "No?" "Why?"



    



    The aged kimchi hesitates rarely.



    



    "It's okay." "Go ahead and say it."



    



    "It's hard to believe that my ideal weight for my height is 58 kg."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "You're saying that on the air."



    



    "Broadcasting?" How is it?



    



    "Defamation, threats, slander, incitement, fraud, intrigue, schemes, etc."



    



    I'm at a loss for words.



    



    I was so dumbfounded and flabbergasted that I wanted to retort, but I had done something wrong, so I couldn't.



    



    "That's right." Okay. That's true, but this isn't right. It's true.



    



    The way he squints his eyes and looks at me makes it clear that he can't possibly believe me.



    



    I find and show the BMI standards published by the WHO on the tablet, and only then does he nod his head.



    



    Anyway. We need to understand why 45 kg became the standard for being slim. As a guess.



    



    "It's because of the camera."



    



    I think the same.



    



    The field of view changes according to the change in the lens focal length. Broadcast cameras have a noticeable difference.



    



    It is already widely known common knowledge.



    



    "That's right." So, there are many reviews saying that celebrities look much thinner in person. In reality, even ordinary people look bloated on broadcast cameras.



    



    "That's right."



    



    "So, since they lived in front of the camera, they had to lose weight to the point of starvation to look slim on broadcasts."
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    One of the reasons why this misconception started is because the entertainment agency introduced the weight of its affiliated celebrity as 45kg.



    



    I don't know why it's specifically 45kg, but I think the perception that a slim body weight is 45kg might have arisen due to the influence of the media and press.



    



    They say the pretty celebrities on TV weigh 45kg, so people misunderstand and think they need to weigh 45kg to be slim.



    



    The way it looks on screen appears puffier than in reality, contributing to the formation of a distorted perception.



    



    The fact that an adult woman's weight is only 45 kg to begin with is the real issue.



    



    "The body profile is also a problem."



    



    This is also mentioned in the article materials investigated by Mukunji.



    



    The normal body fat percentage for adult men is 15-20%, and for women, it is 20-25%.



    



    I feel like I know what Mukji is thinking because I felt it more deeply than anyone else.



    



    "I gained a lot of weight while preparing for a job." And before that, the street I used to walk without a care in the world became frightening.



    



    "……."



    



    There were people who smiled at me, and when we walked face to face, I was always the one who had to avoid them. "When I went to buy clothes, I was subtly ignored, and it was the same when I went for interviews."



    



    It's something I know all too well.



    



    Whether that is my paranoia or the truth is uncertain. However, it is true that I started experiencing those things as I gained weight, and that they decreased as I went on a diet.



    



    The same goes.



    



    When I was 138 kg, it was so different from now.



    



    I can't be sure if it's my paranoia, but at least for now, I haven't encountered anyone who laughs at me or subtly looks down on me.



    



    People see overweight people as lazy. I consider it trivial. I had no choice but to lose weight.



    



    Mukkunji's voice was calm.



    



    "Even though they have a different stance than mine, celebrities are the same." "I know that extreme dieting is bad for the body, but when an overweight person appears, they get harsh comments."



    



    In reality, they seem ordinary, but the way they appear on TV is different.



    



    Therefore, celebrities continue with harsh diets.



    



    "In order for them to continue their main job, they must strictly limit their diet."



    



    Since it was the first time Mukji had shared such a long story about himself, I occasionally just nodded along and listened.



    



    "Body profiles are the same." I know it's not good, but I suppress my appetite and move my body to have a beautiful and cool figure. People pay attention to the body that has been made that way.



    



    "……."



    



    I don't think they did anything wrong. I think I did what I could do according to the reality.



    



    The old man finished speaking and drank water.



    



    "I think this way."



    



    I cautiously opened my mouth.



    



    For example, while I was walking down the street, someone suddenly hit me. I'm shocked, hurt, embarrassed, and angry. After going through such an experience, you can exercise or check if there are any suspicious people around. "But if I don't walk the path because I don't want to go through the same thing again, it feels like such a waste of life."



    



    The aged kimchi is staring at me intently.



    



    "I didn't do anything wrong, so why do I have to hide and live in fear?" I had that thought.



    



    I didn't avoid his gaze either.



    



    "Neither I nor the PD did anything wrong."



    



    Mukkunji's lips quivered.



    



    "What's wrong with being fat?" If you don't have health issues like I do, there's no problem at all. "Rather, it's the character of the people who look down on overweight individuals that's the problem."



    



    It seems like they want to say something, but for now, they nod as if deciding to listen to my story first.



    



    "The person who embarrassed someone coming to buy clothes was in the wrong." If you run your business like that, it would have gone bankrupt by now.



    



    The corners of Mukunji's mouth slightly lifted.



    



    "The person who failed the PD in the interview also made a mistake." "I didn't recognize such a competent person."



    



    "……."



    



    "And unlike me, who only started losing weight when my body got to this point, you started early, right, PD?"



    



    "That."



    



    I don't think it's wrong for someone to face reality and put in the effort. "However, I believe we need to clearly identify the cause of the problem."



    



    The aged kimchi closed its mouth again.



    



    "Whether I was fat or thin, the PD didn't do anything wrong." The wrong thing is that they discriminate against people for being fat or thin.



    



    "……."



    



    "Because I tried to meet their standards, PD."



    



    It's a difficult problem.



    



    Celebrities and bodybuilders sculpt their bodies through their choices and efforts.



    



    The reason I have no choice but to acknowledge them is precisely because their actions are based on their own volition.



    



    But I am different.



    



    I have my own standards.



    



    It's already incredibly hard now, but I can't even imagine how much I would have to give up to have a body like a celebrity or a bodybuilder.



    



    There are short people and tall people, but not every woman has to weigh 45 kg, right? Some people like slim ones, but I prefer plump ones. There are so many different tastes, right?



    



    The aged kimchi slowly nodded its head.



    



    "Men are the same." What body type do you prefer, PD-nim?



    



    "I like thin people."



    



    "Okay." No. Yes?



    



    I naturally thought they would mention an average or healthy body type, but I got an unexpected answer.



    



    I forgot what I was going to say because I was flustered.



    



    "I hope it gets to the point where my ribs are showing."



    



    Uh. Okay. That's also a matter of taste, right?



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Anyway, they say that for abs to be clearly visible, body fat percentage needs to be around 6-8%." But they say that if you have low body fat percentage, you can develop osteoporosis, aging, and infertility. There are also research findings that people with a BMI of 20 or less have 28.1% and 36.4% lower sperm count and density compared to men with normal levels.3)



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    It seems like we slightly strayed from the original point while talking about something.



    



    "Anyway, to sum up, the standards are set by each individual." There is nothing more important than health. The fault is not with me or PD. There are people who embarrass others for being fat and ignore others for being thin. I guess I can summarize it like this.



    



    Mugunji wrote something and then looked up.



    



    "I will write the script by tomorrow based on the framework you mentioned."



    



    "You can do it by the day after tomorrow."



    



    I checked the time because I had a shoot scheduled with Baekban.



    



    There is still some time, but it's better to hurry than to be late.



    



    "Then, I'll be going now."



    



    "CEO."



    



    The aged kimchi called me to a stop.



    



    "Yes."



    



    "I have something I'd like to ask."



    



    "Please go ahead."



    



    "The statement that respecting each other's tastes is the right principle is indeed true."



    



    "Right?"



    



    "I'm curious whether saying that you like chubby people is meant to add weight to your argument or if you genuinely think that way."



    



    "Of course, it's sincere."



    



    Mugunji blinked for a moment and then asked again.



    



    "Isn't it natural to like slim people?"



    



    "Of course not."



    



    It's an expression of disbelief.



    



    I like going around to eat delicious food. If I get a girlfriend, I definitely want to take her to the restaurants I know. I want to find a new restaurant together.



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Maintaining a slim body is absolutely impossible." "Unless you're at a normal weight."



    



    "……."



    



    "And I like warm-hearted people." It's cute, isn't it?



    



    "Even if you're slim, you can still be cute."



    



    After pondering for a moment, I searched for "Bonobono" on my smartphone and showed it to him, and he nodded in understanding.



    



    "Got it?"



    



    "I understand."



    



    "I'm leaving." Since I won't be back today, please lock the door when you leave.



    



    I hurriedly handed the key to Mugunji and left the office.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Today, the Baekban-dara area is a Seoul hot spot.



    



    We decided to stop by one restaurant each that we both like, so we were able to take it easy unlike during the regional shoot.



    



    When I arrived at the meeting place, the crew and Baek Woo-jin were already waiting.



    



    Hello. Hello.



    



    As he greeted each member of the production team, including PD Park Sang-cheol, Baek Woo-jin pouted and asked.



    



    "Is there a good restaurant around here?"



    



    The restaurant I recommend is N Restaurant, a pho place located in Namyeong-dong.



    



    It's just a short distance from Sookmyung Women's University Station, and contrary to the image given by the surrounding scenery, there are surprisingly many great restaurants gathered here.



    



    "Sure." There's an incredible place.



    



    "What's so amazing?"



    



    "Rice noodles!"



    



    I shouted with all my might, but the reaction was just not there.



    



    Cleared my throat and immediately moved on.



    



    "Here it is."



    



    The white background sign hanging on the old brick building caught my eye.



    



    The blue letters bathed in spring sunlight, the wooden sash framing the large glass, and the lush, leafy, nameless plants create an exotic atmosphere.



    



    "This place is amazing." "Look at the line."



    



    Baek Woo-jin was impressed.



    



    Although it's slightly past lunchtime, people are still lined up waiting for pho here.



    



    "But how did you know about this place?"



    



    "Sometimes it just happens suddenly, you know." When you want to eat something like crazy.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "After enduring it for so long, I just couldn't take it anymore that day." I had to eat pho.



    



    "Oh, so that's why you looked it up."



    



    No. "Do we really have to come all the way here just to eat pho?"



    



    "So?"



    



    "Was it around 5,000 won near the company back then?" There's this super cheap pho place, so I stopped by on my way home from work.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "The taste was just mediocre, cheap food, but then a cockroach crawled out of the crazy chopstick container."



    



    "Ugh."



    



    Wow. I got goosebumps.



    



    "So?" How did you do it?



    



    "I got up right away, paid, and left." I was standing on the street searching for a good pho restaurant, and since the reviews were great, I came here. I've been stopping by occasionally since then.



    



    "Your house is at Gudi Station, right?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "Did you come all the way here just to eat pho?" You said it was cool earlier.



    



    "After holding back for a few days, meet Mr. Ba while eating." We have no choice but to go to a delicious place.



    



    "Doesn't your appetite usually go away?"



    



    "Eh." "What's with that nonsensical talk?"



    



    Losing my appetite, that's just not possible.
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    As we chatted, everyone in our group was able to take a seat.



    



    I opened the menu in the form of a small booklet, but there is still only one choice.



    



    Spicy Hanwoo rice noodle soup (13,000 won) is somewhat spicy, and the Hanwoo rice noodle soup (12,000 won) made by simmering Hanwoo bone broth and brisket is deeper in flavor than any broth you've ever tasted.



    



    "Is the carrot rapé delicious?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    It is introduced as being served with lime olive dressing, but I have never eaten it.



    



    "I don't know." I haven't tried it.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Because it's a carrot."



    



    The guy stared at me intently and then shook his head.



    



    "You're getting fat because you have a picky diet."



    



    "Even the map is fat."



    



    "That's because I eat a lot of everything."



    



    After some back-and-forth, we finally ordered two bowls of carrot laphet and hanwoo pho.



    



    "Do you originally dislike carrots?" Didn't you eat carrot cake last time?



    



    "The reason carrot cake is delicious is because it hardly tastes like carrots."



    



    "It's delicious even when eaten raw."



    



    I shook my head.



    



    "Why do you hate me so much?"



    



    After a moment of contemplation, I spoke up.



    



    "I wasn't going to say this."



    



    "Don't do it?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin shifted his gaze to the menu.



    



    "Since you put it that way, I guess there's no helping it." I'll tell you.



    



    Baek Woo-jin still examined the menu.



    



    Mr. Park liked dresses. At that age back then, it was impossible not to like it.



    



    "Who is Deputy Manager Park?"



    



    I don't know.



    



    "When I was in middle school, I happened to see the first volume of One Piece and quickly got hooked." I loved it so much that I saved up money to go to the comic book store and started buying them one by one.



    



    "So who is it?"



    



    "I didn't get much allowance, so I could only afford one book a month." So, I watched the same thing over and over for a whole month.



    



    Baek Woo-jin tilted his head.



    



    "When I had collected about 60 volumes of One Piece, I got a job." In the month I bought 74 volumes, I also got a girlfriend.



    



    Anuncios



    



    "How do you know so much?"



    



    By the time I bought the 80th volume, I was already married. Since our newlywed home is small, I organized everything I had collected as a hobby when we got married. Except for the One Piece manga.



    



    Did you marry your brother? Why do you know so well?



    



    When I bought 88 volumes, I bought a 20-pyeong apartment in a small provincial city. The dress was carefully placed in a corner of the small room.



    



    "Why did you move?"



    



    "My wife had her family home, and I happened to get a transfer, and we had a baby."



    



    "Hmm."



    



    I was so happy. There were many difficulties in raising the child, but the child who grows up day by day has become everything to Deputy Manager Park. I could have lived if I wanted to, but I didn't read comics anymore. It was slowly forgotten.



    



    "What are you trying to say?" Do I have to keep listening?



    



    The child grew up healthy. The child needed a room too. So, I was planning to decorate the small room as a child's room, and while organizing the room, I came across the One Piece manga. When we moved into that house, it was just as we had left it. It was mysterious.



    



    "How do you know what he/she is thinking?"



    



    "There's no way it couldn't be." We've been together for over 20 years since middle school.



    



    "……."



    



    "An intriguing world, a touching story, and unique characters all felt as vivid as if I had just read them yesterday." But there was an even more heartbreaking memory.



    



    "What is it?"



    



    "To Manager Park, One Piece was life itself." Around the time I bought the 5th volume, I had my first fight with my friend, and we reconciled while watching the 7th volume together. "I wanted to read volume 23, but I didn't have any money, so I did my first part-time job. After taking the college entrance exam, I read volume 35 while traveling with friends, and volume 43, which I really wanted to read in the army, and so on."



    



    "If it was for 20 years, it must be true."



    



    "Because all the memories of my life were with One Piece."



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    "While Mr. Park was lost in memories, his wife hugged him tightly from behind." And whispered.



    



    "What did you say?"



    



    "Carrot?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin hesitated for a moment and then gaped.



    



    "How do you sell it?" A carrot, really? On Danggeun Market, you can sell clothes, used cars, and houses, but you couldn't sell Manager Park's dress. "That's a memory."



    



    "……."



    



    "So that's why I hate carrots."



    



    "Hyung, I'm really worried, so I'm telling you to go to the hospital."



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Like a madman."



    



    Laughter burst out.



    



    Looking at the next table, PD Park Sang-cheol, the camera director, and the writer were all laughing quietly.



    



    "The food is ready."



    



    The beef pho that the boss brought had a milky broth with plenty of vegetables on top.



    



    The red, white, and blue colors are so beautiful, it's hard to describe.



    



    "I will eat well."



    



    First, I took a sip of the broth with a spoon.



    



    My stomach feels cozy as it meets the hot broth that seems like it could burn my tongue.



    



    They call it pho, but I've never tasted a hangover soup that makes me feel more at ease than the broth from this place.



    



    The feeling of healthy nutrients permeating through the body.



    



    I can't stop meddling.



    



    After tasting the broth for a while, I hurriedly picked up the chopsticks before the vegetables wilted.



    



    If you briefly flip the onion, green onion, mung bean sprouts, and basil to soak up the broth, then take them out and eat them in one bite, the crunchy texture and rich broth create an indescribable joy.



    



    The carefully brewed Hanwoo beef broth lays the foundation like a deep bass note.



    



    Onions, bean sprouts, basil, and green onions each provide different textures that delight the palate, akin to the ensemble of viola da gamba, violoncello, bassoon, and organ.



    



    Here, the tender and unmatched brisket meat comes in, boasting its meaty aroma.



    



    "Huh."



    



    Blowing on it to cool it down.



    



    Every time the air goes in and out, the flavor becomes richer.



    



    "Bro, this is really delicious."



    



    Baek Woo-jin said while putting carrot rapé on his rice noodles.



    



    "Woojin, this is perfect just the way it is." "Why are you trying to alter a perfect dish?"



    



    "Try it."



    



    There wasn't even a chance to stop him.



    



    Baek Woo-jin put carrot lapé on my plate.



    



    Very unpleasant, but since I couldn't just throw it away, I reluctantly picked up the noodles and the salad together.



    



    "……Huh?"



    



    "Tasty, right?"



    



    This is another variation.



    



    Until just now, the Hanwoo rice noodle soup was like a Baroque-era trio sonata, but with the addition of carrot rape, it can now be likened to a Classical-era string quartet.



    



    Uh. Delicious.



    



    I couldn't believe it, alternating between looking at the pho and the laphet, I lifted my head.



    



    "How about the carrots?"



    



    See? Just looking at it, it looks delicious. Bro, it's really strong. How can you not recognize delicious food?



    



    I have no choice but to admit it.



    



    Taste is merely the standard of what I like and dislike based on my experiences.



    



    It doesn't fall under the category of unfamiliar food that hasn't been experienced.



    



    Even with the same ingredients, I realized that it can be delicious depending on the recipe.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    ***



    



    "Chanyong, Woojin."



    



    After finishing the shoot at the Seoul restaurant, I was heading home when PD Park Sang-cheol came out and called Baek Woo-jin.



    



    Approaching with curiosity, I heard a faint moan. It seems like they're choosing their words carefully.



    



    "Why?" "Did something go wrong today?"



    



    "Just talk, bro." "Chan-young and I are good at dealing with being scolded."



    



    "What's it like to be well scolded?"



    



    When PD Park Sang-cheol asked back with a smile, Baek Woo-jin grinned.



    



    "First of all, we talked about One Piece during today's shoot."



    



    "Ah."



    



    "This is fine on YouTube or other platforms, but we tend to avoid it at our broadcasting station." I'll edit that part out in the main episode, but I'll keep it as is when we upload it to YouTube.



    



    "I forgot." I'll be careful.



    



    "No." No. I prefer to do things comfortably. I thought you might need to know how to get out, so I told you.



    



    "Yes."



    



    I have to be conscious.



    



    "All this time, we talked on the way to eat and focused on eating at the restaurant, right?"



    



    As PD Park Sang-cheol said, Baekban Talk has been gathering and chatting on the way to the restaurant, and focusing on eating during the meal.



    



    It didn't describe the taste or introduce the food in detail like other programs do.



    



    It was because I judged that the sight of me and Baek Woo-jin focusing on eating was a picture in itself.



    



    "But today, since I was just going around Seoul, there wasn't much to talk about." There are also stories to edit.



    



    It's a One Piece story.



    



    "So, for the scene where you eat, we'll do some ADR to capture the taste expressions and stuff." It would be great to dub the feeling.



    



    Since I've often done it this way while managing YouTube, I have no objections.



    



    "Is the time okay?"



    



    "Eh." If you're going to do it, then do it. Right?



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked for my consent.



    



    "Then." So, when are we doing it?



    



    "Since I need it right away, how about tomorrow morning?"



    



    I want to rest a bit, but unlike other times, I haven't been to the countryside, so I still have some energy left.



    



    Yes. "Just go straight to the 4th floor, right?"



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol and the Baekban Dara team stay on the 4th floor of the WTV headquarters.



    



    Uh. How about 9 o'clock?



    



    "Okay."



    



    Baek Woo-jin also nodded.



    



    After exchanging greetings, I chatted with Baek Woo-jin about various things on the way home.



    



    When I brought up the conversation I had with Mukji about the diet video, he pursed his lips and leaned forward, then sat back up.



    



    "What's wrong?"



    



    "Hyung, you really can't do this."



    



    "What?"



    



    "How can a person be so inconsiderate?"



    



    "What did I do?"



    



    "I heard you said you like chubby people in front of Producer Mukkunji."



    



    "Because I asked." And what is that? It's my taste, isn't it?



    



    Think about it. The girl in the same class as my brother suddenly came up to him and said, "I don't like fat people." How do you think I would feel about this?



    



    "......What is this?"



    



    Sure! Mugunji PD must have felt the same way, right?



    



    "No." It wasn't that kind of situation. The PD said he likes skinny people too.



    



    "See?" I'm pissed off, so I don't like you either. I like thin people. "This is what it is."



    



    "Are we kids?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin rolled his eyes and pondered for a moment.



    



    "I don't think I'm an adult." Me too."



    



    "That's right."



    



    I feel like I haven't changed much since I was 20, but now I'm already in my mid-30s.



    



    When I was young, I thought I would be a really grown-up by this age, but all I've gained is the knack for pretending to be an adult.



    



    "But why do you keep talking as if you know a lot about dating?"



    



    I know better than you. You really don't know anything, do you?



    



    I'm so shocked that I can't even speak.



    



    "Do it again." "You're milking a single favor for a whole week?"



    



    Yes. I won't do it.



    



    "What?"



    



    "Why me?" I won, didn't I?



    



    How should I scold him? I pondered for a moment, thinking I should grab him first and then decide, but Baek Woo-jin darted forward.



    



    He's quick on the uptake.
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    Friday lunch.



    



    Today, I went to work early in the morning and thoroughly reviewed the edited videos sent by the successful portfolio applicants.



    



    Three out of the four seemed to have absorbed my style well, as they usually watch my broadcasts.



    



    Everyone's skills were good, so they handled the keys delicately, but the disappointment showed in the cut editing.



    



    Baekban Debate involves a series of absurd arguments with appropriate interjections in between, but there was someone who couldn't keep the context because the cuts were too short.



    



    "How is the PD?"



    



    I thought it would be helpful for Muk Eun-ji, who is studying editing, so I asked for her opinion.



    



    "The continuity is lacking." I think I felt pressured because I was trying to fit it into 20 minutes.



    



    The editing method that maintains the continuity of time and events so that the audience can understand the story is called Continuity Editing, or 연속 편집 in Korean.



    



    The part that the editor must consider the most is how to connect the gods and meticulously plan the sequence.



    



    No matter how advanced the technology is, if you lack this sense, it is difficult to work as an editor.



    



    That's right. This person either hasn't done much practical work yet or hasn't watched my broadcasts much.



    



    "It feels like that."



    



    "Let's go with these two people." Please prepare to start right away from next week after writing the contract. Since we need time to review and revise, please let us know so we can receive the draft at least three days before the upload.



    



    Yes. And.



    



    Not knowing what to say, I stared blankly, and Muk-ji held up a paper bag.



    



    "What is this?"



    



    "Congratulations on 500,000."



    



    "Ah."



    



    I thought it might be possible today or tomorrow, but it seems like it was achieved while I was checking the edited video.



    



    When I opened the paper bag, there were several products from Company M, which specializes in selling collateral goods.



    



    I took out the white cylinder.



    



    "It's stevia." They say it's good to use it instead of sugar when you eat.



    



    "Oh, so this is what it was." Thank you. What about this? It looks like bread.



    



    It's a low-sugar whipped cream roll. The product reviews were good, so I bought it, and they say you just need to thaw it before eating.



    



    "Fresh cream."



    



    It seems like a low-sugar snack made in the same way as the low-sugar cake that Choi Michael gave me as a gift before.



    



    Thank you. I'll eat well.



    



    If it were up to me, I would want to eat together, but it would be uncomfortable, so I just said hello.



    



    "Then."



    



    The aged kimchi slightly bowed its head and returned to its place.



    



    I couldn't help but laugh when I checked the YouTube channel to see if it really reached 500,000 subscribers.



    



    "Crazy."



    



    Side dish store



    



    @bancahn2



    



    500,000 subscribers



    



    Such a day has finally come.



    



    It feels nostalgic.



    



    In fact, just 2-3 weeks ago, I thought it would take quite a long time to reach 500,000 subscribers.



    



    Although "Baekban Debate" is still loved and the number of views is increasing, it is true that the growth trend has somewhat slowed down.



    



    I judged that most people who match my taste were already watching, so I cleared my mind for the time being.



    



    It seems like the fifth episode of Baekban Follow has revitalized things.



    



    At first, the reactions were more about the region and food rather than me and Baek Woo-jin, and the high viewership rating of around 9% was thanks to the prime time slot between the news and the drama.



    



    Gradually, interest in me and Baek Woo-jin increased.



    



    └crazy, Is it already 500,000?



    



    └Why is the diabetes uncle doing so well;;



    



    The effect of terrestrial broadcasting is still there.



    



    └Even if I died, how many people would actually see it?



    



    I'm a man in my 50s with diabetes. I was watching TV and then checked out Chan-yong's YouTube channel, and he's really working hard. I also walk for an hour every day after meals. Diabetics, fighting!



    



    └World-class



    



    └I only watched Baekban Talk, so I didn't know, but this guy isn't a scammer, he's a mukbang YouTuber.



    



    └Scammer lololololol



    



    Recently, comments are pouring in on the video.



    



    Familiar usernames occasionally appear, but there are so many people congratulating that I can't check them all one by one.



    



    Putting my regrets aside, I picked up the script.



    



    The purpose is to address misconceptions about dieting during today's broadcast.



    



    "In fact, many celebrities have revealed that they don't actually weigh 45 kg." But even on the screen that comes out fuller than usual, it looks so pretty, right? So, from the beginning, it was wrong to set 45kg as the standard for being slim.



    



    While talking as usual, I suddenly thought that my tone was inappropriate.



    



    Since I'm conveying information, I should choose my words carefully and maintain a polite tone.



    



    There have been cases where the weight listed on profiles differs. It means that even though she looks beautiful on TV and is much thinner in person, she doesn't weigh 45 kg. The phenomenon of 45kg becoming the standard for slimness was a lie from the beginning. A normal, healthy weight is classified as a BMI of 18.5 to 22.9. In other words, the normal weight for a woman who is 160 cm tall is between 48 kg and 58 kg. And to look slim, you need to focus on muscle mass rather than weight.



    



    Is it a bit too stiff?



    



    But this much is necessary to avoid looking superficial.



    



    To be persuasive, there are certain things you have to endure to some extent.



    



    After reviewing the long script two or three times and having a cup of coffee, I turned on the broadcast.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Don't try to fit yourself into the standards set by others. We were not wrong. "However, I will summarize it by saying we should manage it without compromising our health."



    



    └This is really infuriating. Who do they think they are telling me what to do?



    



    Honestly, I'm just trying to be healthy.



    



    └Anchovy, pig, all are derogatory terms.



    



    └For real. Apologize to the anchovy and the pig.



    



    You have the wrong focus.



    



    └But why are you so calm on today's broadcast?



    



    └no fun



    



    I've tried taking a buff before, and it's really not how people live. I strictly followed my diet for three months and got my body fat down to 12%, but then my cravings kicked in and I ended up gaining it all back.



    



    └The side dish we used to pour mayonnaise and soy sauce on pork belly has all grown up



    



    Please stop paying attention to others, lol.



    



    I turned off the sponsorship feature and went through the entire script for the first video.



    



    I read the chat intermittently, and fortunately, many people agree with my point of view.



    



    But you know so much, why are you so fat?



    



    "……."



    



    I was assaulted while preparing the second video.



    



    └hahahahahahahahahahah



    



    └Haha, you were really bad, lol.



    



    └Really? Why is Chan-young overweight?



    



    └Ah, the newbies are really cute.



    



    └You don't know the days of side dish Liz.



    



    "First of all, the person who asked, I remember you chatting about being number 11 last time." "Let's not pretend to be younger than we are, calling each other 'mister' and all."



    



    I'm slightly upset.



    



    "And since it seems that many people don't know, I wanted to mention it." When I was at my peak, my body wasn't like this.



    



    When you're doing well, your weight is



    



    └Why are you bragging?



    



    └Pride lol



    



    └Pig



    



    "How did I weigh 138 kg?" Do you think it's just about eating anything and gaining weight? Each and every cell was filled with delicious restaurant food. I didn't even look at the tasteless ones.



    



    I started to get a little excited.



    



    However, it didn't feel bad for broadcast, so we continued moderately.



    



    "What, pig?" You know, pigs eat everything, including their own poop. I'm not a pig. 왜? Because I only ate delicious things! No matter how hungry I was, I wouldn't even look at things like bellflower root, cucumber, carrot, eggplant, or broccoli!



    



    He slapped his stomach and raised his voice.



    



    "11th squad number and the person who called me a pig in the chat earlier." Yeah. You. How much do you eat in one meal? I used to spend at least 50,000 won on a meal. When you guys ate one serving, I ate five servings! I'm a much more advanced human than you! 5 times the luxury body! Huh?”



    



    └hahahahahahahaha



    



    └Ah, lol, don't say anything about eating alone, lol.



    



    └If I eat 5 servings, I should get 5 votes too, lol.



    



    └Sudden acceleration lololololol



    



    "I wasn't going to say this, but do you all know that Baekdu Mountain is in a very dangerous state right now?" It erupts every 100 years, and 2025 is around that time. What if that explodes? Volcanic ash is covering the entire country to a height of 1 meter. Blocking sunlight for 3 to 4 years. Then what will happen?1)



    



    Everyone just posts question marks.



    



    "We have to farm, but we won't be able to." Who do you think will survive then? Are you skin and bones? No, that's not it. You can't even last a month. I can hold out for at least 5 years. 왜? "I've eaten five servings!"



    



    └What are you talking about? LOL



    



    └They said I was calm today.



    



    └If that's the calculation, it's 5 months, not 5 years, lol.



    



    └In their prime, could they really last 5 years?



    



    Surprisingly, if you just properly intake minerals like vitamins or water, you can survive without food for over a year.



    



    I heard that the doctor has to keep monitoring it.



    



    └Fasting content, let's go



    



    "That's not it." Just because you're starving doesn't mean it's all good. I'll lose weight, I guess. But I told you, your body will be ruined, right?



    



    The flow has become perfect for continuing with the next video script.



    



    "For you, I will also tell you the right way to diet." Since we're going to record, I'll keep the sponsorship closed.



    



    I calmed my excitement, found an editing point, and then spoke.



    



    "If you want to create a healthy body and have been struggling with dieting and exercising because you don't know the right methods, today I will help you resolve those doubts."



    



    I wonder if I'm sounding a bit stiff while talking.



    



    This part might require post-production work later, but for now, I approached it seriously to convey as much sincerity and trust as possible.



    



    "The secret to dieting can be summarized in three points." If you just stick to this, anyone can succeed in dieting.



    



    The viewers' reactions are not bad.



    



    Most people are showing interest.



    



    "The first secret is to eat a balanced diet."



    



    I sneak a glance at the chat window, and a question mark appears.



    



    "The second secret is to eat in moderation."



    



    The speed at which the question marks appear is gradually increasing.



    



    "Lastly, it's time for breakfast."



    



    You get out.



    



    It would be better if PD Nuna does it.



    



    └Falling, falling, falling



    



    └Did you not want to write the script?



    



    └This is so absurd, lol



    



    └You hit 500,000 and lost your original intention.



    



    └Aren't you preparing for the broadcast?



    



    "Everyone, you shouldn't take the secret I just shared lightly." I'll explain why from now on.
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    I showed the prepared materials.



    



    "Have you seen this photo before?"1)



    



    └Crazy, hahahaha!



    



    └Look at the rice



    



    └So that's a mountain of rice.



    



    Does all of that fit?



    



    └It's still amazing to see again.



    



    As expected, the viewers are also amazed.



    



    When I first saw this photo, I even felt it was too much for me.



    



    "This is a scholar's meal from 200 years ago, and you can tell just by looking at it that there is a lot of rice." "Of course, just like the people doing mukbangs now, you might think this person eats a lot, but that's not the case."



    



    I displayed a photo document summarizing the changes in rice bowl sizes by era on the screen.



    



    The one on the far right is a typical rice bowl from 2012. It takes about 150g. In 2005, it was 230g, and in the 1960s and 70s, it was 450g. In the 1940s, it was a whopping 550g.



    



    └Crazy, lololololol



    



    Isn't it a bowl?



    



    You ate three times more rice than now?



    



    The Goryeo Dynasty looks bigger, doesn't it?



    



    └Why did you eat so much?



    



    The Joseon Dynasty was about 690g, the Goryeo Dynasty was 1,040g, and the Goguryeo Dynasty was 1,300g. Right now, it's an unimaginable amount.2)



    



    Even I, who love rice, wouldn't have the confidence to eat 1,300 grams.



    



    Right now, it's about ten times the amount of a bowl of rice, so no matter how delicious the kimchi stew and rolled omelette are, it's too much.



    



    The reason I had to eat so much rice is manifold. The first reason is that there was a lot of physical activity, and back then, there were no cars. To get from here to there, walking was the only way. Moreover, since it was an agrarian society, most people farmed, so naturally, their activity levels were high.



    



    The first reason is that since the calories consumed in a day are high, it is only natural to intake that much as well.



    



    "The second point is that the rice our ancestors ate was mixed grain rice." Rice was much more expensive than mixed grains, so only well-off families could afford to eat it. Most farmers mainly consumed coarse grains like barley or millet. And these are not digestible.



    



    This is important.



    



    "The reason I'm eating brown rice now is similar; when our body tries to absorb rice, the rice bran gets in the way." So, blood sugar levels rise less, and therefore, you gain less weight.



    



    └Did you eat a lot because you weren't getting enough nutrients?



    



    └Seems like it.



    



    └No way, lol. But you're still eating too much. That one bowl would be enough for a family of four for a day.



    



    "The third reason is the seasonal characteristics of our country." The seasons change quickly, and food spoils easily in the summer, so pickling, salted fish, and fermented foods developed, while foods that couldn't be preserved this way generally didn't last long. Rather than saving it and then having to throw it away when it goes bad, it was better to eat it all while it was still good. I don't know when I might go hungry.



    



    I did that.



    



    If I think back carefully to when my food intake started to increase, it was when I was working at my first job.



    



    Since I was always starving, I had to eat a lot whenever I could, and from then on, the amount I ate at once gradually increased.



    



    "Lastly, this is the most important thing." In the past, it was hard to eat meat. It was really expensive. So, we were always short on protein, and we tried to get that missing part from rice.



    



    Our ancestors couldn't possibly have known what protein was, but this is a matter of instinct.



    



    The body, sensing a lack of protein, constantly craved food, and our ancestors, having nothing else to eat, had to eat a lot of rice to satisfy their hunger.



    



    "Based on the current data, a bowl of brown rice mixed grain rice contains about 70.38g of carbohydrates and 8.99g of protein."



    



    To aid understanding, I showed the table.



    



    The recommended protein intake is 0.8g to 1g per kilogram of body weight. The average height of men during the Joseon Dynasty was about 161 cm, and the normal weight according to BMI standards was 48 kg to 59 kg. If we apply this, it means that the minimum amount of protein you should consume in a day is 38.4g.



    



    Displayed four bowls of brown rice mixed grain and two spoons on the screen.



    



    └I see, so I needed to eat a bit more than four bowls to get enough protein.



    



    └Why has the side dish become so smart?



    



    └I always talk nonsense, but when I bring up evidence, I can't get used to it.



    



    └hahahahahahahahaha



    



    "But one thing here." Earlier, I mentioned that a Joseon Dynasty rice bowl weighs 690g, right? Right now, it's about 150g. There is about a 4.6 times difference.



    



    Among those who raised questions, people gradually began to understand my words.



    



    └Crazy, Seriously, it only went up by exactly the amount of protein I consumed.



    



    └Now that I'm eating meat well, I've lost that much weight.



    



    └Goosebumps



    



    └Wow



    



    The human body is truly amazing. It's not like they have precise scientific knowledge, but they just go along with it.



    



    In the Joseon Dynasty, you had to consume 4.2 grams of air, but now that protein intake is easier, has it reduced to about 21%?



    



    "It seems like there is an error, but in fact, there isn't." When we consume 40g of protein, our body cannot fully digest all 40g. It comes out as a stool.



    



    That's why if you eat the right amount of calories, it becomes a low-calorie diet. If a low-calorie diet continues, it will lead to a weight that is easy to gain.



    



    "Also, carbohydrates are not only found in grains, so some margin of error will be covered there."



    



    I have deleted all the materials that were shown so far.



    



    "Alright, then let's get back to the main topic." Why should we eat a balanced diet?



    



    Just a moment ago, the uncooperative viewers who were previously not engaging are now responding with comments like "What could it be?" and "Oh, I'm so curious," even though they don't really mean it.



    



    It feels like they are fitting in.



    



    "That's right." Nutritional imbalance can easily lead to overeating. If a deficiency in certain nutrients continues, physical development doesn't occur. As the nutritional status of our people has improved, the average height has also significantly increased, and that's one of the reasons.



    



    The chat window got flooded with 'lol for real'.



    



    "Moreover, physical issues such as weakened immunity, obesity, or underweight can occur." Moreover, it also causes mental issues such as depression and attention deficit disorder.3)



    



    I found out about it while studying eating disorders because I was worried about the old kimchi.



    



    Eating disorders and depression are inseparable; mental health management is of utmost urgency.



    



    "Now do you understand why you need to eat a balanced diet?"



    



    Sure! Yes, yes, yes!



    



    └Good children should eat a balanced diet.



    



    Teacher! Why did you fart!



    



    └Why is everyone like this? LOL



    



    └It feels kind of off because Banchan is using a kindergarten teacher's tone.



    



    "Second." Eating moderately, well, everyone probably knows without me saying anything. No matter how good something is, eating too much of it is not good. If you eat a lot of garlic because it's good for you, it can cause cramps and indigestion. Mugwort also causes diarrhea. The only ones who benefit from eating a lot of garlic and mugwort are bears and tigers. Got it, everyone?



    



    └Yes!



    



    Teacher! I told you, he/she was just pretending!



    



    └Duck quack



    



    Teacher, I need to poop.



    



    └You crazy bastards, stop it, lol.



    



    At first, it wasn't intentional, but the chatroom atmosphere drifted towards kindergarten, and when I went along with it, it became strange.



    



    "Lastly, eat breakfast." This is really important.



    



    I opened the new document.



    



    "From now on, I'm going to tell you how Formula 1 drivers adapt to time zone changes."4)



    



    Formula 1 drivers travel around the world, so the way they adapt to time zone changes can lead to differences in their performance.



    



    Let's look at the experiment conducted by Professor Patrick Fuller at Harvard Medical School. A and B, as Formula 1 drivers, have to adapt to the local time after a 16-hour flight. A eats and sleeps as usual, while B boards the plane deciding not to eat anything except for water.



    



    I helped the viewers understand by flipping through the photos.



    



    Dr. Patrick says that when our body goes without food for more than 16 hours, the food clock starts working. In other words, it means that appetite overwhelms the desire for sleep.



    



    They say you can't sleep when you're hungry.



    



    How appropriate and reasonable these words are.



    



    After a 16-hour flight. B, who had only been drinking water and maintaining an empty stomach, said they felt refreshed after finishing their first meal. On the other hand, A, who continued with the meal, felt tired.



    



    After showing that it was a documentary aired on KBS1, they closed the visual materials.



    



    "Why is it important to skip late-night snacks here and have breakfast instead?"



    



    └Is it a 16-hour fast?



    



    └The daily routine will be maintained.



    



    └Regular life



    



    └So Mom always telling me to eat breakfast had a scientific reason behind it;;



    



    └It's something I know from experience.



    



    "That's right." The fact that you need to eat breakfast to feel energized means you are leading a regular lifestyle. On the other hand, if you eat a late-night snack and skip breakfast, you naturally can't help but feel tired in the morning. The sun has risen, but my body will perceive it as night. After having lunch, it's also because of that that I gradually start to feel more awake.



    



    There was an article that clearly shows how important diet and sleep are, so I showed it to you.



    



    According to this article, lack of sleep slows down metabolism. The brain perceives this condition as a lack of fat and sugar, which increases appetite.



    



    I've emphasized it several times, but the reason for gaining weight is sugar.



    



    "If the brain mistakenly thinks it lacks sugar, it will naturally lead to weight gain." In fact, according to a study conducted at Stanford University, people who are sleep-deprived experience a 25% increase in appetite. If you use me as a standard, you'll end up eating one more bowl of rice.



    



    └When you say you'll eat one more bowl of rice, it really hits home, lol



    



    └No, I'm really amazed. I knew things like not eating late-night snacks, eating breakfast, and eating a balanced diet, but explaining the reasons makes it much more relatable, right?



    



    Knowing the reason and not knowing it are different.



    



    "By having breakfast like this and not eating late-night snacks, our sleep patterns return to normal, which means it's that important." Now, children, do you understand why you should go to bed early, wake up early, not complain about side dishes, and always eat breakfast?
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    Due to my YouTube activities and the lunchbox business, time has flown by and it's already May.



    



    Thanks to the two editors I contracted out, I've been able to sleep soundly lately.



    



    Things are going well, and I have some free time, so I couldn't ask for more, but the weather is the only problem.



    



    They said this summer would be record-breaking hot, and I can't believe how harsh the sunlight is.



    



    It's so hot in May that this July and August might be the last months of my life.



    



    I feel like my body is going to burn up right now.



    



    The walk to the bus stop is so painful that I wonder if it would be better to just live at the office.



    



    "Is this for real?"



    



    Mirages rise above the asphalt road.



    



    After completing the arduous journey, I dragged my tattered body into the office.



    



    Mugunji had already come to work first.



    



    I trusted him and gave him a spare key, but he doesn't know how to keep his work hours.



    



    Even the office is stifling.



    



    "Why are you doing this?"



    



    As I stood there blankly, the aged kimchi asked.



    



    "It's hot." Shall I turn on the air conditioner?



    



    "Yes."



    



    Mugunji turned on the air conditioner with the remote control. I thought I could finally relax, so I went near the ceiling air conditioner, but the air is lukewarm.



    



    I checked the remote control, and it was set to 28 degrees.



    



    "Isn't it hot?"



    



    Yes. The tax accountant sent an email. There was also a request to contact the CEO.



    



    Come to think of it, it's the month to pay the comprehensive income tax.



    



    Thank you. But really, isn't it hot?



    



    "If it's too hot, you can lower the temperature."



    



    I set the air conditioner to 18 degrees with peace of mind, and Mukbangji stares intently at the air conditioner.



    



    I feel anxious.



    



    "CEO."



    



    "Yes."



    



    The appropriate temperature for the air conditioner is between 26 and 28 degrees.



    



    "Then is there any point in turning it on?"



    



    "When it's really hot, setting it to around 25 degrees is cool enough."



    



    "25 degrees is definitely not a cool enough temperature." 18 degrees is a sufficiently cool temperature.



    



    "……."



    



    "If the temperature difference between indoors and indoors exceeds 10 degrees, you may develop air conditioning sickness." And if there are any issues with my condition, it could affect the broadcast.



    



    As summer approaches, these kinds of problems arise.



    



    "PD, I know the answer to this question."



    



    The aged kimchi is staring at me intently.



    



    "Everyone has a different comfortable temperature." I admit it. But a hot person can't take off their clothes. So, it's reasonable for the person who is cold to wear clothes while the air conditioner is set to a low temperature.



    



    The conflict over air conditioner temperature settings has been a topic of debate both in everyday life and online many times.



    



    And the argument that a cold person should wear clothes is an irrefutable and perfect logic.



    



    "You can take it off."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "Don't worry about it, you can take it off."



    



    "I'm worried about you."



    



    I don't have an outer garment. So, I can't put it on, and since you can take it off, this option is more reasonable right now.



    



    "……."



    



    "Starting tomorrow, I will bring outerwear." "Don't worry about it and feel free to relax."



    



    The aged kimchi has returned to its place.



    



    I've never lost in a battle of wits, so I'm a bit taken aback.



    



    That said, I had no intention of exposing my body, so I reluctantly stepped into the room.



    



    Looking at the email from the tax accountant, it seems the tax to be paid this time isn't that much.



    



    The point at which the revenue significantly changed is from this year, so last year's income is similar to previous years.



    



    Next year, I will have to pay taxes under the corporate name. The tax rate is low, but since the income itself has increased so much, I don't know how it will turn out.



    



    First, I need to prepare the necessary documents.



    



    After noting down the documents needed for filing the comprehensive income tax, such as the resident registration certificate, rent payment details, details of condolence and celebration expenses, local tax itemized tax certificate, and donation receipts, I called the tax accountant.



    



    -Yes, CEO.



    



    Hello? How have you been?



    



    -Of course. It seems like you are doing very well too, CEO.



    



    "Haha."



    



    I called cheerfully, but I have nothing more to say.



    



    I got straight to the point.



    



    You asked me to call you. What is the matter?



    



    -Oh, it's not that. CEO, you really need to spend some money.



    



    "Yes?"



    



    -The side dish store needs to spend money to account for expenses, but right now, only labor costs, rent, and food expenses are being incurred, right?



    



    "Is that not enough?"



    



    -Ho ho.



    



    Seeing you smile, it seems like there's no way.



    



    "I don't have any other expenses."



    



    -Why isn't it there? Even just getting one corporate lease vehicle would be a big help.



    



    "Ah."



    



    -Take your time to think it over, and if you don't feel any attachment, it's okay to just stay.



    



    Yes. First of all, thank you. I'll send the documents by the time you mentioned.



    



    I finished the call.



    



    A month or two ago, I had just established the company, there were many expenses to cover, and above all, I didn't have much savings.



    



    "Mm."



    



    After checking the estimated YouTube earnings, I added up last month's earnings from Super Chats, ad revenue, and broadcast appearance fees, and it came to about 116 million won.



    



    This month, CookCook earned much more than other months because we received 80 million won in advertising fees.



    



    The office rent is 2 million won, the monthly labor cost is 7 million won, and the video content production cost, including food expenses, is around 2.8 million won.



    



    I think I understand why the tax accountant is telling me to spend money.



    



    "Chara."



    



    I had never thought about buying a car, so I was a bit perplexed, but when I recalled my commute to work today, I realized there was no reason to worry.



    



    Considering the scorching heat that feels like it will burn your skin and the humidity that will soon arrive, it would be better to have a car.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "Okay." It's better to pick one."



    



    In the evening, I went to the gym.



    



    While exercising, I mentioned that I would be getting a company car, and Cha Ji-chan replied as if it were obvious.



    



    It seems that running a business definitely helps with cost management.



    



    "So?" What should I buy?



    



    "I'm in the middle of a dilemma."



    



    "Still, you must have looked something up."



    



    "I couldn't figure out which one is better between Casper and Ray."



    



    Cha Ji-chan raised his eyebrows strangely.



    



    "Both have the same fuel efficiency, but Casper is cute while Ray is a bit bigger, right?"



    



    "Hey, how can you fit your body into a compact car?"



    



    "What's wrong with my body?"



    



    "How do you get to drive that car?"



    



    "When I was taking the picture with the white plate, it turned out well."



    



    Ha. "Don't you feel sorry for the car?"



    



    "……."



    



    I didn't know.



    



    I never dreamed that my desire to ride in a compact car would hurt it.



    



    "So?"



    



    "If you're going to expense it anyway, buy something bigger."



    



    "Mm."



    



    "And don't pretend to talk, just do one more set quickly."



    



    There's no way to just let it go.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    The next day.



    



    It was the day for the Baekban Debate, and Baek Woo-jin arrived a bit earlier than usual and brought up the topic of cars.



    



    "Good." The cleanest way to handle expenses is through the car.



    



    This guy is showing the same reaction.



    



    It's something I heard from the tax accountant, but since Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin also agree, I guess I really should go ahead and buy it.



    



    "So?" "What are you looking at?"



    



    "I'm looking at the Avante and K3, do you think a hybrid would be better?"



    



    "Huh?"



    



    "Why."



    



    "Don't you feel sorry for the car?"



    



    "I've already heard that." So, originally, I was looking at the Casper and Ray, but now I'm considering the mid-size ones.



    



    No. It's a company car anyway. If you're going to handle the expenses too, you should buy the more expensive one.



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    "Okay." And how much is the Avante Hybrid these days?



    



    "Looking at the inspiration, it was around 3,200."



    



    Wow. Bro, with that money, you might as well buy a Sonata. I saw the facelift this time, and it looked pretty.



    



    "Really?"



    



    "Sure." The K5 is also pretty. "Why specifically the Avante?"



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Saturday.



    



    I went to Bucheon because I was going to make side dishes.



    



    After finishing the broadcast and chatting, I consulted with Joo Ji-seung about my recent worries regarding my car.



    



    Right. Having a company car is definitely helpful. So? What are you trying to buy?



    



    Something feels off from the very beginning.



    



    If I say I'm looking at the Sonata and K5, I feel like I'll hear that with that money, I should buy the Grandeur and K8, so I preemptively made my point.



    



    "I'm torn between the Grandeur and the K8."



    



    "Uh?"



    



    "Yes?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Choi Michael reacted at the same time. It seems like I've heard something I shouldn't have.



    



    “왜. "What's wrong with everyone?"



    



    I was so flustered that I stammered my words.



    



    "Chanyong, a car is definitely better when it's big."



    



    "Okay." "Buy an SUV."



    



    This is an unexpected reaction.



    



    "Do you like SUVs?"



    



    "You'll definitely have to take the broadcast equipment somewhere later." Do you think we can fit the luggage in the car then?



    



    "That's not possible." No.



    



    "And later, when you get married, you'll have a family too."



    



    "Definitely an SUV."



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Choi Mi-kael speak in perfect harmony, leaving no room for rebuttal.



    



    "......There's no way I could ever get married when I've never even been in a relationship."



    



    "People are unpredictable."



    



    "I'll have to think about carrying my luggage around."



    



    "Okay." I know because I carry cooking tools around, but bigger is always better.



    



    "How about a truck instead?"



    



    "Okay." A truck would be better. Pickup truck."



    



    "I don't think that's it."



    



    For these two who also do outdoor broadcasts, a truck is indeed a good option, but my broadcast doesn't require a lot of equipment.



    



    However, it is true that even just carrying a few cameras can become a heavy burden.



    



    If the number of employees increases in the future, an SUV would definitely be better than a sedan.



    



    "Then how about the Carnival and the Santa Fe?"



    



    "Sorento is also available."



    



    "The Tucson is also fine."



    



    I clearly consulted about my worries, but why do the options keep increasing?



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Uh? Is Chanyong buying a car?



    



    Monday.



    



    Before starting the shoot with Baekban, I told Park Sang-cheol that I was planning to buy a car.



    



    Yes.  I'm looking at SUVs, but I don't know what's good about them.



    



    Uh? Weren't you planning to buy a car?



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who was sitting next to me, asked.



    



    "While talking with Ji-seung, he said that when taking broadcasting equipment to the provinces, it's always better to go big."



    



    "Oh, that's right."



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    "I'm a bit against it."



    



    Park Sang-cheol gave an unexpected answer.



    



    "Taking broadcasting equipment is no ordinary task." Even if it's an SUV, the angle for mounting something like a camera doesn't come out well.



    



    It's not just anyone, it's the PD from the broadcasting station, so it sounds plausible.



    



    "Of course?"



    



    Let's buy a truck. The porter is the best.



    



    "……."



    



    "When we shoot, we can also load stuff into your car."



    



    What on earth, there's not a single person around who can help.
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    I realized that it was pointless to seek advice when a compact car becomes a subcompact, a subcompact becomes a mid-size, and so on, all the way to large sedans, SUVs, and trucks.



    



    Since it's a car I'll be driving, I thought it would be better to see it in person and make a decision, so I went around to a few car dealerships.



    



    My body feels a bit cramped in compact or subcompact cars, so I could narrow down my options.



    



    However, I still had no idea what car to buy.



    



    "Hmm."



    



    While sitting on the chair and continuing to ponder, Mukunji knocked on the door.



    



    "Yes."



    



    "This is the list of advertisements proposed this week."



    



    "Ah, thank you."



    



    The promotional video for the rice cooker by Cookook recorded 300,000 views, and it was quite effective.



    



    Thanks to that, these days, cooking utensil companies are requesting advertisements, but I wonder if it's okay for someone who isn't even a chef to take on such tasks.



    



    "Bread maker?"



    



    It was an unfamiliar product, so I asked again.



    



    "It's a small home bread maker." They say they can handle everything from kneading to baking. Recently, the price of bread has been so high that it seems there is a need for it.



    



    "Is bread expensive these days?"



    



    Come to think of it, it's been a long time since I bought bread because of my diabetes.



    



    "I found it to be quite expensive."



    



    When I searched for bread makers, I found that the manufacturers and distributors are quite diverse.



    



    "Freshly baked bread is delicious, isn't it?"



    



    The aged kimchi is standing there blankly.



    



    I don't think I've ever had freshly baked bread. Even if it exists, I probably won't remember it.



    



    "I don't know the performance of this, so I'll turn it into a review." While requesting the product, please confirm if it's okay to upload the video.



    



    "Understood."



    



    I also want to make a lot of money, but what's more important is the trust with my subscribers.



    



    The reason people watch my videos is because they feel my authenticity, but if I start promoting any product or advertisement just to make money, I will gradually lose their trust.



    



    I learned through countless YouTubers that regretting it afterward is of no use.



    



    Rather, I'm worried about the car.



    



    I still can't get a grip on things.



    



    "Do you have any concerns?"



    



    Muk Eun-ji asked.



    



    I was about to ask which car would be good, but hesitated because of the memory of how my worries only increased instead of getting any help, so Mukji spoke up first.



    



    "Approaching advertisements with caution is a good attitude." There's no need to hesitate.



    



    "Oh, no." That's not it.



    



    The aged kimchi is staring at me intently.



    



    "I want to buy a company car, but I'm not sure what's good."



    



    "What is the purpose?"



    



    It was really tough commuting to and from work. The weather has been hot lately, and I might be able to save some time sleeping.



    



    Nods while listening.



    



    "Also, if you want to explore local restaurants, there are places that are hard to reach by public transport, right?" I think it might be necessary at times like that too.



    



    "Are you planning to revive the food exploration content?"



    



    "Someday, it will be." These days, my blood sugar has stabilized, and they say it's okay to eat if I become like Ji-chan or Ji-seung.



    



    In my case, due to diabetes caused by obesity, it is said that if I reduce body fat percentage and sufficiently build muscle through dieting, my blood sugar levels can stabilize.



    



    We have to keep managing it, but still.



    



    "If that's the case, you should prioritize ride comfort first."



    



    "That's true." If you're going to go to the countryside and do things.



    



    In that sense, compact cars or mid-sized cars are a bit challenging.



    



    Our office building's parking lot is small. There are a lot of cars, and moreover, by the time the CEO arrives, it will often be full. It's better to exclude overly large cars from your options.



    



    "That's right."



    



    As soon as it's rush hour, the underground parking lot is a complete mess.



    



    I have seen cars lined up several times on the road leading to the underground parking lot when I go in and out of the first floor.



    



    Moreover, since I start work around 12 o'clock, I wonder if there will be any available spots.



    



    It's definitely better to avoid large vehicles like trucks and SUVs.



    



    "Finally, I'm getting a consultation."



    



    "I don't understand what you mean."



    



    "No." But you know a lot about cars, don't you?



    



    "I'm just interested."



    



    "Really?"



    



    "I'm also looking into it because my commute is inconvenient."



    



    As expected, it seems that someone who is trying to make a direct purchase is considering various factors.



    



    "Is there anything else you want to talk about?"



    



    "If you're considering cost management, I recommend a vehicle with a certain price range." Since you'll be driving it, a domestic car would be good for your image, so it seems like it would be a good idea to look for a mid-size or full-size domestic vehicle.



    



    "Why the large size?"



    



    "It's because of the eyes that see."



    



    Mukbang brought up an unexpected story.



    



    "When the company grows, you will meet many people." Among them, there are people who observe what kind of car the representative of the side dish store drives and where the office is located. "Since they can't see the company's capabilities, they resort to such lowly means of judgment."



    



    "Low."



    



    There are times when you have to work with such people. "The absurd is indeed a fact, but it is also a reality."



    



    Not long ago, when we were talking about being overweight, we had a similar conversation.



    



    Mukeunji believes that we should accept these absurdities as reality, which is a different value system from mine, but I don't fail to understand that logic.



    



    That's true. That could be the case.



    



    The aged kimchi didn't bother adding unnecessary details.



    



    "Still, I want to live true to myself." You might incur a loss, but on the other hand, wouldn't working with such a person be stressful?



    



    Mugunji pondered deeply and slightly nodded.



    



    "I aim to live well and eat well without having to work with those kinds of people." That's why we started this company, ignoring the contracts with the big corporations.



    



    As he smiled, Mukji also gave a slight smile.



    



    "That's right."



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "PD, I'm planning to sign a car contract, do you want to come with me?"



    



    "Is it today?"



    



    “네. "I think I'll be a bit clumsy since it's my first time buying a car, so it would be great if you could be with me, PD."



    



    "I haven't done a car contract before, so I'm not very familiar with it, but I will accompany you."



    



    The back of the CEO leaving the office is brighter than ever.



    



    Even though it's under the company's name, it seems like I'm excited just about the fact of buying a car.



    



    I heard through the personal broadcast just how difficult life was back then.



    



    At one time, I had no money and lived on ramen and rice provided by the goshiwon, but now I run a large channel with 500,000 subscribers.



    



    I have my own business, so I can roughly imagine how happy it would be to buy a car.



    



    A 35-year-old man jumping around without caring about the people around him is a bit cute.



    



    "Where are you going?"



    



    "Towards Dosan Park."



    



    I don't know for sure, but it seems like there are many car dealerships over there.



    



    Since we said we would sign the contract today, the dealer we contacted in advance might be working there.



    



    "Heheh."



    



    Even after getting into the taxi, the CEO hummed a tune.



    



    "I aim to live well and eat well without having to work with those kinds of people." That's why we started this company, ignoring the contracts with the big corporations.



    



    A conversation from a few days ago came to mind.



    



    It's the right thing to say.



    



    YouTuber Banchan-yong could have signed a contract with Hongdangmu Entertainment or even a larger company like Tomato under excellent conditions.



    



    Nevertheless, I established the company myself.



    



    It is an action to do what one wants without being swayed by others' opinions or conditions.



    



    I'm the same.



    



    One day, I thought to myself that I had to accept and endure all the unfair treatment, irrational work processes, and absurd company culture because they were all realities.



    



    An utterly incomprehensible situation approached, and I stood my ground, but in the end, I left on my own two feet.



    



    Because I couldn't accept it.



    



    I thought I had become accustomed to compromise while living in society, but it seems there were parts where I hadn't.



    



    "Don't try to fit yourself into the standards set by others." We were not wrong.



    



    When we were having a meeting to create a video on diet awareness and methods, I realized that the CEO and I had different values.



    



    If someone else had said it, I would have considered it childish talk, but when someone who had endured all kinds of hardships and finally succeeded said it, it strangely carried weight.



    



    "Let's at least have the mindset of a large corporation."



    



    Looking back, the CEO's every word and action is consistent.



    



    Running the company, paying employees, and even buying cars showed the same behavior.



    



    It wasn't the delusional words of someone who didn't understand reality; it was a conviction.



    



    And I am now believing in and following that conviction.



    



    "Here it is."



    



    It's a Hyundai dealership.



    



    "Can I also purchase it through a lease at the dealership?"



    



    "Well?" I'm just planning to buy it in installments.



    



    "I understand that purchasing through leasing is more advantageous for cost management."



    



    "Ah, that's true, but..." "Let's go in for now."



    



    Entering the store with lingering questions, an employee came out to greet the representative.



    



    "Are you the representative from Banchan-yong?"



    



    Yes. Manager Kim?



    



    Thank you for visiting. "Please follow me this way."



    



    We sat facing each other with the table in the middle.



    



    Looking at the dealer's behavior, they seem familiar with hospitality and their attitude towards the CEO is friendly but cautious.



    



    Based on the conversation we had a few days ago, it can be inferred that the car the CEO will purchase is a mid-size sedan.



    



    Since we came to Hyundai Motor, it must be the new Grandeur.



    



    Recently, perceptions have changed due to imported cars and Genesis, but in my father's generation, they were seen as a symbol of success and are still classified as luxury vehicles.



    



    Considering the CEO's situation and values, it can be said that this is the optimal choice.



    



    "You were looking at the Genesis G80, right?"



    



    "Yes!"



    



    "……?"



    



    Slowly turning my head, I saw the CEO, who had a wide grin on his face, looking somewhat flustered.



    



    No. At first, I was going to buy either the Grandeur or the K8. But as I kept looking at it, it became so beautiful. Look.”



    



    The CEO babbled on and showed the G80 catalog.



    



    "Didn't we decide not to care about what others think?"



    



    "This is my eye, so it's okay."



    



    "……."



    



    From the depths of my heart, a strange sense of betrayal is slowly creeping up.



    



    Isn't it so pretty? I thought this white color was pretty. It's matte, but it's called Verbier White.



    



    "Are you buying your own car, sir?"



    



    "Uh....... As I see it, it doesn't make sense not to be able to use this beautiful thing for personal trips. "Wouldn't it be too pitiful to use it only for work purposes?"



    



    It seems like it's already wrong.



    



    I'm so into cars that I'm not in a state to think rationally.



    



    "When I go to the countryside, I can just use this." It's good to save the company's money, isn't it?



    



    "The purpose was to reduce taxes by increasing expenses."



    



    "But look at this grill."



    



    The person I respected and followed has eyes like a little kid standing in front of the toy store.



    



    Whatever I say, it's already too late.



    



    "There is no reason to question the purchase of the CEO's personal vehicle."



    



    "Isn't it pretty?"



    



    Based on what I've observed so far, they're not someone who lacks awareness, but to come out this brazenly is just absurd.



    



    "Pretty."



    



    "Right?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    I couldn't help but laugh because it was so absurd, but they laughed along without knowing how I really felt.



    



    He's really an unpredictable person.
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    I turned on the broadcast.



    



    After displaying the waiting screen and changing the title to "Major Announcement," I went to get some coffee, and the viewers were clamoring for me to open the door.



    



    └Major announcement??



    



    Is something going on?



    



    └It's obvious, just like last time, they'll binge eat and then do an apology broadcast.



    



    └But these days, aren't you feeling better?



    



    └LOL, no way. You found a great restaurant, right?



    



    └This is hilarious



    



    In other people's broadcasts, when they say there's a major announcement, it usually means a big content reveal or some speculation about relationships, but for some reason, no such talk ever comes up in my room.



    



    I switched the screen with the camera.



    



    "Isn't this just too much?" I'm really going to make a major announcement today. What a great find of a restaurant!



    



    └Is a good restaurant not a big deal?



    



    └You've lost your original spirit.



    



    └This person needs to lose some of their initial enthusiasm, lol.



    



    └That's right, haha. I finally lost some weight.



    



    No. That's right. Finding a new restaurant is indeed important, but today is about something else. It was something I had been thinking about for a really long time, so I was cautious. But now I'm really going to proceed, so I wanted to let you know.



    



    A question mark appears.



    



    "Actually, Ji-seung hyung, Ji-chan hyung, Woo-jin, and I decided to start a business together."



    



    └I haven't seen a YouTuber succeed in business yet.



    



    Do you think running a business is easy?



    



    └Stop saying that The old man will get mad.



    



    The lineup is insane.



    



    └Jjimkkun 2.41 million, Ugenius 1.4 million, Banyasikgyeong 890,000, Banchangage 500,000



    



    └Crazy 5.2 million?



    



    At this point, honestly, can't I do whatever I want?



    



    In my opinion, it's an unreasonable scale.



    



    Even if the four of us often do joint streams and there are many overlapping viewers.



    



    "I even came up with a name." Baek Seung-yong's car. Baek Woo-jin, Joo Ji-seung, Ban Chan-yong, Cha Ji-chan.



    



    Gloom



    



    First of all, the name is already ruined.



    



    When they said 5.2 million people, I thought it would definitely be a success, but hearing the name, it sounds like it's going to flop, lol.



    



    Who built it?



    



    There must be someone who gives names. That guy is the traitor. Keep it in mind.



    



    I can't say that I built it.



    



    "First, let's go through the photos together."



    



    I took out a photo from the broadcast reference folder today and showed it.



    



    └What is it?



    



    └Isn't it Genesis?



    



    Was the white sedan really a white sedan?



    



    └She is pretty.



    



    Are you in the used car business?



    



    Mistake. Mistake.



    



    Pretending to make a mistake, viewers sent in question marks.



    



    "Oh, this?" Actually, I just signed a car contract the day before yesterday. This photo was just saved because it was pretty before buying the car, but it ended up here. I'm not trying to brag or anything.



    



    └That's right, it's bragging.



    



    Are you seriously using your business to brag?



    



    You bought a Genesis?



    



    └We just signed the contract, lol. The deposit isn't much. If you cancel, they'll even give you a refund, haha.



    



    Do you make that much money?



    



    └Didn't this guy complain a few months ago about not having money after starting his own company?



    



    └Please refund the super chat.



    



    Ugh, this is unpleasant. I apologize.



    



    "I'm really going to live." I was originally going to buy a company car, but it's just too pretty. How can you endure this? So just under my personal name. I live under my name.



    



    I looked at the chat window for a moment, enjoying the reactions, and then spoke.



    



    "Are you jealous?"



    



    Wow, the kid who used to sprinkle salt on his food because he didn't have money is driving a Genesis now.



    



    I didn't expect it to go this well.



    



    My stomach hurts! My stomach hurts!!



    



    └Who are you teasing right now?



    



    └We did it!



    



    I've been sending super chats to someone richer than me all this time.



    



    Let's cancel the subscription.



    



    "Jealous, right?" Jealous, right? I know you're envious. Please be more envious. 제발. I'm so happy right now.



    



    While teasing the viewers and having fun, the door suddenly opened.



    



    Startled, I turned the chair, and an old man wearing a paper bag approached.



    



    "Please moderate yourself."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "I told you to take it easy."



    



    "......Yes."



    



    I answered under pressure, and after looking at me intently, they left the room.



    



    └hahahahahahahahahaha



    



    Sister, scold me more!



    



    └Mook PD is doing well!



    



    └So, just take it easy, okay? Haha



    



    Is there really a boss who gets scolded by an employee? Ppusyungppasyung



    



    Ah, I feel so relieved, haha.



    



    You came at just the right time, but I was really surprised.



    



    I didn't expect that, even though we hadn't discussed it beforehand, you would come in wearing a paper bag and start causing trouble.



    



    "Then, back to the topic of lunch boxes. "Ah."



    



    I made a mistake because I was flustered.



    



    Lunchbox?



    



    └What lunchbox?



    



    └What, is he only thinking about eating with his head? LOL



    



    └Is this about the diet lunchbox we talked about last time?



    



    It seems like we briefly talked about it during the Jimggun broadcast.



    



    There were people who knew the brief conversation we had on the Jimkun channel about the high number of duplicate viewers.



    



    Yes. That's right. Baek Seung-yong's car is opening a diet lunchbox store this time. From June 1st, it will be held for exactly one month on the second floor of the Jimkkun Gym.



    



    I showed the pre-made promotional poster to the viewers.



    



    The type of lunch box will be one, and we will only sell 200 a day. Jiseung and I cooked directly from the Heart Sutra, Woojin handled the payment, and Jichan just played. I water it.



    



    Introducing lunch boxes to gym members and not charging rent alone makes a big difference.



    



    "This is the estimated unit price calculated by Jiseung and Woojin." There may be slight changes, and you can refer to the videos that will be uploaded on the Banyasikgyeong and Ugenius channels for any updates.



    



    I showed a table summarizing how much to spend on each lunch box.



    



    "First, let me explain what has been omitted." Thanks to Ji-chan hyung, we didn't have to pay rent, and Ji-seung hyung, Woo-jin, and I worked without taking wages, so that was also covered. And since we don't do deliveries, of course, we haven't contracted with any delivery apps, and in fact, we couldn't, so there are no fees. Also, thanks to Heungbu, who runs a farming YouTube channel, I was able to get some vegetables at cost price.



    



    I have never run a business, but if there were no monthly rent and labor costs, food prices would be significantly lower.



    



    So, I estimated the cost of making one lunchbox to be 3,500 won, and I will set the selling price at 4,000 won. This is a sample image.



    



    When Ji-seung showed the lunchbox he had prepared in advance, the viewers were surprised.



    



    Since I had to cook in bulk, I couldn't put effort into decorating each item, but it's a reasonably frugal lunch box consisting of two types of seasoned vegetables, one kimchi, stir-fried pork, and multigrain rice.



    



    Does that really only cost 4,000 won?



    



    └Two side dishes are crazy?



    



    └Hahaha, you make 200 of them a day?



    



    It definitely looks better than a convenience store bento.



    



    Convenience store lunch boxes are good value for money, but it's a bit disappointing because they have so few vegetables.



    



    └But why is that a diet lunchbox?



    



    If the margin is 10%, we should sell in bulk, but can we manage with just 200 units?



    



    Even if I sell all 200, I only make 100,000 won, lol.



    



    Even if it's a pop-up store, it's tough, isn't it?



    



    Why would you buy a car and make yourself suffer when you earn enough money to drive a nice one?



    



    Just focus on your broadcast.



    



    Sure, uncle, there was so much work.



    



    └I thought I was going to collapse, so I looked for an editor, and now things are a bit better Get it together



    



    └Instead of doing useless things, just go to sleep.



    



    "This is actually an idea that came from my mind, but even I think it's stupid." "But there are three reasons why we have to do it."



    



    Even though my tone was somewhat aggressive, I spoke to the viewers who were worried about me.



    



    "The first time, I mentioned before that there are too few restaurants for people like me." So someday, I want to open a physical store for my side dish shop. I want to learn this properly and succeed so that I can use it as experience.



    



    └Ah



    



    └Remember



    



    └You were serious;;



    



    The second one, everyone had the same thought. The fact that we live well and eat well is because we are great, but in reality, without you, we would be nothing.



    



    It is true that I eat well, express myself well, and talk nonsense well compared to others.



    



    But if there were no people watching my broadcasts, I wouldn't be a YouTuber with 500,000 subscribers; I would just be someone who eats well and tells a few jokes.



    



    └He always manages to slip in a comment about how great he is, haha.



    



    └Oh~



    



    Right, without us, he'd just be the diabetes uncle.



    



    └Nope. If you hadn't made any money, you wouldn't have been able to get that fat, right?



    



    └You're overreacting, lol.



    



    This guy used to make a lot of money as an editor.



    



    "Anyway, I wanted to repay you in some small way, so I wanted to serve healthy food with just a minimal margin." Originally, we said we wouldn't leave any margin and would give it at cost.



    



    It's the final reason.



    



    "At the end of June, Ji-chan hyung is going on a trek across the country with YouTubers, streamers, BJs, and other personal broadcasters, you know?" At each area we visit, we plan to meet people in need and give them lunch boxes. We'll use the money left over from selling the lunch boxes and the money we've collected separately to carry this out.



    



    Oh my!



    



    └LOL



    



    Where did the person who said earlier that it was pointless go? LOL



    



    └You're doing a good deed.



    



    └No, why is this really a good thing;;



    



    └God Chan-yong! God Chan-yong!



    



    I'm not very good at this kind of thing.



    



    └Good to have a positive influence.



    



    "The money used for our Baekseungyongcha lunchboxes will be organized by Woojin and posted in the community." I'll write down exactly where and how much I spent, what I bought, and even show you the receipts, so don't worry about that. The detailed information will be posted on the Prajnaparamita Sutra, Ugenius, and Jimkkun later, so please take a look at them.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Starting with my broadcast, videos of Baek Seung-yong's car lunchbox were uploaded in succession on Banya Shikgyeong, Woo Genius, and Jimkkun.



    



    Joo Ji-seung even brought in a nutritionist to check if the nutrient ratios in our lunch boxes were okay.



    



    Baek Woo-jin explained how the Baek Seung-yong Car lunchbox business operates.



    



    They introduced the places where they sourced the ingredients and the companies that provided advertisements and sponsorships.



    



    Clearly, at first, there was only Cookoo, but through word of mouth, we ended up signing advertising and sponsorship contracts with as many as five places and were able to secure a substantial budget.



    



    Thanks to that, we were able to make a lot of money without receiving labor costs and still donate to the lunch-sharing event.



    



    At the same time, we were able to deliver high-quality lunch boxes to the viewers.



    



    Cha Ji-chan, by eating the lunch boxes and offering free group PT sessions to those who participated in the sharing event, began to promote vigorously, and the Baek Seung-yong Car lunch boxes started to gain some momentum.

  
    Things that seem useless



    



    The cooking utensils and equipment have arrived at the first-floor store of Jimkkun Gym.



    



    Since it was only for a month, I signed a short-term contract with a restaurant equipment rental company, so I didn't have to struggle with installing the sink and gas stove.



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin carried the table and chairs, while Ju Ji-seung and I are washing pots and other cooking utensils.



    



    "Baek Woo-jin, pay attention."



    



    "You're holding it."



    



    "Because you're not eating properly, it keeps leaning towards my side."



    



    "That's because your height is short."



    



    "What, dude?"



    



    "My height is just like a peanut, that's why!"



    



    "This guy."



    



    As Cha Ji-chan set down the table, Baek Woo-jin hurriedly ran away.



    



    However, it was impossible for someone who had never exercised a day in their life to escape from Cha Ji-chan.



    



    Through the glass door, a guy with his hair being yanked was dragged inside the store, screaming.



    



    "I don't know what he's so confident about to act like that."



    



    As he shook his head and sighed, Joo Ji-seung chuckled.



    



    "Isn't it cute how they stay so cheerful even after going through that?"



    



    Ah! "Let go of this!"



    



    "Peanut?" "Ddaangkkong?"



    



    "Hurry!" I've been losing hair lately, you know!



    



    "I have something to say before that."



    



    "Police officer!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin clenched his fist and swung his arm vigorously. It's so fragile that hitting it with cotton would hurt less than hitting me.



    



    "Jichan, could you open this box for me?"



    



    The monk said.



    



    They probably gave them work on purpose to keep them apart.



    



    "Sigh."



    



    Chajichan, as if there was no other choice, gave Baek Woojin a flick on the forehead and then approached.



    



    "This?"



    



    Uh. Woojin, stack the lunch boxes for me.



    



    Joo Ji-seung also gave Baek Woo-jin some work. The guy who had been pouting and grumbling opened the package and grumbled some more.



    



    "I'm struggling." 어? I told you to take a break and do it, but you wouldn't listen. They said something because I couldn't eat since I was exhausted. I just said it was peanuts, and then they started pulling their hair out.



    



    "Be quiet."



    



    What! "If I go bald, will you take responsibility?"



    



    As Cha Ji-chan suddenly stood up, Baek Woo-jin prepared to run away again.



    



    As Joo Ji-seung said, the guy who stands his ground and speaks his mind even while being treated like that now seems impressive.



    



    Come to think of it, it was the same when I first met PD Park Sang-cheol.



    



    "Jichan, hang in there."



    



    Joo Ji-seung stopped Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "That guy keeps teasing me."



    



    "Even so, you shouldn't pull your hair."



    



    Cha Ji-chan glanced at Joo Ji-seung's head and then quietly organized the pot without a word.



    



    Cha Ji-chan, Ju Ji-seung, I, and Baek Woo-jin sat side by side in that order, each doing our assigned tasks, when there was a brief pause in conversation.



    



    "Ji-chan hyung, Woo-jin."



    



    The two people at either end turned their heads towards me. When our eyes meet, it growls again.



    



    "Do you know that our camera is rolling right now?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin glanced at the camera and the staff standing across from them.



    



    Of course, PD Choi Michael from "The Heart Sutra," PD Ahn Sang-kyu from the "Jimgun Channel," PD Lee Ji-hye from the "Ugenius Channel," and our Mukunji PD are all here.



    



    Cha Ji-chan smacked his lips and sighed, organizing the pot, while Baek Woo-jin secretly stuck out his tongue at him.



    



    "Come to think of it, there are things we really need to keep in mind when we do business."



    



    Joo Ji-seung spoke up.



    



    "What is it?"



    



    "Hygiene is thorough."



    



    "You're right." "I will definitely keep it."



    



    Cha Ji-chan agreed with Ju Ji-seung's words.



    



    Since it's a food business, we definitely can't compromise on hygiene.



    



    Baek Seung-yong's car lunchbox is a public service activity with subscribers. Since we are putting our faces and names on the line, we must not neglect even the smallest detail.



    



    "Now that I think about it, I don't see the hairnet."



    



    It seems like no hair should fall into the food, but I don't see any hairnets.



    



    "Jiseung said he didn't need it, so I didn't order it."



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who is in charge of inventory, said.



    



    I saw Joo Ji-seung's head at the same time as Cha Ji-chan, but I couldn't say anything.



    



    The head chef is bald, so at least there won't be any hair falling out.



    



    "I'll take care of my own."



    



    Since I'm cooking too, I guess I'll order separately.



    



    "And you also have to stick to the proper amount."



    



    Right. This person, that person, it won't do if the amounts are different.



    



    When Baek Woo-jin gave his opinion, Ju Ji-seung nodded.



    



    "But there are 200 of them." Can it be divided into exact portions?



    



    I raised a question.



    



    I will try to make 200 servings, but even the chef has never cooked in such large quantities.



    



    I don't know if we can divide it properly.



    



    "Give generously because you have enough." If you work out hard, you should eat well too.



    



    Cha Ji-chan has expressed his opinion.



    



    "Then isn't it a bulk-up meal prep instead of a diet meal prep?"



    



    "Just move more."



    



    This person only has exercise on their mind.



    



    "Actually, the amount of food should vary depending on the person eating it."



    



    The monk said.



    



    "Because the amount needed varies for each person." It makes sense to give different portions to big people and small people, and to those who exercise a lot and those who don't.



    



    "Then I have to get paid separately."



    



    "That's too much trouble, so there's no other choice."



    



    "There might be people who aren't satisfied with the amount, right?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked.



    



    "Right."



    



    "Hmm."



    



    I really didn't know that running a business was this difficult. Despite having prepared quite a lot so far, new worries arise every day.



    



    How's the side? If one lunchbox isn't enough, you can just eat a side dish.



    



    Baek Woo-jin's idea sounds plausible.



    



    "Sidra."



    



    Jujiseung put down the bowl for a moment and fell into deep thought.



    



    "It's hard to handle more ingredients." Should we just make a double portion as Jichan suggested?



    



    "That would be fine too."



    



    If the number of items to manage increases, it takes much more effort. In that case, giving a little more of the same side dish is more efficient.



    



    "Then do we have to order the lunch box again?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    Let's just order 500 of the small ones. Let's see how much it costs and then buy more.



    



    "I have a question."



    



    I couldn't understand it, so I asked three people.



    



    "If you eat a lot of everything, don't you just become a healthy pig?"



    



    All three people nodded.



    



    "Then, isn't it wrong to introduce it as a diet lunch box or a healthy lunch box?"



    



    "He said he would eat it, so how can we stop him?"



    



    "Since everyone needs different nutrients and calories, they have no choice but to study it themselves."



    



    Even people like us, who are sincere, have a lot of worries when selling diet lunch boxes.



    



    Thin people need to eat more, and fat people need to eat less, but from a business perspective, we can't sell food in fixed portions.



    



    I have just now realized why I feel disappointed with the various diet lunch boxes sold in stores.



    



    "Ah."



    



    As I continued my thoughts, another one came to mind.



    



    Since three people were looking at me, I immediately started talking.



    



    "There are things a restaurant should never say." This is really, absolutely, absolutely something you must not do.



    



    "What is it?"



    



    "I'll do better next time."



    



    All three of them blinked.



    



    I explained it because it seemed like they didn't understand what I meant.



    



    "If there was a hair in the lunchbox." "Really, if."



    



    "I know even without you emphasizing it like that."



    



    "Anyway, then you should apologize and either exchange the lunchbox or give a refund, right?"



    



    "Right?"



    



    "But what should we do?" There was a place where they were asking. "Seriously, what do you want me to do?"



    



    "Here." There is.



    



    "And then, they say they'll treat you well next time." I'm upset, so I won't go next time.



    



    Baek Woo-jin strongly empathized.



    



    "I was there too." No, I ordered a pork cutlet, but they didn't send the sauce. So I called, and they just told me to eat. I asked them to send the sauce, but they said they can't because of the delivery fee. Is this for real? I was going to give it 1 star, but I decided not to and won't order again next time.



    



    We also get hurt by dislikes and negative comments, so we generally don't give bad ratings unless absolutely necessary.



    



    It doesn't make sense. This is like when a company forgets to deliver an item to a client and says they'll send it with the next order. What I need right now.



    



    Cha Ji-chan also agreed.



    



    "That's right." That's right.



    



    "I understand the feelings of people who run food businesses, so I just let it go, but it still feels bad." I also ended up not going to places like that again.



    



    It seems that Jujiseung is also in the same position.



    



    "We don't do deliveries, so there's no chance of missing anything, but if there is a mistake, let's apologize and handle it right then and there."



    



    All three people nodded.



    



    "There's more."



    



    Baek Woo-jin said.



    



    "Messing up the order." This is really upsetting.



    



    "There's not much difference, but if I say something, I look like an overly sensitive person?"



    



    "Even the person who got their food first is watching my reaction."



    



    "When you get back the wrong food, it feels awkward."



    



    One by one, they come out in a row.



    



    "Exactly." We have to strictly follow the order. If you make a mistake, apologize and redo it.



    



    It's the right thing to say.



    



    "But what about the leftovers?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked.



    



    "What?"



    



    "When you pass food that you gave to someone else, it makes you feel bad." If you make it fresh, one will be left over.



    



    "I'll eat it."



    



    The three people looked at me at the same time and then turned their heads to ignore me.



    



    Why? "Anyway, if there's any leftover, I can eat it."



    



    "Just lose some weight."



    



    "Don't satisfy your selfish desires."



    



    "Pay 4,000 won and eat."



    



    They are truly heartless people.



    



    "How do they usually do it at restaurants?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked Joo Ji-seung.



    



    "Usually, the employees eat, right?"



    



    See? I told you I'm eating!



    



    I have a great food processor, but I ignore it.



    



    "Then since Chan-yong needs to lose weight, I'll eat it."



    



    "You're not exactly slim either."



    



    "What's wrong with me? I look just fine."



    



    "What should we do?"



    



    There was no problem with the food, but I was pondering how to deal with items that were ambiguous to serve to guests, yet I had no answer.



    



    It seems others are the same as I hear the sound of unpacking delivery boxes and organizing dishes.



    



    "Make about five samples so that people can taste them in front of the store." Then, if there's a loss, they pass it to the tasting corner.



    



    "It serves as promotion and it's nice." I think it would be okay to give it to the gym members at the gym.



    



    PD Ahn Sang-kyu also chimed in.



    



    It seemed like there were no better suggestions, so I nodded.



    



    That's right. You guys need to come out early the day after tomorrow.



    



    The monk said.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "I need to prepare the ingredients." We can't do that, just the two of us.



    



    Considering the basic 200 lunch boxes, the extra portions, and the tasting portions, we need to prepare at least 250 servings, which is definitely hard for just the two of us.



    



    Cha Ji-chan looked at Baek Woo-jin and put his arm around his shoulder.



    



    "Did Woojin ask you to help with the promotion?"



    



    "Me?"



    



    When Baek Woo-jin asked again, Cha Ji-chan made all sorts of faces.



    



    Yeah. That's right. I have to run hard from the morning. We can't leave food uneaten.



    



    Uh. You don't need to promote it anymore. Come out and clean the vegetables.



    



    No way.



    



    As Jujiseung smiled and drew a line, the two people reluctantly released their arms around each other's shoulders.

  
    Things that seem useless



    



    The opening of the Healthy Lunchbox Baek Seung-yong Car is approaching tomorrow.



    



    Considering that a lot of people would come on the first day, I came out a day early to prepare the ingredients, but looking at the bellflower roots that seem never-ending no matter how much I peel them, I can't help but sigh.



    



    "Wow."



    



    Cha Ji-chan, who had been standing in front of the sink, straightened his back.



    



    "Can't we just buy the prepped ones?" "When did you start doing this?"



    



    "Expensive."



    



    "With that money, I should buy something good."



    



    As Baek Woo-jin and Joo Ji-seung answered in turn, Cha Ji-chan nervously chewed on the bellflower root.



    



    It's not easy to process 10kg of bellflower root, so we're dividing the work.



    



    When Chajichan washed off the dirt with running water and a scrubbing brush, I took it and cut off the firm tubers and fine roots.



    



    If you hand that over, Baek Woo-jin and Joo Ji-seung will split it in half and peel off the skin.



    



    They say fresh beans are easy to peel, but since they were grown last year, it doesn't seem to be the case.



    



    "It's ridiculously big." "Where did you get something like this?"



    



    "Andong."



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who was bringing the item, replied nonchalantly.



    



    The Andong bellflower root is sturdy and in good shape.



    



    "If you don't want to do it, go." Anyway, you weren't going to work in the first place, right?



    



    Your tone is unusually sharp. The way he's been treating Cha Ji-chan since yesterday is really strange.



    



    "Everyone is doing it together, how can you play alone?" Without loyalty.



    



    "Honor my ass."



    



    "Baek Woo-jin."



    



    "Alright, alright."



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin were growling at each other again, so Ju Ji-seung stepped in to mediate.



    



    "What's wrong with everyone?" 어?”



    



    Neither of them is saying anything.



    



    Until recently, there were no issues between the two, so I really wonder if something happened.



    



    "What is it?"



    



    I thought I couldn't just leave it alone, so I also helped, and Baek Woo-jin, who was on the verge of tears, slammed the bellflower root down.



    



    "That guy stole and ate my dumplings."



    



    "Dumplings?"



    



    It was such an unexpected remark that both Ju Ji-seung and I were bewildered, and at that moment, Cha Ji-chan threw the sponge into the sink.



    



    "Are you really going to act so petty?" "Are you still sulking over just one dumpling?"



    



    "One?" There were three dumplings in that dumpling soup! "Just one?"



    



    "So I said I was sorry."



    



    "If you're sorry, will the dumplings come back?" I said I was hungry! I asked if you really weren't going to do it!



    



    "I didn't know I was that hungry!" I ordered steamed dumplings right away!



    



    "I wanted dumplings filled with lots of broth!"



    



    The monk let out a sigh, as if finding it all pathetic.



    



    It seems like the unexpected petty fight has taken the wind out of your sails, but in my opinion, it's a very sensitive issue.



    



    "Ji-chan hyung messed up."



    



    "What?"



    



    "Right?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin looked at me at the same time.



    



    “봐? I cooked three ramen noodles.



    



    "Why exactly three?"



    



    "It's just the right amount for a late-night snack, not too little and not too much."



    



    Baek Woo-jin and Cha Ji-chan frowned.



    



    "Anyway, I don't want to eat alone, so I'm asking you." Are you going to eat ramen? "Seriously, I asked because I really need to eat three, and you said it was fine, but then when I cook them all, you always ask for just one bite, right?"



    



    "Yeah!"



    



    "Is it really that hard to share when you've made three?"



    



    "It's not just a simple bite." It means it won't be 100%.



    



    Baek Woo-jin nods vigorously.



    



    "Okay." Well, let's say that's the case. I ordered steamed dumplings for you. Doing the calculations too. What's the problem?



    



    "You didn't even soak it in the broth."



    



    "Just put it in."



    



    "Eh." That's not it.



    



    "No."



    



    In this case, Baek Woo-jin is definitely the victim.



    



    After defending that guy, Cha Ji-chan let out a hollow laugh, as if he couldn't believe it.



    



    "Were we not close enough to share a dumpling?"



    



    All three of them had a difficult time.



    



    I remembered the days when we would buy a bottle of soju and share it over a cup of ramen, staying up all night.



    



    "Were we that heartless to each other?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked once more.



    



    Certainly, a single dumpling in dumpling soup is precious, but friendship is even more precious.



    



    "Baek Woo-jin has changed."



    



    He turned his head and blamed Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "Suddenly?"



    



    "What kind of people are we?" You shared even one cup ramen with me. But how can you do that with just one dumpling?



    



    "That's what I'm saying."



    



    In my opinion, both of them were wrong. "Hurry up and hug each other and make up."



    



    At Joo Ji-seung's words, both Cha Ji-chan, Baek Woo-jin, and I were taken aback. The advice to hug it out and make up was something I only heard in kindergarten.



    



    "Ah, come on."



    



    "Do we really have to do it that way?"



    



    "Why go that far?"



    



    Why? You were being childish earlier, but now you're embarrassed to make up?



    



    The monk put down the knife.



    



    "Hurry up." I can't work in this kind of atmosphere.



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin exchanged glances.



    



    Unable to reconcile due to embarrassment and pride, they pretended not to notice, but when the monk slammed the knife onto the cutting board, they hurriedly embraced.



    



    "PD, I'll use this part as the intro."



    



    When I told Muk Eun-ji, Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin's eyes widened.



    



    "Side dish."



    



    "This guy is the worst."



    



    "Hey, I looked it up online, and they said to put it in sugar water to get rid of the bitterness?"



    



    Continuing to dwell on unfavorable topics won't bring any benefits.



    



    I asked Jujiseung how to prepare bellflower roots.



    



    "Eh." Then it will become soft. It doesn't taste good with sugar.



    



    "So?"



    



    "Just mix it with some coarse salt."



    



    "All of that?"



    



    The bellflower graves neatly piled next to Ju Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin caught my eye.



    



    "If you were in business, you would have some know-how." You don't know anyone, do you?



    



    Nodded.



    



    "Then I'll just do it." It won't take long.



    



    "They say it's not good to remove the bitterness from the bellflower."



    



    It seems like Baek Woo-jin knows something again.



    



    "The reason it tastes bitter is because of saponins, which are said to be good for the body."



    



    "That's right." There's no need to remove saponin and add sugar to healthy food to make it unhealthy.



    



    "It loses its flavor."



    



    It's a serious matter.



    



    "The red pepper powder is delicious, so it's okay."



    



    The monk pointed to the chili powder with his chin.



    



    "Come to think of it, only the chili powder didn't have a receipt?"



    



    I asked Baek Woo-jin.



    



    We decided to transparently disclose the sales list, but it was strange that only the chili pepper receipts were missing.



    



    "This was grown by the cousin of the lady next door to my great-aunt, and I bought it from her."



    



    "Why on earth?"



    



    I turned my head at the same time as Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "Mixing in rotten peppers, iron powder comes out, so it's better to buy from people you know."



    



    I didn't know.



    



    "There was also news about mixing Chinese and domestic products." There were even people who sold Chinese products as domestic ones.



    



    Joo Ji-seung added an explanation.



    



    "These days, even the peppers grown in China are domestic varieties, so there's not much difference in taste or quality, but many people avoid them because of hygiene issues."



    



    Those who mess around with food should be punished.



    



    "Alright, now take one container each."



    



    Following the monk's instructions, we each took a large stainless steel basin.



    



    I divided the cleaned bellflower roots into 2.5 kg portions and washed them with coarse salt and water.



    



    "This way, the saponin content remains while the bitterness is gone."



    



    Jujiseung lifted the Olgido.



    



    "It's the party."



    



    "It's a party."



    



    Jichan, Baek Woojin, and I are all sensitive to sugar.



    



    "It's okay to put in this much." It needs to be a bit sweet to taste good.



    



    I couldn't believe someone would eat boiled meat with cola, so I squinted and glared, and Jujiseung let out a small laugh.



    



    "10 spoons of oligosaccharide, 10 spoons of vinegar, and 10 spoons of salt are just right."



    



    "Put this much in?"



    



    "You have to put it in as if you're not sure if it's okay."



    



    "It's delicious~"



    



    Baek Woo-jin continued Jo Ji-seung's words and added the ingredients to the basin.



    



    "Now mix it well and let it sit for 30 minutes."



    



    "Are you going to rest a bit now?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked as if he had been waiting.



    



    Rest. I'll make the marinade and marinate the bulgogi.



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin are glaring at me.



    



    Why. What?



    



    "You started because everyone said it was great."



    



    Sigh. You shouldn't talk.



    



    The monk brought cucumbers and various seasonings.



    



    "Cucumber?"



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Even if the doraji doesn't taste good, who would eat it if you add cucumber?"



    



    Eating delicious things together makes them taste even better, but mixing tasteless things only makes them harder to eat.



    



    "If it only has one ingredient, it's boring." If you add cucumber, it not only gives a refreshing taste but also makes the texture interesting. 자.”



    



    The monk was distributing cucumbers and coarse salt, so I had no choice but to accept them.



    



    When I rubbed the cucumber with coarse salt, dark particles came out.



    



    "Oh my, this guy is so dirty."



    



    I was bored, so I made a joke, and Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan made faces as if they heard something they shouldn't have, while Baek Woo-jin snickered.



    



    "Jichan, let's make the sauce together."



    



    Yes. What should I put in?



    



    "First, 600g of red pepper powder."



    



    "Wait a minute!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin shouted.



    



    That chili powder is really spicy, isn't it? "Are you going to put that much in?"



    



    "Spicy is what makes it delicious."



    



    Cha Ji-chan answered on behalf of him.



    



    "Why is spicy food delicious?" You're sick, aren't you? Spiciness is a sharp sensation.



    



    In our side dishes, the only spicy thing with the bulgogi is the doraji-muchim, so at least this should be a bit spicy. Isn't that right?



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked me as if seeking my agreement.



    



    "No." It's not spicy.



    



    "It won't be that spicy, right?" "Wait a minute."



    



    Joo Ji-seung made a sauce in a small bowl, mixed it with bellflower root, and fed one to me, Baek Woo-jin, and Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "Ugh."



    



    It is spicy.



    



    The spiciness that hits the tongue is no joke.



    



    Water! Water!



    



    Baek Woo-jin was frantically looking for water, but Cha Ji-chan and Ju Ji-seung showed no reaction.



    



    "It's just delicious."



    



    "Right?" You have to do at least this much. These days, people eat so spicy.



    



    "Even so, it's too spicy, isn't it?"



    



    Mugunji snatched the water that was meant for Baek Woo-jin and drank it, causing Baek Woo-jin to go berserk next to him.



    



    "Because of you, this is such a hellish experience right now."



    



    "How great would it be if we just broadcast?"



    



    "This is also a problem." Even if one person can handle spicy food, it's for everyone to eat together. Isn't moderately spicy better? We're not even a restaurant that serves spicy food.



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    Sigh. It's a pity.



    



    Since Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan were worried, I immediately took the bag of red pepper powder.



    



    "Then just do a little bit, okay?"



    



    I clearly said just a little, but seeing the chili powder pouring out makes me anxious.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    After spending half a day preparing the side dishes, they look quite impressive when packed into the container.



    



    The main dish was pork bulgogi, accompanied by seasoned spring greens, bangpungnamul and chamnamul.



    



    To add a spicy kick, I included bellflower root salad and made rolled omelette as a bonus.



    



    "Is this rolled omelette?"



    



    "Isn't it just an egg pancake?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin criticized the rolled omelette I made.



    



    "What's the big deal?"



    



    "It's not a horse, is it?"



    



    "Or what." As long as it tastes good, that's all that matters.



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin each took one and nodded reluctantly.



    



    Even though the appearance is strange, it was made by Jujiseung, so it tastes good.



    



    Final test. Would you buy this if it costs 4,000 won?



    



    Jujiseung answered before he even finished speaking.



    



    "Of course!"

  
    Things that seem useless



    



    The opening day of Baek Seung-yong's car dealership has arrived.



    



    I plan to start selling at 11 AM, so I came out early in the morning.



    



    I was a bit excited about the fact that we were doing something together as friends, but I couldn't feel even a hint of that youthful drama atmosphere.



    



    The man dressed as Gungye, Ju Jiseung, was sweating profusely while making rolled omelet and seaweed soup, Cha Jichan packed the side dishes into the lunch boxes, and Baek Woojin checked the inventory.



    



    "How does it make sense to say you'll come tomorrow when we're open for business today?"



    



    The Coca-Cola Zero that was supposed to arrive this morning still hasn't come, and they said they were looking into it, so it seems like there's a problem.



    



    Baek Woo-jin's voice, who was on the phone, rose. After saying a few more things, they hung up the phone and went outside.



    



    "Hyung, I'm going to collect some cola."



    



    Baek Woo-jin held the door and said to Ju Ji-seung.



    



    “왜. They said they can't send it?



    



    The employee said they misplaced our items. I'll gather them while I check out the nearby store.



    



    "I'm going crazy." "Should I just give you the drink starting tomorrow?"



    



    Anyway, it wasn't about saving money; it was about giving out a small can of drink to each person.



    



    "I uploaded all the components in the video, so how could that happen?" I'll be back.



    



    Baek Woo-jin even took the Ugenius Channel staff with him to go get some Zero Cola.



    



    "Sang-kyu, Min-cheol, wash your hands and come here." Put on the plastic gloves, you put in only the bellflower salad, and you put in only the angelica root.



    



    "What is bangpungnamul?"



    



    "This is it." Hurry up. Hey, wipe off what's spilled next to you. Neatly. 어?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan didn't want the side dishes to mix, so he added them one by one, but as the opening time approached in 30 minutes, he seemed to get anxious.



    



    The PD and the writer are even accompanying me to fill the lunchbox.



    



    On the other hand, I also have no leisure.



    



    I was so bad at making rolled omelet that I ended up in charge of the rice and pork bulgogi, but making 250 servings made me think it would be better to just go to the gym.



    



    "PD, please mix the rice for me."



    



    "Yes."



    



    Muk-ji opened the rice cooker.



    



    CR1, the product name CookCook, is for home use, so if you want to make 250 servings, you'll have to cook rice all day while running the shop.



    



    I prepared as many as five rice cookers, but I'm not sure if we can handle it properly.



    



    "Chanyong, is the bulgogi okay?"



    



    The president of Baekseung Motors, Joo Ji-seung, asked about the progress of the pork bulgogi.



    



    Yes. The first one is over.



    



    I filled a large commercial frying pan with the marinated pork bulgogi from yesterday and cooked it.



    



    You can't cook it over high heat because it will burn, but you need to cook it quickly, so it's not easy.



    



    "Okay." You know you have to use a new frying pan when starting fresh, right?



    



    Yes. But, hyung.



    



    "Uh?"



    



    "Concept."



    



    "Ah, do I have to do it from now?"



    



    Nodding, Gungye solemnly said while making a rolled omelette.



    



    "What is Chief Kim doing?" Without bringing a new frying pan.



    



    "Yes, Your Majesty."



    



    If you keep using the same frying pan, the seasoning can become concentrated and alter the taste, and any leftover seasoning can burn and ruin the flavor.



    



    I put the pork bulgogi in the new frying pan and quickly washed the used frying pan.



    



    When I splashed cold water, steam shot up.



    



    I was rushing, but since I wasn't familiar with the task, I was just getting anxious. Meanwhile, the aged kimchi was stirring the pork bulgogi for me.



    



    "Wow, that's insane."



    



    Baek Woo-jin and the Genius employees came in carrying a bunch of cans of cola.



    



    "Did you see the people outside?" Too much.



    



    "Is there more?"



    



    Jujiseung slightly leaned out to check, but from the kitchen, he couldn't see how many people had gathered outside.



    



    "This road is all full."



    



    It would be great if many people come. I was standing since 9 o'clock



    



    Cha Ji-chan said while serving the side dishes.



    



    "Too much." Think about it. Is our lunchbox worth the 2-hour wait?



    



    At Baek Woo-jin's question, I, Ju Ji-seung, and Cha Ji-chan all slightly lifted our heads and fell into thought.



    



    It's cheaper and uses better ingredients than store-bought lunch boxes, but I can't guarantee it's delicious enough to wait 2-3 hours for.



    



    "What if there are people who can't live because they keep waiting like that?"



    



    Surely, that will become a bigger problem.



    



    "I guess I should prepare the queue list for tomorrow."



    



    PD Choi Michael has expressed his opinion.



    



    "Right."



    



    Jujiseung checked the watch.



    



    "Mikael, go out and guide the guests, and Woojin, fill the icebox with ice and water and put the cola in."



    



    "That's right."



    



    Baek Woo-jin immediately filled the icebox with water and tore open the ice bag.



    



    "How long do you think it will take Ji-chan?"



    



    "I've set up 50." Now there's nowhere left to put it.



    



    "Okay." Fill it up immediately as soon as it goes out. "How's Chanyong?"



    



    "Since we made one batch, that's 50 servings."



    



    "Okay." Everyone, stay at your posts and let's receive the guests in 5 minutes.



    



    When no one answered, Gungye, who was making a rolled omelette, sighed and said.



    



    "Chiefs, listen." There are countless starving beings out there, so prepare to welcome them into this Maitreya's world.



    



    "Yes, Your Majesty."



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Baek Seung-yong's lunchbox received a great response from the very first day of its opening.



    



    Thanks to the promotion by four major YouTubers, who collectively have 5.2 million subscribers, for the past month.



    



    The porter, who deals with exercise and health, informed us that it's a healthy diet lunchbox, so we can eat it without worry.



    



    When it became known that the cooking YouTuber Banya Sikgyeong would be cooking in person, people couldn't help but flock to see.



    



    Moreover, in an era of high prices where the average lunch cost for office workers in Seoul is 12,285 won, the number of office workers seeking 4,000 won healthy lunch boxes far exceeded Baek Seung-yong's expectations.



    



    "How many people are in front of us?"



    



    "I don't know."



    



    "Is it even possible to eat after waiting for 30 minutes?"



    



    "Lunch break is almost over."



    



    Wow. It's Cha Ji-chan."



    



    "Uh!"



    



    Jichan, who was greeting each person waiting in line, approached the group of office workers.



    



    Hello. Thank you for coming. It must be hot, so please have a drink each.



    



    Cha Ji-chan took out Zero Cola and shared it.



    



    "Could it be a photo?"



    



    Ah, yes. Sure.



    



    Cha Ji-chan readily took a photo together and greeted.



    



    Thank you.



    



    "No." I'm more grateful. And I'm sorry.



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "We made exactly 200 today, so it seems like there will be enough for everyone." I'm really sorry.



    



    When Cha Ji-chan bent at a right angle to apologize, the group of office workers was taken aback.



    



    It's a bit disappointing, but seeing a celebrity bow and greet me right in front of my eyes made me not feel like scolding them.



    



    "No." Well, there's nothing we can do about it.



    



    Thank you. Enjoy your lunch and keep your passion strong today. Fighting!



    



    Cha Ji-chan smiled slightly and then handed the drink to the next person.



    



    Meanwhile.



    



    "Enjoy your meal."



    



    "Um……."



    



    When the customer who had paid for the lunchbox hesitated, Baek Woo-jin blinked.



    



    "Why?" "Would you like some more chopsticks?"



    



    "No." That is it. I know it's really rude.



    



    "If you know, don't do it."



    



    "Can I touch your cheek just once?"



    



    At the absurd demand, Baek Woo-jin was left speechless.



    



    "No."



    



    "Just once." I washed my hands.



    



    "Why does everyone who sees me ask if they can touch my cheek?" "I don't like it!"



    



    "I'm sorry."



    



    "That's enough!" Go!



    



    "I've been subscribed for 34 months."



    



    "What's 34 months!" Even if it's 340 months, if it doesn't work, it doesn't work!



    



    I'm sorry. Because it's cute."



    



    "Then there's nothing we can do about it."



    



    When Baek Woo-jin offered the ball, the customer lightly pressed it with their finger, smiled, and walked away.



    



    Ha. Really. "Why am I so cute?"



    



    When Baek Woo-jin started joking around, the people waiting to settle their bills chuckled.



    



    "Seriously, don't go around saying stuff like that." I'm so embarrassed I could die.



    



    The side dish that was cooked in the rice cooker was washing its hands and making a fuss.



    



    "Yeah." You must be envious. I want to be cute too, but I'm the only one who's cute.



    



    "Hehehehe."



    



    I couldn't help but burst into laughter at the absurdity of it all.



    



    When Banchan-yong laughed heartily, the people inside the store started to laugh along, but Baek Woo-jin raised his nose without caring.



    



    "Is it enough to just serve the rice?"



    



    After using up all the prepared egg mixture, Jujiseung washed his hands and asked Banchanyong.



    



    Uh.  Hasn't Jichan hyung arrived yet?



    



    Banchan-yong looked around.



    



    There were almost no side dishes left in the lunchbox.



    



    Even if I urgently asked someone else for help, everyone was either holding a camera or busy with other tasks.



    



    "There are so many people, so I'm greeting them."



    



    Writer Kim Min-cheol from the Jimgun Channel revealed the whereabouts of Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "Enough." I can do it myself.



    



    Jujiseung took his place and packed food into the lunchbox.



    



    With his quick hands, writer Kim Min-cheol, who had spent three hours just packing side dishes into lunchboxes, opened his eyes wide.



    



    "30 left!"



    



    "30!"



    



    When Jujiseung checked the lunchbox and the leftover side dishes and shouted, Banchanyong and Baek Woojin echoed him.



    



    Cha Ji-chan entered the store.



    



    "Why are you so late?"



    



    When Banchan asked, Cha Jichan bowed his head deeply.



    



    "Hey, don't even mention it." The police came and asked how many people there were. What's going on? I was late because I was explaining. Bro, I'll do it.



    



    "No." I did it all. Chan-young, please take care of the work. There were a lot of people looking for him, but I couldn't respond because I was busy cooking.



    



    "Okay." For the side dishes, let's switch.



    



    "This is all cooked, so you just need to serve it." Let it cool down.



    



    "Alright."



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    3:40 PM.



    



    The business had ended a long time ago, but while greeting the subscribers who came by, it got late.



    



    I couldn't even give you a lunchbox, but I held on with the thought that I should at least greet you. However, it's no longer possible.



    



    I sought understanding and closed the door.



    



    "Ah!"



    



    "Oh dear."



    



    Wails could be heard from all around.



    



    I've been out since dawn and worked without sitting down for even a moment, so it's no wonder I'm exhausted.



    



    I also collapsed right where I was, feeling weak.



    



    Wow. I'm really going to die.



    



    "Are you saying you did this for a whole month?"



    



    "Do you want to take the weekend off?"



    



    "Hehehe."



    



    They all collapsed after just one day.



    



    "Did you sell everything?"



    



    The monk asked.



    



    Uh. Even the extra portions are all gone.



    



    "Sales must have come in a bit, right?" How much is it?



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked.



    



    "270,000 won deficit."



    



    Baek Woo-jin answered while lying on the floor.



    



    "What?"



    



    I was startled and asked back loudly.



    



    Cha Ji-chan, equally baffled, asked at the same time.



    



    "I shared the cola, didn't I?" Even if we sell all our lunch boxes, we still make a profit of 100,000 won.



    



    I said we ended up in the red because we split the canned drinks.



    



    "I worked so hard, and I ended up losing?"



    



    "It wasn't something you started just for the money in the first place."



    



    No matter what. Wow, if we do this exactly the same way, how much would it be per month? "An 8.1 million won loss?"



    



    "I should say I donated 8.1 million won."



    



    "You're so great, man."



    



    I couldn't help but laugh.



    



    Everyone is so exhausted that they don't even have the energy to talk anymore.



    



    "Let's clean up and go eat."



    



    "That's right."



    



    Everyone knows that it needs to be organized, but no one has stepped up to do it.



    



    It means that I am completely exhausted.



    



    It's amazing how people in the food service industry manage to get by when even a single day is this tough.



    



    "Let's eat something delicious for dinner."



    



    "Agreed."



    



    I don't know how they manage to endure, but I'm planning to get through it with a delicious meal.

  
    Things that seem useless



    



    As the members of Baek Seung-yong-cha started cleaning, Joo Ji-seung sat in front of the camera.



    



    PD Choi Michael asked.



    



    "How do you feel about wrapping up the first day of the Baek Seung-yong car?"



    



    "I'm out of my mind." My clothes are all soaked with sweat right now, and I don't even remember if I did it right or what I did.



    



    "I heard this is your first experience in the food service industry."



    



    Yes. It was something I always wanted to try at least once, and now I have the opportunity.



    



    "It must have been a difficult task, but was there a motive?"



    



    Jujiseung lifted his head, took a moment to gather his thoughts, and then slowly began to speak.



    



    "When Chanyong first brought it up, I hesitated." I wonder if we can handle this kind of thing on our own. But.



    



    Joo Ji-seung nodded and chuckled softly.



    



    "My wife told me the answer."



    



    Choi Michael nodded, helping Joo Ji-seung to naturally bring up the topic.



    



    "After running the Heart Sutra for a long time, I felt the limitations." The recipes I knew have long been exhausted, and every day I study and look for new cooking methods, but even that has become somewhat mechanical.



    



    Jujiseung straightened his back and squared his shoulders.



    



    "My wife, who knew about my worries, asked if it wasn't a good opportunity."



    



    Jujiseung nodded.



    



    "Even though it was tough, I was doing well on YouTube, and I felt embarrassed thinking that it might be okay to just stay as I was." It feels like I've become complacent now that I'm able to make a living. So I took on the challenge.



    



    "The reason you started cooking in the first place was because of your sister-in-law."



    



    Yes. My wife is really bad at cooking.



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Choi Michael couldn't hold back their laughter.



    



    "Just kidding." When I was working, I developed diabetes, and at that time, my wife helped me with utmost devotion. He has to go to work too, but he wakes up early to pack lunch and comes home early to prepare dinner. I was very discouraged, but thanks to you, I found the strength.



    



    Jujiseung smiled as he recalled old memories.



    



    "But I made it so hard for her that my wife got sick too." I thought, "Oh, I see." At this rate, we'll both end up dead. Shouldn't we take care of our health first? I had such thoughts.



    



    Choi Michael, with his lips tightly sealed, looked at Ju Ji-seung.



    



    "Since we had some savings, we both quit our jobs for now, and from then on, I took care of all the household chores." As I kept doing it, I found that cooking suited me, so I continued. While looking for something I could do while taking care of my wife, I ended up starting a YouTube channel.



    



    "How is your health right now?"



    



    "I've become too healthy." A person who has never exercised in their life started going to the gym to lose weight, and now look at them.



    



    The monk shook his head vigorously.



    



    "If you have one last thing to say."



    



    "The meals my wife prepared for me, the food I made while thinking of my wife, I am making them just as they were." Please visit often.



    



    As Joo Ji-seung smiled, Choi Michael ended the recording.



    



    "Are you done?"



    



    No. Now we have to film the cleaning.



    



    "Sigh." I'm going crazy. Jichan, it's your turn.



    



    "Ugh."



    



    As Joo Ji-seung headed to the kitchen, Cha Ji-chan tried to take off the red rubber gloves.



    



    "CEO, wait a moment."



    



    Producer Ahn Sang-kyu called Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "Why?"



    



    It looks good on you. Let's go as is.



    



    "Are you saying I should show off just because I did some work?"



    



    "How about giving a little?"



    



    "Sigh."



    



    Cha Ji-chan sighed and sat down in the chair where Ju Ji-seung had been.



    



    "What do you think about running a lunchbox business?"



    



    "I laughed so much that my face won't move."



    



    "It's been a while since I met with my subscribers."



    



    "Right." Hey, our Kkunkkuni kids are working out hard. I thought you were just all talk when you were giving advice on the show. Uh?



    



    PD Ahn Sang-kyu smiled slightly.



    



    "How did you start Baek Seung-yong's lunch box?"



    



    That guy seduced me. It would be great if we could give it to our gym members.



    



    Cha Ji-chan pointed to the side dish for wiping the frying pan with a nod.



    



    "So, did you do it as part of promoting the gym?"



    



    "That's one reason." My sibling is trying to do something again, so I'm just helping out a bit. "Brotherhood."



    



    Cha Ji-chan gave a slight smile.



    



    "I also saw comments saying that it might be beyond the scope of what they can help with."



    



    "What, you put a straw in the side dish?" Are there still guys like that?



    



    "It's not exactly like that."



    



    "Ha."



    



    Cha Ji-chan sighed.



    



    "I've mentioned a few times that my YouTube channel grew thanks to them when I was having a hard time." This matter is mixed up with various things. It feels like supporting gym members as I mentioned earlier, and there's also a promotional purpose. Since it's something Chanyong is doing, there are things that need to be done.



    



    Cha Ji-chan scratched the back of his head vigorously and said.



    



    "Don't misunderstand, just listen." "I didn't do anything bad, didn't harm anyone, and I was somewhat successful, earning a lot of money and all that."



    



    "That's right."



    



    "But once I started earning a decent amount of money, it didn't really hit me that much." No matter how many good and expensive things you buy, it doesn't fill the void within a person.



    



    "This might be a bit controversial, don't you think?"



    



    "Whether they do or not." I am. At first, I thought it was just because I didn't have many people to share my feelings with, but it turned out not to be the case. A good deed? Do you want to be respected? It felt like that.



    



    "It's a desire for respect."



    



    "What is that?"



    



    Maslow. No. Keep going."



    



    "Okay." My bag strap is a bit short. "I have a bit of a complex, too."



    



    "It's not just the bag that's short."



    



    Bae Woo-jin, who was crouching down to organize the dishes, poked his head out and shouted.



    



    "This guy."



    



    When Cha Ji-chan lifted his butt, Baek Woo-jin quickly tucked his head back in.



    



    "But while doing YouTube, I realized that even someone like me can do something helpful for others." That's my pride, and furthermore, I want to live in a way that actually helps others.



    



    "Is there a reason that made you think that way?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan gave Ban Chan-yong a glance.



    



    "I learned it from them."



    



    PD Ahn Sang-kyu turned on the camera and packed the side dishes.



    



    "Unlike what he shows on the broadcast, he has almost no self-esteem."



    



    "Ah, why are you bringing up my story?"



    



    Banchanyong shouted.



    



    "But what I respect about him is that he acknowledges his weaknesses and makes an effort to overcome them." Do you know that every Sunday, we pick up trash at Dorimcheon or the Han River for our side dishes? You don't know anyone, do you?



    



    "Ah!"



    



    Banchan-yong shouted irritably.



    



    "Stay still." You can't even say thank you when your brother is giving you good advice.



    



    "Why are you skipping Gwanaksan?"



    



    "Hehehehe."



    



    People inside the store chuckled softly at the banter about the side dishes.



    



    Sure. Well, they even pick up trash on Gwanaksan Mountain.



    



    "But how did you know that Chan-young was doing that?"



    



    Ahn Sang-kyu asked a question that viewers would be curious about.



    



    "I was checking how much he walks every day, and on Sunday, he unusually recorded 20,000 to 30,000 steps, so I asked him." What were you doing that made you walk so much? Then he showed me the photo. Dozens of photos of garbage stuffed into volume-based waste bags.



    



    "Ah."



    



    I told you so. Upload it to YouTube. When I asked if it wouldn't be good to let people know about doing good deeds, he said he just does it whenever he feels like it. "She said she doesn't want to talk about it because she finds her worth by doing something helpful for others."



    



    "I just told you everything!"



    



    Banchanyong shouted.



    



    "Because I'm doing it, it turns out better than when you do it."



    



    "Thank you."



    



    Banchan-yong wiped the frying pan again.



    



    "Seeing him do that, I think I'll try to do something good and look for something too." What's lacking in me right now?



    



    "So, you're planning on doing volunteer work too?"



    



    "Right." Well, even if it's calculated, it can't be helped. That's right. It's something I do because I want to be respected and loved.



    



    "Everyone, don't believe him because he's saying that out of embarrassment."



    



    "You'll see after today."



    



    Cha Ji-chan suddenly grabbed Baek Woo-jin's cheeks with one hand, shook them, and then released them.



    



    Naturally taking over the baton, Baek Woo-jin sat in front of the camera, rubbing his cheeks.



    



    PD Lee Ji-hye of the WooJenius channel asked.



    



    "These days, there are comments saying I'm getting a lot of hate. What do you think?"



    



    "Uh?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin widened his eyes and asked back.



    



    "Ji-seung hyung and Ji-chan hyung have different questions, you know."



    



    "I'll do it later."



    



    In response to PD Lee Ji-hye's firm attitude, Baek Woo-jin briefly looked around and gathered his thoughts.



    



    "It's because of Hyung Chanyong."



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    "Since I've been hanging out with that guy, I've been getting angry more often." 맞아. "I have a lot of grievances because I've been wronged."



    



    "What did I do?"



    



    "During the Kakao meeting, they asked if I really don't like Kakao!" I ignored a weird question comment, and then they said, "Are you really ignoring me just because I'm an elementary school student? Is this child abuse?" There are even people who know me as a pervert who likes tentacles!



    



    Through the Baekban Debate, Baek Woo-jin, who had been misunderstood countless times, poured out his grievances.



    



    "Who actually believes that?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked with a slight smile.



    



    "I know too!" Does it make a difference being teased for knowing? I wasn't like this originally! You were cute, smart, and kind! That guy ruined everything!



    



    Baek Woo-jin jumped up and down and shouted.



    



    When Cha Ji-chan stepped forward and covered his mouth, the empty space for the side dish was filled.



    



    "It's my turn!"



    



    "Okay, okay." Calm down. Let's wash the dishes.



    



    "The interview isn't over yet!"



    



    "It's funny to wrap it up here."



    



    Look! "Do I look like I'm not angry even after all this?"



    



    "That's right." Right. Kind. Kind.”



    



    "Cha Ji-chan!"



    



    "Uh-huh." You shouldn't just call your brother's name like that.



    



    "Hyung, what are you talking about!" 아!”



    



    As Baek Woo-jin's voice gradually faded, Banchan-yong bowed his head to the camera that Muk-ji was holding.



    



    "What are your thoughts on luring three colleagues with sweet talk to start a business?"



    



    When Mukunji asked a question, Banchan-yong's eyes widened.



    



    "Sweet words and false promises?" It's something we all gathered to discuss and started together. Right?



    



    Banchanyong looked around for an answer, but no one reacted.



    



    "How does it feel to have three major YouTubers siphoning off your content?"



    



    "The straw is correct." That's right, it's a straw that got permission. It's practically a straw.



    



    "How would you respond to comments saying you should focus on your broadcasts instead of showing off just because you've made some money?"



    



    "No, wait a minute." "Was there really such a question?"



    



    "Was."



    



    "Let me see."



    



    Banchan-yong looked over the chat that Mukbang-ji filtered out during today's broadcast.



    



    └It wasn't a variety show;;



    



    └These days, where can you even find a lunchbox like that for 4,000 won? Seriously.



    



    Did you leave it behind?



    



    In my opinion, it's not great. The meat is just bulgogi.



    



    └For real, you need at least one fried food.



    



    └What kind of fried food is in a healthy lunchbox?



    



    └The price of spring greens has gone crazy lately. If you get freshly cooked rice, three types of fresh greens, a meat side dish, rolled omelet, seaweed soup, and a zero cola for 4,000 won, there’s no margin to be made.



    



    I wish we had one in our neighborhood too.



    



    No, I really don't understand. Why go through all this trouble when you could just broadcast?



    



    └There are so many people who start businesses once they get a bit famous, right? Haha



    



    └Mister, stop messing around and wasting time, and instead, post more on the Baekban Debate.



    



    Banchan-yong's face twisted grotesquely.

  
    Things that seem useless



    



    "Why is this useless!"



    



    Everyone was startled by the sudden loud voice.



    



    └Surprise



    



    └Why are you so excited?



    



    └It's understandable to be angry. I would be really annoyed too if I were doing something good and someone belittled it by saying it's useless.



    



    Anyway, the broadcast atmosphere gets ruined because of those thoughtless guys.



    



    Are there really only a couple of kids like that? Don't worry about it.



    



    As the broadcast neared its end, the viewers, who had significantly decreased compared to the peak time, consoled each other while criticizing one viewer.



    



    "Chanyong."



    



    Cha Ji-chan got up.



    



    I knew how heartbroken Banchan-yong must have been, but I was worried he might make a mistake on the show, so I was about to stop him.



    



    You have friends, right? "When we're bored, we meet up and hang out, right?"



    



    Everyone was bewildered by the sudden shout for side dishes that came just in time.



    



    "I'm not here!" These people are all of them! I do nothing but editing, broadcasting, meetings, scripts, exercise, editing, broadcasting meetings, scripts, and exercise every day. Can't I use this as an excuse to slack off? Isn't it okay if we do good things together, work hard, cheer each other on, and then eat together as a way to make memories? "Why is this a pointless thing to do?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin blinked and listened carefully to Ban Chan-yong's words.



    



    "I work every day." I only work except for the time I spend sleeping and eating. It was the same when I was in school, it was the same when I was working at the company, and it's the same now. So I didn't have any friends, but these days it's fun to be with these people. Not really.



    



    Even though I don't want to, I still memorize the Grand Master Gungye's teachings.



    



    Jujiseung's eyes widened in surprise.



    



    "Always acting picky, but it's the older brother who takes care of everything behind the scenes."



    



    Cha Ji-chan pouted and started organizing the dishes again.



    



    "Chattering noisily like a little pig."



    



    "Where are you going, pig?"



    



    "It's nice to be together." I don't know if it's because I don't have any friends, but it's nice. But are these people a bit busy? I'm busy too!



    



    Banchan-yong stopped talking.



    



    "Didn't it end strangely?"



    



    When Mukji pointed it out, Banchanyong collected himself and continued the conversation.



    



    "That's why this happened." Good thing. I made some excuses related to our work. What's so useless about that? "It's the most important thing to me!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin opened his mouth.



    



    "If you want to have fun, go to a PC bang or a karaoke room."



    



    "Sniff."



    



    Joo Ji-seung let out a small laugh.



    



    "Anyway." Don't just say that because it looks like that to you. Got it?



    



    When Banchan-yong showed his displeasure, Cha Ji-chan let out a long "Ah."



    



    "Hey, dude." Is this work or play?



    



    Am I the only one having fun?"



    



    When Banchanyong asked back angrily, Chajichan didn't answer and just chuckled.



    



    "Let's wrap it up."



    



    Jujiseung said while wiping the last pot.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    After finishing his business, Baek Woo-jin returned to the studio and turned on the broadcast.



    



    └Again?



    



    └I've been doing it all day today.



    



    └Aren't you tired?



    



    └Their stamina is insane.



    



    The subscribers of the Ugenius channel, though puzzled by the unscheduled broadcast, gathered one after another.



    



    Baek Woo-jin opened his mouth with a face that looked completely haggard.



    



    "I'm tired." I have to go out early tomorrow too.



    



    I couldn't suppress my yawn.



    



    Baek Woo-jin opened his mouth wide and relaxed his neck muscles.



    



    "I turned it on for a moment because I had something to say." I don't know if I'll upload it to YouTube. It's just something I've been thinking about lately, so feel free to listen.



    



    Baek Woo-jin slowly began to unravel his thoughts.



    



    "Looks like there are quite a few people who don't like our lunchboxes?" What's the point of doing that? Well, if you consider the pros and cons, you might think that way.



    



    I took a sip of the cold burdock tea.



    



    The novel I'm writing. There were similar comments on "Mozart in Joseon" as well. The protagonist only does good deeds, so it's not interesting. You seem like a pushover.



    



    Baek Woo-jin shrugged his shoulders.



    



    "There's that saying, you know." If you live kindly, you'll be taken advantage of. Being used. Everyone must have said that because of their bad experiences, but I'll talk to them to see if it's really true.



    



    Baek Woo-jin searched for Adam Grant in the search bar.



    



    First. There's a famous organizational psychologist named Adam Grant who has also given TED talks, so check it out if you're interested. It's fun. Anyway, I'll talk based on what this person said in the TED talk.



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who displayed a photo of Adam Grant, spoke fluently without a script.



    



    "Adam Grant classified social members into givers, takers, and matchers, and investigated who succeeds."



    



    Baek Woo-jin opened Excel.



    



    The person who receives is a Taker, the person who both gives and receives is a Matcher, and the person who gives is a Giver.



    



    "Takers only seek to take in relationships." They are the type who only think about what they can gain from the other person without ever conceding. Matchers have the mindset of "if you do it for me, I'll do it for you." Isn't it reasonable? Lastly, Givers are just good people who like to give. There are people like that very rarely, right?



    



    Baek Woo-jin manipulated Excel to create a pie chart.



    



    Adam Grant divided around 30,000 people from various industries and cultures into these three categories. So, Takers made up 19% of the total, Matchers 56%, and Givers 25%. Which type of person do you think will be the most successful among these?



    



    The opinions in the chat room were divided.



    



    └The person who gives and receives?



    



    It's annoying, but people who take care of their own interests tend to succeed.



    



    Looks like └takers?



    



    └Could it be givers?



    



    └I originally thought they were takers, but there must be a reason they're asking, haha. They seem like givers.



    



    "The person with the worst performance was in the Givers group."



    



    The viewers reacted as if they had expected it.



    



    Adam Grant gave three examples of jobs. As a sales representative, engineer, and medical student. But the person who always performed the worst in these three jobs was always the Givers. I couldn't get my own work done because I was busy helping others.



    



    └Seriously, people like that can't handle office life.



    



    └Exactly. Why are you meddling in others' affairs when you can't even take care of your own? LOL



    



    Even if you help, you should do your part completely.



    



    └Got it. It means that the person who gives and receives is the most successful.



    



    └Seems so



    



    So, how was Takers? These people succeeded the fastest in various professions and also fell the fastest.



    



    Baek Woo-jin observed the audience's reactions while explaining Adam Grant's research findings.



    



    "At first, they only take advantage, so they quickly see results, but we can't help but look at them with disdain, can we?" The people who give and take, that is, the Matchers, did not let the selfish and greedy colleagues off the hook. Even if it takes some time, Takers are eventually excluded from the group by Matchers.



    



    └Implementing Justice!



    



    So, are you saying that giving and receiving things like luxury cars is also an act of this kind?



    



    └That's right. I won't deal with people who act like dogs.



    



    "Then, which group among T, M, and G had the highest-performing employee?"



    



    The majority of viewers chose Matchers.



    



    "In every company and profession, the people who consistently achieved the highest levels of performance were always Givers." Isn't it amazing?



    



    The viewers were confused by Baek Woo-jin's explanation.



    



    Just a moment ago, I heard that the person with the lowest performance belonged to the Givers.



    



    The distribution of people who belong to Givers is fascinating. The most successful person and the most unsuccessful person coexist in that group. "Do you know why?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin smiled slightly.



    



    Medical students belonging to Givers really try to provide excellent service. Not only do they treat the illness, but they also observe and care for the patient's psychology. So, even though it's inefficient at first, the longer the period, the significantly better the results compared to others. This is the same for engineers. I try hard to make good products and always check them meticulously, so people around me recognize it. It just needed time.



    



    └Now that you mention it, I can see how that could be.



    



    So, even if it seems like I'm at a loss, in the end, there will be someone who understands, right?



    



    If you give an example from the hospital, it will be easy to understand. I don't go to the hospital that just throws a pill at me in 30 seconds without even listening to what I have to say. But even though it takes some time, hospitals that provide detailed explanations are always busy.



    



    Even just a restaurant, right? Restaurants that use low-quality meat to cut costs go out of business quickly. Places that quietly use good ingredients survive as popular restaurants for a long time.



    



    "Right." The important thing here. "Why do successful and struggling people coexist among givers?"



    



    No one was coming up with an answer.



    



    "Among givers, those who do not succeed do not receive the reward for their good deeds." "You're nice to others but feel uncomfortable when receiving kindness yourself."



    



    Baek Woo-jin took a sip of water.



    



    "Givers who have succeeded accept favors from others with joy." 왜? Because if you do well, you can give more. This is different from the equal exchange of Matchers where if you give, I give too. It's only natural and joyful to give to each other.



    



    └There's a difference in that it's an action that doesn't expect anything in return.



    



    └That's amazing.



    



    └When you look at the news or what's happening around you, it seems like only terrible things are happening, but surprisingly, there are positive aspects to society as well.



    



    Right? So, thinking that people who give and share with others are foolish is truly ignorant. He's just a fool who only chases after temporary gains right in front of him.1)



    



    Baek Woo-jin took down the photos of Excel and Adam Grant.



    



    Next, the second. It's about Chat GPT, which has been talked about a lot lately. It might not seem related, but if you listen to it all the way through, you'll see it's in a similar context, so give it a try.



    



    Baek Woo-jin stretched his neck.



    



    Our parents' generation succeeded because they were smart. I considered passing the state exam to be the highest achievement, and it truly was. So, they wanted us to go to a good university.



    



    The viewers were positive.



    



    "Even if you were a bit lacking, if you were diligent, you would still be recognized in your own way." From the boss's perspective, it's easier to deal with employees who quietly carry out their tasks. But the world has changed, right?



    



    Baek Woo-jin continued speaking while searching for various people representing each profession.



    



    "Actors, singers, webtoon artists, professional gamers, YouTubers, web novel writers, and other jobs that used to be hard to make a living from or didn't even exist have emerged." And then the saying that creativity is important came up. School studies are no longer everything. The importance of someone who only does what they are told has diminished a bit. But it's changing again. It's because of artificial intelligence."



    



    Baek Woo-jin accessed Chat GPT.



    



    "Artificial intelligence will become the most important technology in the future." It will achieve automation across the entire industry. The world inevitably operates economically.



    



    When I asked Chat GPT to explain which industries AI would be applied to first from an economic perspective, it responded instantly.



    



    Even to such difficult questions, Chat GPT answers quickly. When you search for something, it shows all the documents that contain that word, which is different from the existing search portal sites. You can now get what you really want so easily.



    



    Baek Woo-jin read Chat GPT's response slowly.



    



    "Chat GPT just told me about five industries where artificial intelligence can be applied." Manufacturing industry, healthcare industry, financial industry, retail industry, transportation industry. What could be the commonality among these?



    



    Don’t know? Don’t care



    



    └I really don't get it



    



    What does a person do?



    



    └Where is there anything like that?



    



    "That's right." The work done by people. In other words, industries with high labor costs become the top priority for artificial intelligence and automation. If you reduce costs, you'll have a lot of money left over. The higher the value-added industry, the more so. The salaries of employees at financial firms are high, right? Doctors and nurses earn a lot of money.



    



    └That's true.



    



    └Cost-cutting here again;;



    



    Seriously, now they're even cutting labor costs to save money.



    



    └But even if manufacturing tends to earn a lot of money, do retail and transportation also have high incomes?



    



    "That's the second condition." Industries with many workers will also quickly undergo AI and automation. The profit per person is small, but since there are so many workers, reducing that number can significantly cut costs.



    



    The viewers were convinced by Baek Woo-jin's explanation.



    



    Look.



    



    The viewers could not refute Baek Woo-jin's question.



    



    Again. "Even if you try to be diligent, can you be more diligent than a robot?"



    



    How can you be more diligent than someone who works 24 hours a day? LOL



    



    It's 168 hours a week, lol.



    



    Don't compete with robots...



    



    "So, in a society where artificial intelligence has advanced, what should we be prepared for?" Creativity? It's a good answer, but it's not the correct one. I'll show you an example.



    



    Baek Woo-jin took out an illustration.



    



    Even professionals like doctors and accountants, as well as transportation workers like delivery drivers and bus drivers, are not free from the impact of artificial intelligence and automation. Now, the ability required of people is not to be smart. No matter how smart an individual is, they can't know more than artificial intelligence, right?



    



    └No way, lol. An ad here?



    



    You wrote it, didn't you?



    



    The ability to ask the novel writer what they want, listen to them, and then create illustrations accordingly was amazing. His drawing skills were, of course, top-notch. But now AI can draw pictures for us? So, will illustrators lose their jobs?



    



    └Still, I think people who are doing well will maintain it.



    



    The AI that draws instead of you is not omnipotent. The details are difficult, and the keywords need to be entered very accurately and meticulously. I also need to do some retouching.



    



    "That's it." I don't know what to say to the AI. No, you probably don't know the author Woojin who happens to have the same name as me. I don't even know what I want, so I don't know how to explain it to the AI.



    



    Baek Woo-jin shrugged his shoulders.



    



    "So, I will still commission the cover work to the illustrator, and he will listen to me well, ask questions to accurately catch what I want, and then use AI to proceed with the work quickly." Editing too.



    



    Is professionalism still intact?



    



    └Please summarize.



    



    Again. Doctors are the same. If artificial intelligence develops, doctors won't diagnose. I won't even have surgery. You just need to input the patient's condition into the computer. But is it like before? Please pick up your medicine. Next patient. "Could a doctor like this really do something like this?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin shook his head.



    



    No. While talking to the patient, the doctor can extract data on exactly where the patient feels discomfort and how they are feeling, and input accurate information into the medical AI. And you continue the conversation until the AI provides an accurate answer, using the knowledge you have. Do you have any idea what skills we need to develop now?



    



    The chat has paused for a moment.



    



    "It's the ability to communicate." The day will surely come when those who can read, write, listen, speak, and naturally connect with others will demonstrate their strength.



    



    Baek Woo-jin closed the internet search window and said.



    



    "That's why you should live by giving." Listen carefully to what others say, and learn how to express exactly what you want to say. To empathize. If I were to summarize it in one sentence you like, it would be to treat others nicely.



    



    Baek Woo-jin paused for a moment before speaking.



    



    "Don't think of doing good deeds or helping others as a loss or a pointless act." That thought will exclude you from society and deprive you of your future.



    



    Baek Woo-jin picked up the cup.



    



    The reason we earn money. Think carefully about the reasons you want to become rich. It's all because of useless things. What we really want are the things that seem useless, things that can be bought with money or not.



    



    Baek Woo-jin drank the lukewarm burdock tea and wiped his mouth.



    



    "Dolls, earphones, pillows, Netflix, tteokbokki, comic books, sunlight, wind, the smell of rain, leisure, bed, a friend to chat with—things like that."

  
    More money



    



    The video related to the Baek Seung-yong car lunchbox did not receive a great response.



    



    Perhaps because it wasn't an interesting topic, the YouTube views fell slightly short of each channel's average.



    



    We didn't have high expectations either, so we didn't pay much attention and focused on our business.



    



    On the third day of the opening, a change occurred.



    



    "Ujin, is it possible to do an interview with WTV News?"



    



    We all had to stop what we were doing, dazed and confused, at the words conveyed by PD Lee Ji-hye of the Ugenius channel.



    



    Even though I'm already busy, I seem to feel sorry for leaving my post.



    



    Say you're sorry and send them back. I'm busy right now, so I don't have time for that.



    



    “왜? Come back.



    



    Joo Ji-seung pushed Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "Eh." "Done."



    



    "There's still some of what we prepared left, right?" I can hold out for 30 minutes, you know? Woojin also went and came back.



    



    "Who is going to do the math?"



    



    "I'll do it."



    



    Producer Lee Ji-hye stood at the checkout counter.



    



    "They want to do it inside the store, not outside." I think we can do it at our break table.



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin felt somewhat relieved by PD Ahn Sang-kyu's words.



    



    Since I don't go far, I can help with the work right away if needed.



    



    "Then you go first, hyung."



    



    Baek Woo-jin said to Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "Yeah, whatever." It's not going to take long.



    



    Cha Ji-chan nodded while looking at PD Ahn Sang-kyu.



    



    PD Ahn Sang-kyu, who stepped outside, came in with the reporter, exchanged light greetings, and immediately started the interview.



    



    "That's amazing." Right?



    



    Flipping the smoked duck, I asked the aged kimchi.



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    "Of course." A person I know is all over the news.



    



    "Representative, you have work to do as well."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "Yesterday, I received a call from NBC." "I wrote it down in the work log, but you didn't check it?"



    



    After finishing the business, I immediately did a personal broadcast, and as soon as I was about to collapse from exhaustion, I had to get up and prepare the ingredients.



    



    I couldn't check it in time.



    



    "I didn't see it."



    



    "We are scheduled to visit in an hour."



    



    "But why?"



    



    "It seems to be a planned report where famous YouTubers come together to sell affordable lunch boxes in this era of high prices." I suspect that Ju Ji-seung's agency, Tomato Entertainment, might have exerted some influence.



    



    I saw a monk frying an egg.



    



    It seems that Choi Michael approached and said something, so it looks like a request for an interview was probably sent to Ju Ji-seung as well.



    



    "Two days ago, articles were published in several newspapers." I also distributed the press release to people I know, and since Tomato, Eugenie, and Jimkun all took action, and it's been mentioned a lot in newspaper articles and communities, it seems like the broadcasting station is showing interest as well.



    



    Since it's something that YouTubers with a total of 5.2 million subscribers do, it is indeed worth paying attention to.



    



    "Even if it's news, it will be covered briefly, focusing on lifestyle and culture." You don't have to feel burdened.



    



    "The situation is getting bigger than I expected."



    



    It's a bit overwhelming.



    



    "On the first day of the opening, Mr. Baek Woo-jin said something on his personal broadcast."



    



    "What did you say?"



    



    It is said that those who willingly accept someone's kindness, attention, or compensation can give more. A good result will follow.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    ***



    



    -In front of a building in Yeouido. Office workers are lined up for lunch.



    



    - (Why are you in line?)I'm waiting to buy a lunchbox.



    



    Era of high prices. The average lunch cost for office workers in Seoul has been reported to be 12,285 won, and a group of young people is drawing attention by selling so-called cost-effective lunch boxes.



    



    - (What was the reason you were looking for it?)싸서? These days, a single gimbap costs 4,000 won, so this is a total bargain.



    



    -(What was the reason you were looking for it?)Convenience store lunch boxes have almost no vegetables, but they say the nutritional balance here is good.



    



    The young internet-famous creators who run this bento shop are discussing a new perspective on dieting.



    



    -[For influencer side dishes] I also find it quite challenging from a dieting perspective. Eating a healthy diet while working costs too much money, time, and effort.



    



    -[Influencer Baek Woo-jin] I saw a news report about college students, even new employees and office workers, saving on food expenses by having triangle kimbap for lunch. I thought it would be nice if it could be of some help.



    



    -[Influencer Cha Ji-chan] Eating is more important than exercising. The nutritional balance needs to be right, but if you only eat food from restaurants or convenience stores, it's easy to get out of balance.



    



    -[Influencer Joo Ji-seung] It breaks my heart to see someone having to make do with just a triangle kimbap for a meal. Thinking about the past. If it were up to me, I would like to give you a better price.



    



    They announced that they plan to sell healthy lunch boxes at affordable prices to university students and young professionals who are relatively financially constrained, while also providing free lunch boxes to vulnerable groups. The sight of young people, like a refreshing rain in the harsh reality, is beautiful. This was WTV's Lee Yuri.



    



    The Baek Seung-yong car was reported on the 8 o'clock news.



    



    I'm flabbergasted because they spoke about me better than I could have imagined, and then my mother called.



    



    "Yes, Mother."



    



    -Oh dear. My son is so adorable, I could die.



    



    "Did you see the news?"



    



    -Okay. What happened? Did you visit the broadcasting station?



    



    Yes. Well, it's a bit complicated, but that's how it turned out. You said such nice things that I don't even know what's what.



    



    -You did well. We should help each other and live.



    



    "Hehehe."



    



    - Mom, these days I feel like I'm really living thanks to our son.



    



    "Have you eaten?"



    



    -I ate it. You are.



    



    "I ate it too." I made a lot of lunch boxes to share, and since there's some left over, I'm eating that.



    



    -Don't you need kimchi?



    



    Yes. These days, I don't have time to eat at home because I've been eating out.



    



    -Okay. Don't overdo it.



    



    "Yes."



    



    After finishing the call, there were KakaoTalk messages coming in from all over.



    



    The group chat for the Baek Seung-yong car club was also in chaos, and even people who hadn't been in touch for years said they watched the TV show and were enjoying it.



    



    "Really."



    



    I'm still a bit dazed, but I don't feel bad.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "What did you do?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan pressed Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "What did I do?"



    



    I looked at him suspiciously, and Baek Woo-jin stomped his feet as if he was wronged.



    



    "It's true!"



    



    "Drunk driving, school violence, drugs, sexual harassment—aren't they all?"



    



    "What kind of nonsense is this!" "Are you going to keep framing me?"



    



    When I asked jokingly, Baek Woo-jin jumped up.



    



    "Then why?"



    



    "CEO, the KTN reporter is asking if you could spare a moment?"



    



    As soon as he asked what the WTV news interview request was about, PD Ahn Sang-kyu from the Jimkun channel found Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "Me too? "Why?



    



    "They said they want to interview about the Baek Seung-yong car lunch box."



    



    Cha Ji-chan was in a difficult situation.



    



    A week has passed since Baek Seung-yong opened his lunchbox shop.



    



    Since the news report, it has received an absolutely ridiculous amount of attention, and the view count for the Baek Seung-yong car lunchbox video, which was slightly underperforming, has surpassed 3 million.



    



    There were so many comments that even I, who used to live for reading them, found it hard to check each one.



    



    In the meantime, there were also difficulties.



    



    "I came because I heard you were doing good deeds."



    



    I didn't know how to deal with the sponsoring organizations that came during business hours.



    



    At first, I listened to the explanation with interest, but as too many people came to the store, I couldn't attend to each person individually.



    



    Above all, it was impossible to support every single organization.



    



    "I understand your feelings, but we need to be sure."



    



    "That's right." If you keep doing it, it never ends.



    



    Sunday.



    



    After discussing how to approach the sponsor organization, we ultimately decided to handle it ourselves.



    



    "But didn't we decide to take a break?" "Why are you coming out?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin complained while lying on the table.



    



    Due to personal schedules and even selling lunch boxes, we decided to take Sunday off without anyone having to say it first.



    



    "I need to plan next week's meals."



    



    Joo Ji-seung showed the tablet.



    



    "Many people were dissatisfied with the limited sale of 200 units." There are people who came from far away and didn't even get a number.



    



    "Can't be."



    



    Jichan, Baek Woojin, and I turned our heads at the same time. It feels like I'm going to say something I don't even want to imagine.



    



    "How about just doing 100 more?"



    



    "No!"



    



    "Are you out of your mind?"



    



    "I'm still struggling to death."



    



    If there was this much reaction, it would be understandable to give up, but Joo Ji-seung came out and patted Cha Ji-chan's shoulder, saying.



    



    "You're getting used to it little by little." "See, I told you it would work out!"



    



    No. I can't do it. I'm really dying.



    



    Baek Woo-jin vehemently opposed it.



    



    "Me too."



    



    "I can't do it either."



    



    When Cha Ji-chan and I opposed it, Ju Ji-seung licked his lips as if regretting it.



    



    "Okay." I'll concede the proposal to increase it to 300.



    



    "It sounds like there's something else too."



    



    I preemptively spoke up because I felt like he was about to say something strange again.



    



    "It's a diet problem." Look.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung handed over the tablet.



    



    We have collected the comments on the videos that the four of us uploaded individually, and the feedback was that the variety of side dishes was lacking.



    



    └Is the white luxury car delicious?



    



    └The cost performance is great, but honestly, I think convenience store bento boxes are better.



    



    └Me too. There are too many greens.



    



    └For real, you need at least one tonkatsu.



    



    └It tastes too healthy.



    



    I could understand what he meant right away.



    



    They don't care at all that Baek Seung-yong's lunchbox focuses on health and diet.



    



    I just think of it as a 4,000-won lunchbox.



    



    "There's no need to worry about these guys." I told you it was a healthy lunch box, but you're still clenching your teeth and not listening.



    



    Cha Ji-chan said.



    



    "That's true, but there are also these needs." Also, our goal isn't just diet and health, right?



    



    "Let's give back a little of what we've received so far." Since the cost of living is so high, how about providing affordable and quality lunches?



    



    Baek Woo-jin said as if confirming.



    



    "That's right."



    



    I understand what you're saying. But you can't just put fried dishes like tonkatsu or sausages in there, right?



    



    When I drew the line, Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin nodded in agreement.



    



    Fried food is the opposite of health and dieting. Processed meats are not good either, so they don't suit our Baek Seung-yong car lunch box.



    



    "So, here's the thing."



    



    "No." If someone suggests a new menu, I'm completely against it.



    



    Once again, anxiety overwhelmed me, and I made a move.



    



    "Eh." No way.



    



    Cha Ji-chan turned his head as if to confirm that he wasn't laughing.



    



    However, Joo Ji-seung kept his mouth tightly shut and nodded.



    



    "Really?"



    



    "Since we've already started, let's add one more item to the menu." Seeing Chan-yong do it, he seems to be doing well. Chan-yong can handle the existing Baek Seung-yong car lunch box, and I'll try the new menu.



    



    "How am I supposed to do all of that by myself?"



    



    "You were doing well, so what's the problem?"



    



    "No." Bro, this is seriously not it.



    



    "If this continues, we'll all die!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin shouted.

  
    More money



    



    Because I received unexpected attention, similarly, unexpected things happened.



    



    Not only have the requests for support from volunteer organizations increased, but there are also more people asking for personal help from us.



    



    It was aimed at people who want to get healthy, but even now, healthy people come and ask for stimulating and delicious side dishes.



    



    "Our hearts must be similar."



    



    He said while looking at the three people.



    



    "Who wouldn't want to help a bit more and improve something a bit more?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    "But we can't do it all ourselves." Yeah, even if we do as much as we can now, there will be even more demands when the time comes.



    



    "Chan-young hyung is right."



    



    If I said that, Baek Woo-jin, who wouldn't believe even if I made soybean paste from beans, stepped forward.



    



    "We agreed to do it for a month." What if they ask for more when we're about to finish organizing the store? If you don't help after starting, you'll end up being resented instead.



    



    The conversation was interrupted for a moment.



    



    Jujiseung and Chajichan both seemed to be organizing their thoughts, so I waited silently, and soon Jujiseung scratched his scalp.



    



    "Okay." I understand what you're saying.



    



    Fortunately, they accepted the opinions of me and Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "Okay." "Hyung, if you open a store later, I'll definitely help with the sales."



    



    "Me too, me too."



    



    Because they understood the desire to take care of even the smallest things for the guests, Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin offered their comfort.



    



    "Then how about this?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung's eyes widened.



    



    "Just keep doing what you're doing and add the pork cutlet on the side."



    



    "Uh?"



    



    "Adding just one side is something I can easily handle on my own." There's nothing for you to worry about.



    



    "……."



    



    "I made tonkatsu and then shrimp tempura." 어? It's perfect for people who want more food or are craving fried food.



    



    I wonder if the courtiers watching Gungye recite "Om Mani Padme Hum" felt this way.



    



    I don't have the courage to look into the eyes slowly filling with madness.



    



    "How can I stop someone who is determined to do it?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan shook his head and gave up.



    



    Since you said you would do it alone, there's no reason to stop you.



    



    "Then let's do it that way." What are you doing now?



    



    Baek Woo-jin rested his chin on the table again and asked.



    



    "Go work out."



    



    Cha Ji-chan said something nonsensical.



    



    When Baek Woo-jin and I pretended not to hear, Ju Ji-seung made another suggestion.



    



    "I heard there's a place here that makes great kalguksu."



    



    "G Restaurant?"



    



    It seems that even Cha Ji-chan, who has been in Yeouido for a long time, knows.



    



    "Okay." I heard they open on Sundays too. Want to go?



    



    "Okay."



    



    "Agreed."



    



    It was the only good news that came out today, so I quickly responded, but Cha Ji-chan rested his chin on his hand and said indifferently.



    



    "Go with the three of you." I'm on a diet.



    



    We all gathered, but it feels a bit off to leave one person out.



    



    With no other choice, I was just staring blankly when Baek Woo-jin suddenly sat up.



    



    "There's a Beethoven musical happening at Sejong, want to go see it?"



    



    "Why Beethoven all of a sudden?"



    



    "Musical?"



    



    Yes. I received the ticket, but wait a moment.



    



    Baek Woo-jin checked his smartphone.



    



    "Today, it will be at 2:30 and 7:30." Let's go see it.



    



    I have some interest, but it seems like Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan are not keen on it.



    



    "I can't stand that."



    



    What is a musical? Are you singing?



    



    It seems they had no connection to musicals at all.



    



    At the reaction of the two, Baek Woo-jin couldn't bring himself to say anything more and just stared at me.



    



    "We all had our say, didn't we?" Come up with an idea too, bro.



    



    Umm. "Do you want to go to the Han River?"



    



    "If you ask to pick up trash, they'll kill you."



    



    I kept my mouth shut and just nodded in response to Chajichan's threats.



    



    Ah. I don't know. Go home.



    



    When Baek Woo-jin stood up, Joo Ji-seung stopped him.



    



    "Let's stay a little longer."



    



    Why? There's nothing to do anyway.



    



    "...It's the same even if I'm at home." Isn't that right?



    



    At first, we didn't understand what the monk was saying, but then we all caught on.



    



    Wow. This guy, he's totally mean.



    



    "Exactly." Am I early for my sister-in-law?



    



    "Say it one more time." I couldn't record it.



    



    As Chi Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin took turns teasing, Joo Ji-seung waved his hands in refusal.



    



    "Just kidding." 농담. Can't I even make a joke?



    



    "That's not true, is it?" Your expression was completely serious, right?



    



    Brrr- brrr-



    



    I heard the phone ringing, and when I looked over, Baek Woo-jin was on the phone somewhere.



    



    "Who are you calling right now?"



    



    "Sister-in-law."



    



    "Hey, how do you know our wife's number?"



    



    The monk opened his eyes wide like lanterns and asked.



    



    - Woojin.



    



    "Yeah, sis." I'm with Ji-seung hyung right now.



    



    "Honey!" No! Don't listen to him/her! What are you! "What is your true identity?"



    



    Hello?



    



    "Jiseung-hyung is in Banggeup!"



    



    Joo Ji-seung covered Baek Woo-jin's mouth and took the phone.



    



    "Sweetheart, I'll call you back later." 어. I love you.



    



    "Ugh!"



    



    Cha Ji-chan sighed as he looked at Baek Woo-jin, then lifted his chin as he looked at me.



    



    It means, "How does that guy know my sister-in-law's number?"



    



    I shook my head to mean I didn't know.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Monday.



    



    After finishing the lunchbox business, I headed straight to the office.



    



    Thanks to taking a day off, it's not as exhausting as dying, but I've accumulated quite a bit of fatigue.



    



    While stretching my stiff neck muscles, Mukunji poured an Americano into a cup.



    



    "Ah, thank you."



    



    "Before finding an editor, the workload has increased."



    



    "That's true."



    



    I was so dumbfounded that I couldn't help but laugh.



    



    I couldn't hold on any longer, so I urgently looked for an editor, but just when I finally found some spare time, I ended up taking on another task.



    



    "So please don't escalate the situation any further for the time being."



    



    "Of course."



    



    "Today, I was surprised that Mr. Joo Ji-seung brought a deep fryer."



    



    "Exactly." Since you insist on doing it, there's nothing I can do, but it seems like you're having fun.



    



    There are parts that I'm worried about, though.



    



    I'm glad that Joo Ji-seung seems to be enjoying the Baek Seung-yong-cha lunchbox.



    



    "They said they liked that they could immediately see people enjoying their cooking."



    



    "Did Jiseung say that?"



    



    "The Heart Sutra has been uploaded to YouTube."



    



    "Well." Since I only ate that much with my family and Mr. Michael.



    



    At first, I started by making healthy and delicious meals for my wife and daughter.



    



    Before I knew it, I became a YouTuber, and now I'm showing my cooking to many people.



    



    They always said they wanted to try running a food business someday, and now that they finally are, they're thriving.



    



    "Definitely someone who used to cook, so their hands were incredibly fast."



    



    "That's right." Then.



    



    The aged kimchi returned to its place.



    



    I took a sip of coffee, skimmed through the topics for today, and then started the broadcast.



    



    └I love you



    



    └No, take a break.



    



    └You started exercising and now you have so much energy left, lol.



    



    └half



    



    I enjoyed the lunchbox.



    



    The chat window filled up in an instant.



    



    Now it's impossible to read all the chats, and I can only see the repeated content or the chats that catch my eye from time to time.



    



    Between the news and dramas, Baekban Dara, which airs briefly, is enjoying a significant boost, and with the recent news coverage, it has maintained an audience of 4,000 to 5,000 viewers.



    



    I only think about how I've really made it.



    



    Just a few months ago, it was a figure that could only be discussed in a roundtable.



    



    Hello. That's right. I'm dying. Oh. Is that really true? "Feeling a bit more energetic?"



    



    A viewer's chat caught my eye.



    



    Surely, in the past, I would get tired and lie down after just a little movement, but these days, I can endure even if I push myself a bit.



    



    "That's right." I think I've gotten healthier. I noticed the other day that my toes were showing.



    



    └Yes?



    



    └Toes are originally supposed to be visible, lol.



    



    └Right, you've gotten a bit more fit.



    



    It used to look like a rice cake, but now it seems a bit firmer.



    



    Am I becoming a lazy bum?



    



    └This person has only been working out for 6 months There's no way they've changed that much already



    



    └Nope. If someone with severe obesity exercises intensely for six months, there will inevitably be a difference. Compare it with the old video.



    



    └Just looking at him, he seems really fit.



    



    Get rid of the treacherous.



    



    I don't know why these people are suddenly praising me.



    



    "It's a bit unfamiliar, but it looks good, so keep going." I like compliments. Give me some mindless praise.



    



    └Yeah, no thanks~



    



    └How much did you crave compliments?



    



    └This is why you shouldn't praise.



    



    └[Mr. Kim Song donated 100,000 won]: You're doing a good thing. It's not much, but I'll contribute too.



    



    └No matter what, it's still a pig.



    



    └Wow



    



    └100,000 won



    



    "Oh dear."



    



    A sigh escaped involuntarily.



    



    "How can you say it's not much?" It's too much money. Thank you. Use it for a good cause? Understood. Thank you. That, perhaps. Just in case, can I use it for my personal gain?



    



    └Conscience, what do you mean?



    



    └Seriously, so shameless, lol



    



    Use it for a good cause, lol.



    



    └[Kim Song]: Refund, please



    



    "Ah." It's a joke. Understood. I will really use this money to run the Baekseung taxi service without forgetting it. Promise. Thank you.



    



    As I bowed my head, another super chat notification rang out.



    



    └[Park Ddulppeot has donated 100,000 won]: I came after watching the news. I also had a hard time when I was job hunting, but you seem to be doing well. I'll lend a hand.



    



    └[Jcheol is here donated 10,000 won]: Fighting



    



    └Whoa, what?



    



    Why is it like this today?



    



    └[Mr. Ibababa donated 50,000 won]: Use it for your own selfish desires



    



    └[Jiyoung Park has donated 200,000 won]: I checked the Google Spreadsheet, and it keeps showing a deficit. Hang in there.



    



    Uh? Huh?



    



    I've never had so many super chats come in all at once, so I'm a bit overwhelmed.



    



    "What is this?" Is it a hidden camera? Why is everyone like this? 그만. Stop.



    



    Even during the race, support kept pouring in.



    



    There are people who mention our sales figures from time to time, and it seems that Baek Woo-jin shared all the sales and revenue details related to the Baek Seung-yong car lunchbox operation on Google Sheets, and that's how they found out we are operating at a loss.



    



    "First, Park Ttul... what?" How do you read this? Anyway, Mr. Park Ttulppaek, thank you very much for the 100,000 won donation. It's really tough when you're job hunting. 그쵸. Thank you. Mr. Jecheol, thank you very much for the 10,000 won.



    



    I want to read each person, but I just can't do it.



    



    While greeting one person, several more keep coming up, and it's driving me crazy.



    



    No. Wait a moment. "Stop it."



    



    └[MuffinPatient has donated 10,000 won]: Yeah, I'll do it.



    



    └[Nemo has donated 2,000 won]: Fighting



    



    └[Porternerd has donated 30,000 won]: Thank you for doing it even at a loss.



    



    Because of the nearly 30-minute-long super chat, I couldn't say anything and just hung my head.



    



    "Now, really stop." To each and every one of you who sent a super chat, I really wanted to express my gratitude, but I'm truly sorry that I couldn't. I noticed that most people were talking about the Baek Seung-yong car. The donations received today will all be used for the meal distribution event for vulnerable groups. Thank you very much. Ah, in the middle.”



    



    I posted the sponsorship details for a long time.



    



    "I'll take the 50,000 won that Iba Baba gave me to satisfy his own greed." This is undeniable, right?



    



    └I remember that



    



    Out of all those things, you saw your own, lol.



    



    Just use it yourself, we're already sharing a lot anyway.



    



    Why do the people in this room have so much money?



    



    └Isn't this the first time we've received so many super chats for side dishes?



    



    How much is it, seriously? LOL



    



    It feels like they usually don't give it, but today they gave it all at once, right?



    



    └Look at how the side dish's mouth is tearing apart, lol.

  
    More money



    



    After finishing the broadcast, I checked and saw that I received about 3 million won in Super Chats in just one day.



    



    Even after the number of subscribers increased significantly, the Super Chat revenue was only around 300,000 to 400,000 won per day, and I thought even that was more than enough.



    



    I really can't believe it.



    



    "Congratulations."



    



    The aged kimchi has arrived.



    



    "That's true." What is going on?



    



    "Since you're doing good work, it seems the subscribers wanted to support you too."



    



    "Ha."



    



    The aftertaste lingers.



    



    "When I watch the news, it's always about infuriating things, but seeing stuff like this makes me think the world is still worth living in."



    



    Instead of answering, they give a small smile.



    



    "Since you have a shoot tomorrow, I have something to tell you in advance."



    



    "Ah, yes."



    



    The show "Baekban Follow," which was recorded on Mondays, changed to Tuesdays starting last week.



    



    Season 1 of Baekban Dara is coming to an end soon because PD Park Sang-cheol is planning a new program.



    



    "We received a message from Cookooki." The message was about being grateful that sales had increased by 370%.



    



    Muk Eun-ji handed over the letter envelope.



    



    In today's world, I was puzzled to receive a thank-you note by letter, but when I opened it, there were five 100,000 won department store gift certificates enclosed.



    



    The boss of Cookook is also very generous.



    



    "We also conveyed the same message to Urimi and Barum."



    



    Urim is the rice used in Baek Seung-yong's lunch boxes, and Barum is the place that supplies vegetables.



    



    Both companies sponsored some of the food ingredients.



    



    I'm glad it was helpful.



    



    "This is the list of advertising inquiries, so please check it slowly, and this side is for lecture inquiries."



    



    "A lecture?"



    



    “네. Three universities have inquired, and I have organized them in order of the nearest dates.



    



    Upon checking, I found that my alma mater, Soongsil University, is also there. It's about whether you can give a lecture during chapel time this month.



    



    "Mm."



    



    "I was considering excluding it from the list due to a tight schedule, but since I know it's your alma mater, I went ahead and included it."



    



    "That's true." The chapel usually ends before June.



    



    I want to do it if possible, but I have too much work in May.



    



    Even if the filming for Baekban ends tomorrow, it's hard to find time because I have Baek Seung-yong's car.



    



    I already felt bad for missing out on the filming because of Baekban.



    



    Muk Eun-ji and PD Lee Ji-hye filled in for Baek Woo-jin, but they probably couldn't match the person who was originally doing it.



    



    "If it's because of the Baek Seung's car, I will work in his place as usual."



    



    "Hmm……."



    



    "It's my job to assist you with your work, sir."



    



    "Since the PD said it's okay, I'll ask someone else too." I think that's right.



    



    “네. Lastly, it's the new content plan.



    



    They handed me the document, and it turned out to be a conversation about food we had before.



    



    "I wrote this because I thought it might be good to revisit the food history and culture topics you were discussing with Mr. Baek Woo-jin."



    



    As I turned the page, the planning intention was written there.



    



    I expected that as the side dish store grew, the YouTube algorithm would also change quite a bit.



    



    Since it was reclassified from a mukbang channel to an information channel focused on food, it is assumed that the exposure frequency has increased compared to before.



    



    In fact, the reason I stopped talking about food midway is that all the attention was focused on the debate at that time.



    



    As the views for Baekban Talk increased, the views for the existing mukbang videos gradually decreased.



    



    I guessed that YouTube might have recognized the side dish store channel as a storytelling channel instead of a mukbang channel, and that there might have been changes in the algorithm as well.



    



    Mugunji also made the same analysis as I did.



    



    "Right now, we are competitive." I see it as a time when we need new content again.



    



    I think so too. Then I guess I should get ready. You said you would like to do it with Woojin?



    



    “네. The view count of the video featuring Mr. Baek Woo-jin is significantly higher than that of other videos. It's the influence of the Baekban Debate, but it can also be seen as evidence of how well the two of you work together.



    



    "……I think the same way." Aren't we spending too much time with Woojin? I'm fine with it, but I wonder if you might find it boring or tiresome.



    



    "It's okay to think about it when such reactions come out."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    Muk-ji has always made rational judgments about situations to avert future crises.



    



    "When we are together, there are no signs of that." Both of you are just the right amount of silly and serious, which makes it fun.



    



    "……."



    



    "Above all, whether it's content or cast members, we need to utilize it when the response comes." It is commonly expressed as "getting the most out of it."



    



    "Sigh."



    



    I never imagined that the expression "to extract the essence from aged kimchi" would come up.



    



    Dealing with the public is unpredictable; you never know when the situation might change. Even if you do things the same way as usual, sometimes they go well and sometimes they don't. Since no one can guarantee anything, it's best to maintain your composure when there is a reaction and to address any issues that arise. We have also prepared alternatives like this, so you don't need to worry.



    



    Mugunji held up the food history and culture content plan and said.



    



    "Okay." Let's talk more about this this Friday.



    



    "Understood."



    



    "Actually, if we just give Woojin the topic, I think he'll handle it on his own."



    



    "Are you thinking of using a straw?"



    



    I lifted my head, and the aged kimchi smiled slyly.



    



    "It's a joke."



    



    Mugunji bowed his head and then left the room.



    



    I hadn't noticed it until now, but Mukji has been smiling more often.



    



    The first impression was strict and stern, but seeing them smile more often, it seems they are adapting well to the side dish store and this job.



    



    The fact that you feel comfortable with me and the side dish store makes me feel inexplicably happy.



    



    "Ha."



    



    The broadcast is over, so I should quickly finish work and get some sleep. Tomorrow's filming location is Chungbuk Danyang, so the travel time is quite long.



    



    I left the room.



    



    "Are you off work?"



    



    "I still have things to do."



    



    "I have to take the Baekseung taxi tomorrow, so leave early and rest."



    



    Mukji hesitated for a moment and then nodded.



    



    "Understood."



    



    This part is also different from before.



    



    The person who was holding on, saying there was still work to do, is now accepting rest.



    



    After turning off the computer and grabbing my bag, I lift the trash can from under the desk and head to the break room.



    



    You could just leave, but you always tidy up your surroundings neatly when you clock out.



    



    "I'll catch you."



    



    When I held the designated trash bag to make it easier to collect the garbage, the old lady rummaged through the trash can.



    



    "Uh?"



    



    There is a welcome item.



    



    "Isn't this the bowl from the snack shop right in front?"



    



    This flat cylindrical container made of thick yellow paper is definitely a disposable container used by the snack shop across the street.



    



    "……No."



    



    That's right. Here's the logo too. Have you eaten?



    



    Mugunji, rarely flustered, hurriedly stuffed the volume-based bag.



    



    How was it? Every time I walked by, it was difficult because of the smell. What did you eat? Was it delicious?



    



    The very fact that Mukji, who has an eating disorder, ate something is so joyful, and I was curious about what she ate, so we were talking about it.



    



    The aged kimchi suddenly lifted its upper body.



    



    My face is turning red, and it's embarrassing.



    



    "Uh……."



    



    "I would appreciate it if you didn't say such things."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "......It's humiliating."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    Mukji hurriedly washed his hands and rushed outside as if fleeing.



    



    Anuncios



    



    Did I do something wrong?



    



    I have no idea what exactly made you feel ashamed, but I don't think I can send it as it is.



    



    "PD, wait a moment." PD-nim!



    



    I hurriedly locked the door and barely caught them as they were about to take the elevator down.



    



    "Wait a moment!" Ms. Eunji!



    



    "Please don't do this."



    



    "What are we going to do if it goes on like this?" "First, calm down and let's talk."



    



    Mugunji repeatedly pressed the close button, so I pressed the button repeatedly too.



    



    After a while, Mukji sighed and took his hand off the button.



    



    I got on the elevator and pressed the button for the first floor.



    



    I managed to catch him, but I don't know what to say.



    



    "Me."



    



    When I turned my head, the aged kimchi was tightly closing its mouth, its lips twitching.



    



    Even if the reason is unknown, it means that something is bothering and embarrassing enough to say so.



    



    "I'm sorry."



    



    "……."



    



    I was so happy that the PD had something to eat. There was no other meaning.



    



    There is no response.



    



    "If it's okay, could you tell me where things went wrong?"



    



    Arriving on the first floor, the door opened.



    



    The old kimchi didn't seem to have any intention of moving, so I took the first step and it slowly followed.



    



    "I'll take you there." I parked it right in front.



    



    Muk-ji finally spoke up.



    



    "It's not something you should apologize for."



    



    I made a living with my wit.



    



    Even though I have some confidence in conversations like making claims or persuading others, I keep getting tongue-tied in front of this person.



    



    "I overreacted because I was flustered." I'm sorry.



    



    Mugunji bowed his head in greeting and headed towards the bus stop.



    



    "Wait a moment." PD-nim.



    



    The aged kimchi has turned.



    



    "What are you doing going like this?" I can't let the PD go like this. I won't be able to sleep all night, I'll mess up tomorrow's recording, and I'll spend the whole time wondering what went wrong, and by the day after tomorrow, I'll be too scared to face the PD.



    



    "Scary."



    



    Yes. I'm scared. I'm just starting to settle in, and I'm afraid everything will fall apart. I'm still so anxious I can't stand it. Above all.



    



    Of all times for a mistake to happen, it did, and I was flustered, but Muk-ji didn't laugh.



    



    "I got hurt somehow, but I can't just send it back as it is." It's not going to be harder than what I'm already going through.



    



    I think that not only I, but also Mukji, will definitely have a hard time tonight.



    



    Mugunji looked around for a moment and then gazed at the bench.



    



    "Okay." "Let's sit and talk."



    



    Once we settled in, the aged kimchi finally spoke up.



    



    Sometimes. Sometimes I really lose my self-control.



    



    I still can't understand what you're saying.



    



    When I come to my senses, I eat tteokbokki, sundae, and ice cream like there's no tomorrow. I can't understand myself either.



    



    When I looked up information about eating disorders, I remember seeing that anorexia patients sometimes binge eat.



    



    "Then, a sense of self-loathing washes over me." In the end, I couldn't overcome my appetite. I wonder if this is all there is. I can't even control my gluttony. Such indescribable emotions pour out.



    



    Muk-ji was clenching her hands tightly.



    



    I was trembling sweetly, not knowing how much strength I had put into it.



    



    "When those feelings well up, I throw up everything I've eaten." "I lack self-control, so I'm trying to reflect on my actions even if it means doing something drastic."



    



    I can't even imagine how painful it must be to vomit what you've eaten.



    



    What pushed her to this point is so resentful.



    



    "It meant being embarrassed."



    



    I don't fully understand yet, but I can vaguely guess what Mukji was thinking.



    



    "Is eating wrong?"



    



    When I asked cautiously, the aged kimchi nodded stiffly.



    



    It seems you think so too.



    



    I let out a long sigh.



    



    I also used to eat bread as much as I could and struggled for a while.



    



    Even after that, I occasionally found myself unable to control my appetite, and each time, I would blame myself.



    



    "You said you have no self-control, but it's the opposite."



    



    The aged kimchi turned its head.



    



    "To have an insatiable appetite means that the PD was in a very dangerous state." The body couldn't endure any longer, so it moved out of survival instinct."



    



    The aged kimchi said nothing.



    



    It doesn't matter.



    



    "How can you say I lack self-control when I held off on eating to that extent?"



    



    "……."



    



    "And to be honest, how is that binge eating?" It wasn't even good enough for a snack.



    



    The aged kimchi bowed its head.



    



    Maybe he is embarrassed because he was caught eating unhealthy and fattening food, despite usually saying that he prefers a slim body.



    



    "PD, we made a proper diet video, didn't we?" I also make healthy lunch boxes. Looking up papers and real-life cases.



    



    "……."



    



    I think you now know what is right. "Don't hold back."



    



    I was worried that my words might be seen as unnecessary interference, so I kept postponing them, but now I think I can finally say them.



    



    "Whether you were inquiring about a contract with me, when Hongdangmu was leaving, when you were joining our company, when you were signing a contract with Cookook, or when you were making the Baekseung car, PD-nim was always right." And the desire to eat tteokbokki wasn't wrong either.



    



    The recent smile from Mukbang suggests that it's okay to say this much.



    



    "PD-nim is a really nice person."



    



    How much have you even seen to judge others so carelessly?



    



    However, because of the trust built up until now, I believed her and spoke my honest feelings.



    



    It's not an evaluation of matters like the Cook-Cook contract.



    



    I always wanted to tell you that you are a wonderful person, so don't blame yourself.



    



    "……."



    



    They just shift their gaze here and there, but there's no answer.



    



    "I'm serious." It's not a long time, but it's my sincere feelings that I've been watching all along. So.



    



    Just as I was about to say that I hope you don't bind yourself anymore, the old kimchi suddenly stood up.



    



    "You, it's too sudden."



    



    I didn't understand it for a moment, but then I thought it might be possible.



    



    I've been suppressing my desires for a long time and thought it was the right thing to do, so it won't change overnight.



    



    "It's okay." You can get to know each other slowly.



    



    The aged kimchi turned its head.



    



    Judging by the round eyes that are shaking a lot, it seems like it's not easy after all.



    



    However, if things continue like this, it could endanger not just health but even life.



    



    Just as I developed various adult diseases, including diabetes, due to obesity, Mukji is also in a dangerous state due to extreme dieting.



    



    Since I run a YouTube channel that promotes a relatively healthy diet, I also need to stay healthy for myself and my side dish store.



    



    "The first time will be awkward, but it will be much easier if we do it together." "Eat and exercise."



    



    "Didn't you say that once?" Or at least some common sense.



    



    Muk Eun-ji asked.



    



    "I was worried it might make you uncomfortable."



    



    "Then why now……."



    



    "PD, I've noticed you've been smiling a lot lately." I thought, "We've become comfortable and close." "Was it just my misunderstanding?"



    



    "……That being said."



    



    The aged kimchi looked at me.



    



    "Eat with me too." Did you say you wanted to exercise too?



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Even if it's awkward, from the beginning?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "When, when did that even start...?"



    



    "Since the first time I met you."



    



    The aged kimchi opened its mouth.



    



    "It's difficult." It's too sudden, and I've never even thought about that kind of thing before.



    



    "It's okay." You can answer slowly.



    



    Mugunji, unsure of what to do, bowed and greeted before quickly running off.



    



    "……."



    



    Well, I didn't change until I found out I had diabetes.



    



    Even if you are told to eat well and exercise, it will be hard to accept right away.



    



    It will be a matter of slowly persuading.
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    "Did you have fun while you were out?"



    



    Wednesday.



    



    As I went to work in a white sedan, Cha Ji-chan bumped his shoulder against mine and asked.



    



    They're teasing him for missing a day of filming because of Baekban.



    



    "Playing." It's clearly a matter."



    



    "Let me go on a trip." He even gives me pocket money to buy delicious food. They also pay the appearance fee. How is this even possible?



    



    "That's true."



    



    In fact, even if the appearance fee is 0 won, it can still be considered beneficial.



    



    "Did they say yesterday was the last shoot?"



    



    The monk asked.



    



    Yes. It seems like the higher-ups aren't staying quiet.



    



    "What do you mean by that?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked.



    



    "The advertising rates between news and dramas are high."



    



    It's the prime time with high viewership, so it's only natural. It is also well known to Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "But it was thanks to Baekban that we confirmed that a 15-minute program could be included." So, I guess they want to fill that spot with a program full of PPL.



    



    "In the end, it's all about money."



    



    "Right."



    



    After finishing the shoot yesterday, we had a small wrap party with the production team, and it was something that PD Park Sang-cheol, who was drunk, told us.



    



    Somehow, it made sense because I had been thinking it was strange that the period was shorter than originally planned.



    



    "Still, Season 2 has been confirmed."



    



    "Okay." You should focus on what you can do rather than what you can't help.



    



    Chajichan patted him on the back and cheered him on.



    



    "What is it?" It feels different, doesn't it?



    



    "What?"



    



    "This bastard."



    



    Cha Ji-chan suddenly hugged me tightly and patted my back.



    



    "What, what are you doing?!"



    



    Wow. Bro, look at this guy. Not bad, huh? 어! Thighs!



    



    "Where."



    



    Even the monk came over and started massaging my back, shoulders, and thighs.



    



    Ah! Don't do it! I'm getting goosebumps!



    



    "Not bad, huh?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung said with a sly smile.



    



    "Hey, for side dishes." Did you really work out hard?



    



    "Seriously, don't." This is clearly workplace harassment.



    



    "Good morning."



    



    Just then, Baek Woo-jin came in.



    



    "Baek Woo-jin, touch his thigh."



    



    "Why am I touching Chanyong's thigh?"



    



    "Super tight."



    



    Cha Ji-chan massaged my thigh once again.



    



    Just as I could no longer endure and was about to push it away, Muk-ji opened the door and walked in.



    



    "Ah."



    



    I was happy to see them and went to greet them, but Mukji bowed their head and quickly went inside the store.



    



    I, Ju Ji-seung, and Cha Ji-chan all forgot our words as we watched the old kimchi swiftly pass by.



    



    "Is something going on with the PD?"



    



    "Really?"



    



    Suddenly, the conversation we had on Monday came to mind.



    



    "Really?" "You're acting a bit different than usual."



    



    "Oh, it's nothing."



    



    It took me a really long time to decide to go on a diet.



    



    Even aged kimchi will need time.



    



    It seems like they're avoiding answering because they might be afraid I'll rush them, so I should tell them it's okay to take their time and think it over.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "Oh, shrimp tempura?"



    



    While preparing for the lunch business, Cha Ji-chan said something that I couldn't possibly ignore.



    



    When I woke up, I saw Jujiseung taking out frozen shrimp.



    



    "Is it your side today?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin approached and asked.



    



    Uh. Shrimp tempura is the best for a packed lunch.



    



    Joo Ji-seung replied with a grin.



    



    Unless you have a shellfish allergy, it's an undeniable fact.



    



    Having tried countless bento shops and convenience store bentos, I also highly value shrimp tempura.



    



    "Jichan, could you fill the basin with cold water?" Put 10 liters of water and add 10 spoons each of salt and vinegar.



    



    "10 spoons of salt and vinegar each?"



    



    "That's right."



    



    "Why do you add vinegar?" "Are you saying I'm weak?"



    



    Curious Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    "To catch the smell."



    



    "Oh~"



    



    As Cha Ji-chan filled a basin with a mixture of salt and vinegar, the monk carefully added frozen shrimp.



    



    "Do you sell shrimp that's already prepared like this?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin chimed in with a question.



    



    "It's called Novasi shrimp, so it doesn't need to be prepared and is used a lot in the business. Even if you score it, it won't curl up when cooked."



    



    "Quite long."



    



    Don't we usually use this for fried shrimp?"



    



    "How much is it like this?"



    



    "Wasn't it around 125,000 won for 20 packs?"



    



    When the monk turned to confirm, Choi Michael informed him it was 125,240 won.



    



    "Then let's include this in the expenses too."



    



    "No, it's something I enjoy doing.



    



    "Still, we have to secure sales." If you sell it for money but don't keep a record, it will be a big problem. I'll send you 125,240 won later.



    



    The person managing the sales and inventory ledger is sharp, so I'm relieved.



    



    "But how many of these are there?"



    



    "30 pieces per pack, so 600 pieces."



    



    "Then how many should I give you?"



    



    Since we aim for affordable lunch boxes, we have set the side menu at 1,000 won without exception.



    



    I'm curious about how many shrimp tempuras they'll give me.



    



    "How much is it per piece?"



    



    "208 won."



    



    Joo Ji-seung pondered for a moment, and then Cha Ji-chan, who had been trimming bracken behind him, provided the answer.



    



    "Really?"



    



    I couldn't believe it, so I asked, and Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    That's right. 208 won.”



    



    "The person who said they couldn't count because they were in the humanities is surprisingly fast at mental math."



    



    I remembered something that happened before and said something, and Cha Ji-chan chuckled.



    



    "Then, giving five at a time will be fine."



    



    "Five of them cost 1,040 won, you know?" What about the cost of oil, the frying powder, and the eggs?



    



    "You know you're going to lose anyway, so why do it?"



    



    The monk looked at me and spoke, so I nodded in agreement.



    



    "Five shrimp tempuras for a thousand won? That's insane."



    



    Right. Right.



    



    Baek Woo-jin answered while jotting down various things on his smartphone.



    



    Ugh. "Is it okay?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan turned his head.



    



    "What?"



    



    "If we sell it too cheaply, aren't we harming those around us?" We're doing this as a service, but what if people go to other stores and ask why it's so expensive here?



    



    It was an unexpected situation, so we just blinked and kept glancing at each other.



    



    "Could there really be such a person...?"



    



    "Right."



    



    "Right." There is.



    



    Receiving comments from tens of thousands, even millions of subscribers, I often find myself thinking, "Wow, there are really some crazy people out there."



    



    Logically, it's a volunteer activity, so they should naturally sell it cheaply, but you can't conclude that there are no crazy people who would make the same demands in a store that operates for profit.



    



    "Then, how about just three?"



    



    The monk asked.



    



    "Three of them, what's the big deal?"



    



    "Three is already plenty of fantasy."



    



    "Then let's go with three."



    



    Baek Woo-jin wrote something again, and it seems like it's something to be recorded in the sales.



    



    "Ah."



    



    While looking at the sales report, I suddenly remembered the day before yesterday.



    



    "Come to think of it, our viewers supported us." "Add it to the operation of the Baek Seung-ryong car."



    



    That's right. Bro, that day the Mukbang channel ranked 3rd in the world for Super Chats, right?



    



    "Huh?"



    



    Really? How much did you get?



    



    "Just over 300."



    



    "Side dish."



    



    "Heat."



    



    "Wow."



    



    Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin all gasped at the same time.



    



    People who earn much more than I do act like this, so it feels like they're mocking me.



    



    "What's wrong with you?" While they earn more.



    



    "I've never done that before!"



    



    "Me too."



    



    "Me too."



    



    It seems that the main source of income is not Super Chat.



    



    In fact, exercise, mukbang, cooking, and knowledge are not fields that receive a lot of super chats.



    



    "Actually, I also received some and transferred it to the business account."



    



    Baek Woo-jin showed the business account.



    



    "Our room was gone."



    



    "Us too."



    



    It is said that Cha Ji-chan and Joo Ji-seung did not receive it.



    



    It will probably start suddenly, just like it did for me, but I think it's a matter of timing.



    



    "Anyway, it turned out well." You can cover the deficit with this.



    



    "Right."



    



    Jujiseung took out three stainless steel trays and put flour, egg wash, and breadcrumbs in each one.



    



    We each had our own tasks to do, so Cha Ji-chan trimmed the bracken, I made rice and miso soup, and Baek Woo-jin organized the lunch boxes when the sound of frying shrimp began to be heard.



    



    Could there be a more beautiful sound than this?



    



    Beethoven's symphonies, Schubert's lieder, and Mozart's operas are comparable.



    



    The scent is sweeter than muscari and more subtle than frangipani, making it truly exceptional.



    



    Unable to bear it any longer, I went to the fryer, and Baek Woo-jin was already there first.



    



    "Shall I give you one?"



    



    Nods without even thinking.



    



    "Wait a minute."



    



    Joo Ji-seung chuckled softly, finished frying the shrimp, took out a new frying pan, added soy sauce, onions, and eggs, and stir-fried them.



    



    "Chanyong, is dinner ready?"



    



    "Uh."



    



    "Just fill a little bit here."



    



    I scooped rice into a bowl, poured the sauce made with eggs, onions, and soy sauce over it, and placed three shrimp tempuras on top.



    



    "Crazy."



    



    My eyes are spinning at the sight of the shrimp tempura rice bowl that was completed in an instant.



    



    "Try it."



    



    When Jujiseung offered, Baek Woojin picked up his chopsticks and stared intently at the shrimp rice bowl.



    



    "Why are you doing that?" "Eat quickly and move on."



    



    Feeling anxious and urging him, Baek Woo-jin looked up.



    



    "Shrimp is 'shrimp' in English."



    



    "What?"



    



    "In Chinese, it's 'xia'."



    



    "Yeah, menthosha." "Stop talking nonsense and eat quickly."



    



    "In Spanish, it's gambas."



    



    "Yeah!" "Gambas al ajillo!"



    



    "In Japanese, it's 'ebi.'"



    



    Baek Woo-jin lowered his head and looked at the shrimp tempura rice bowl.



    



    I couldn't stand seeing the fried shrimp getting soggy anymore, so I was about to throw it away when it lifted its head.



    



    "And this is a shrimp tempura rice bowl because there are three shrimp."



    



    "......What?"



    



    "Phh."



    



    Joo Ji-seung smiled slightly, and Cha Ji-chan seems uninterested.



    



    It seems like a pun referring to Lu Bu from the Three Kingdoms, who had three fathers.



    



    "Why are you talking nonsense when I have shrimp tempura rice in front of me?" "Move aside."



    



    I pushed Baek Woo-jin aside and picked up a shrimp tempura.



    



    With a crunching sound, the crispy coating revealed the tender flesh inside, and I placed the shrimp, which retained its firm texture, against it.



    



    Was it because the wait was so long?



    



    Every time I chew, is it because of the enchanting sound?



    



    Or is it because of its incredibly chewy texture?



    



    In front of the freshly fried shrimp tempura, I was nothing but a beast. It was nothing more than a beast, completely unaware of restraint, greedily tearing into the shrimp driven by instinct.



    



    "It's mine!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin is trying to push me away, but a squirrel can't disturb a bear's meal.



    



    "Don't eat it all?" Uh?”



    



    Now that we've tasted the fried shrimp, it's time to enjoy it with freshly cooked rice and sauce.



    



    Lifting the spoon and taking a big scoop, steam rose gently.



    



    The egg, marinated in soy sauce and cooked, melts like gold, dazzlingly bright.



    



    "Huh."



    



    As soon as I put it in my mouth, the heat rushes in.



    



    The sauce that seeps into each grain of rice is exquisite. The umami and salty flavors of the soy sauce blend perfectly.



    



    It's a taste that can't be endured even once.



    



    "Leave me some food too!"



    



    Once again.



    



    "Hey, you pig!"



    



    Once again.



    



    "Stop eating!" "Stop eating!"



    



    Indeed.



    



    This violent combination can be called the hero of the lunchbox world.
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    "Let's wrap up the meeting here."



    



    CEO Hong Seong-il of Hongdamu Entertainment looked around.



    



    These days, it seems like the trend is towards positive influence, sharing, and volunteering. Why does it even come out in the news? What did they say?



    



    "Are you referring to the Baek Seung-yoong car?"



    



    "Yeah." Baek Seung-yong's car. Let's look into that too. Isn't it great? Isn't that right?



    



    "That's right."



    



    The meeting attendees agreed with Representative Hong Seong-il's remarks.



    



    "And before signing the contract, make sure to check if there's any history of school violence or if they usually drink and drive."



    



    At Representative Hong Sung-il's remarks, Planning Support Team Leader Oh Hyung-man couldn't lift his head.



    



    Recently, a major controversy arose when it was revealed that a YouTuber, who was unusually offered an advance payment to join, had been caught driving under the influence.



    



    Following that, reports have emerged about a YouTuber who has been repeatedly committing school violence.



    



    They had all been under contract with Hongdangmu Entertainment for less than three months.



    



    If we had responded quickly, the company's image wouldn't have taken such a hit.



    



    Due to Team Leader Oh Hyung-man's poor judgment, Hongdangmu not only lost money but also became known as a company associated with school violence and drunk driving criminals.



    



    "Not just one, but three."



    



    CEO Hong Seong-il glared at Team Leader Oh Hyung-man and said.



    



    In the meeting where all the team leaders gathered, Oh Hyung-man's face, embarrassed, turned red and blue with shame.



    



    "Actually, we had no way to verify it."



    



    "Why wouldn't there be?" Then why did everything go smoothly until now?



    



    When Oh Hyung-man tried to evade responsibility, CEO Hong Sung-il shouted angrily.



    



    "The recent issues have all been with cases contracted by Deputy Kim Seo-jin..."



    



    "Is that something you should be saying in front of me right now?" "Is this the time to complain about not being able to manage subordinates?"



    



    "No."



    



    Team Leader Oh Hyung-man could not endure the CEO's anger and the contemptuous gazes of his fellow team leaders.



    



    I felt nothing but wronged thinking that I was being humiliated in public because of Deputy Kim Seo-jin's mistake.



    



    "Even someone like that is a team leader."



    



    Representative Hong Seong-il clicked his tongue and left the meeting room.



    



    Even the team leaders were gradually leaving their positions, and Kim Woo-rak, the head of the External Cooperation Team, approached Team Leader Oh Hyung-man.



    



    "Go."



    



    Team Leader Oh Hyung-man closed his eyes tightly and warned, but Team Leader Kim Woo-rak smiled broadly and said.



    



    "Pathetic." Pathetic. 어? If you have nothing to say, at least keep your mouth shut. Why is Kim Seo-jin bringing it up?



    



    "Kim Woo-rak."



    



    "Isn't it because of you that the aged kimchi is gone?" "Did you think the CEO wouldn't know?"



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    "Why are you asking me?" "After Mukunji resigned, you should know better how many CS cases came up in the Planning Support Team."



    



    Team Leader Oh Hyung-man clenched his fist.



    



    "Even people who were doing fine without any problems leave without renewing their contracts." The team members are also resigning. You went around making contracts to boost performance, and now you've smeared the company's reputation. I scolded him a bit, and he just made excuses. How on earth are you sitting there? 어? "Please tell me the secret."



    



    Team Leader Kim Woo-rak was really getting under Oh Hyung-man's skin.



    



    Even without that, the Planning Support Team's evaluation had been declining day by day since Mugunji's resignation.



    



    Unbeknownst to him, people began to criticize Oh Hyung-man's incompetence, and his fellow employee, Kim Woo-rak, was also part of that group.



    



    "Assistant Manager Eunji should have been the team leader." "Because of that guy who has no ability but only his pride, it didn't work out, you know."



    



    Kim Woo-rak left the conference room, sneering at Oh Hyung-man.



    



    "Damn it."



    



    Oh Hyung-man gritted his teeth.



    



    I couldn't tell where it all went wrong, but I felt wronged and angry.



    



    Oh Hyung-man immediately headed to the office and shouted.



    



    "Kim Seo-jin, come in."



    



    Kim Seo-jin sighed and stood up.



    



    It was expected that the incident caused by the recently contracted YouTubers would be mentioned in the representative meeting.



    



    Kim Seo-jin opened the meeting room door with a heavy heart and was taken aback by the unexpected shouting.



    



    "What the hell are you doing?"



    



    "......I'm sorry."



    



    "Sorry?" Do you know what you're apologizing for?



    



    "But it wasn't something I could manage." Personally, I don't drink and drive.



    



    "Don't come near me!"



    



    Kim Seo-jin lowered his head at Team Leader Oh Hyung-man's furious face.



    



    "You said you wanted to be promoted to manager." "Doing work like this, what kind of manager are you!"



    



    My lips felt like they were drying up.



    



    Deputy Kim Seo-jin clasped his hands together.



    



    “뭐? Is the future bright? Mugunji brought in those kids and messed up all the re-contracts, then brought in a bunch of thugs, and now it's total chaos! Is that all you've got?



    



    Kim Seo-jin, who was compared to aged kimchi, bit her lip tightly.



    



    "I was crazy to listen to you and throw out the aged kimchi." 어? At least when he was around, we didn't have these kinds of problems! I know!



    



    "That task is also up to the team leader."



    



    "Do you think I'm an idiot?"



    



    Oh Hyung-man shouted.



    



    "Do you know what the people who quit after Mukbang said when they left?" "When there was old kimchi, all I had to do was work, but now they say they can't live because of you!"



    



    "……."



    



    "What on earth are you up to? I'm watching you closely." 어? If you want to be recognized, shut your mouth and do your job properly!



    



    "Team leader."



    



    "Get out!"



    



    I could no longer continue the conversation with Team Leader Oh Hyung-man's stern voice.



    



    After leaving the meeting room, Deputy Kim Seo-jin grabbed a cigarette and headed to the rooftop, making a face as a team member followed him out.



    



    "What."



    



    "I'm just worried about you, sir." "Why are you acting like that, team leader?"



    



    Employee Park Hyung-wook asked.



    



    "I don't know." "Damn it."



    



    Assistant Manager Kim Seo-jin sighed.



    



    "Do you know what Muk-ji is doing right now?"



    



    "Didn't you know?" I went into the side dish store, didn't I?



    



    "What are you talking about?"



    



    At that moment, Kim Seo-jin, who didn't understand Park Hyung-wook's words, raised an eyebrow.



    



    "Side dish?"



    



    Park Hyung-wook opened the rooftop door.



    



    Yes. I heard they were working as a PD there.



    



    "How does he think he knows anything, PD?"



    



    "You used to plan content even when you were here, right?" You were doing really well, weren't you?



    



    When Deputy Kim Seo-jin lit a cigarette and frowned, Park Hyung-wook glanced at him.



    



    "Anyway, they stick together."



    



    Assistant Manager Kim Seo-jin mocked the two people.



    



    It was utterly ridiculous that the plump banchan, which looked like it could barely walk, and the aged kimchi, which seemed like it would break if you just nudged it, were working together.



    



    "But why is Deputy Manager Muk-ji here?"



    



    It seems the team leader got scolded. Suddenly going crazy.



    



    "What did you say?"



    



    "It's different when there's aged kimchi." Ha, if I saw that bastard outside, I would have half-killed him.



    



    Assistant Manager Kim Seo-jin exhaled a long puff of cigarette smoke.



    



    In the meeting room, I was flustered and didn't realize it, but upon reflection, unlike the people I recently contracted who caused trouble, Banchan-yong was gaining both recognition and a positive image through exposure on TV media.



    



    I finally understood why Team Leader Oh Hyung-man brought up the topic of aged kimchi.



    



    Sigh. Anyway, it doesn't help in life.



    



    Looking at the atmosphere, it seemed like the promotion to manager was getting further away.



    



    Deputy Kim Seo-jin flicked the cigarette to extinguish the embers and then flicked away the butt.



    



    "The team leader is the same." 어? When did they ever ask us to come in because our performance dropped? "Do you think it's easy to bring in kids like that?"



    



    "Manager."



    



    Park Hyung-wook showed the smartphone.



    



    The conversation with the secretary's office staff contained insults directed at Team Leader Oh Hyung-man.



    



    {Your team leader is really legendary} 11:17 AM



    



    Why?



    



    {You just walked in anyway.}



    



    11:18 AM {Really angry}



    



    The boss is scolding me.



    



    {In the meantime, trying to make excuses, they blamed Deputy Kim Seojin, lol} 11:20 AM



    



    11:20 AM {Really?}



    



    {Uh. Only Kim Seo-jin became pitiful.11:22 AM



    



    "Ha."



    



    Kim Seo-jin was astounded by the fact that, as if venting his anger wasn't enough, he had also badmouthed her at the representative meeting.



    



    And then, he got even angrier.



    



    The rope I thought was a lifeline had rotted away.



    



    "If you're going to fall, fall alone."



    



    Team Leader Oh Hyung-man stubbornly clung to the hem of his clothes like a water ghost, and as a result, Deputy Kim Seo-jin was perceived as an incompetent person by the CEO and other team leaders.



    



    The opportunity to rise higher at Radish Entertainment was no longer available.



    



    Please provide the text you would like me to translate.



    



    "It's okay."



    



    I asked Mukkunji to consult with the freelance editors and pick out the video, and after a few trial and error attempts, we quickly got a good result.



    



    It seems like the result of having watched my broadcasts the longest and having studied editing techniques.



    



    As more and more places to appear came up, I gradually wanted to step back from editing, and it worked out well.



    



    "Next time, I'll leave it to you, PD." "Feedback is only given when necessary."



    



    I understand.



    



    The aged kimchi is hesitating instead of returning to its place. It's a bit surprising that someone who used to speak so assertively is like this now.



    



    "Do you have something to say?"



    



    When I asked him to speak comfortably, he swallowed his words a few times before finally spitting them out.



    



    "What exactly are you looking for?"



    



    "What...?" Ah.



    



    It's what we talked about on Monday.



    



    I forgot because of the filming for "Baekban" and only remembered this morning, but I was too busy with work.



    



    "There's nothing special." Eat healthy meals and go for walks.



    



    "……."



    



    If you push yourself too hard from the beginning, it will actually be worse. Let's take it step by step, one by one.



    



    If someone who has suffered from an eating disorder for a long time suddenly eats regular food, it can cause problems.



    



    Whether it's a misfortune or a blessing, if Mukji had gorged himself and then immediately vomited, his digestive system would have been shocked, leading to stomach upset or indigestion.



    



    So, it's important to start with a light diet and gradually normalize your eating habits.



    



    Really. Would that be alright?



    



    "Of course." It's important to do things one by one. If you eat porridge, you can eat rice porridge. If you eat porridge, you'll also eat rice. When both you and I get healthy, we should occasionally go out to the suburbs and eat something delicious.



    



    Mukji hesitated for a moment before speaking.



    



    Understood. So, when should we start?



    



    "Doing it right away is the best."



    



    "All, right now?"



    



    “네. I wonder if the porridge shop is open now. They also sell miyeok at the porridge shop nearby. "Would you like to go?"



    



    "……."



    



    "I was hungry too, you know." Let's go eat.



    



    Just in case you changed your mind, I ended up urging you without even realizing it.



    



    Understood. "Just a moment."



    



    Mugunji packed a small bag and went outside.



    



    I thought she might have gone to the bathroom, so I waited leisurely, and after a while, she returned to the office.



    



    "Prepared."



    



    "Yes."



    



    When I got up and turned my body, Mukji's face looked slightly different.



    



    Usually, I looked somewhat gaunt and gloomy due to anorexia, but now I feel a bit healthier and brighter.



    



    Just thinking about eating rice makes me feel this healthy.



    



    Starting is half the battle, and it already has an effect.



    



    "It looks nice."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    I said it looks good. Let's hurry up.

  
    Inferiority complex



    



    "Do you like Mom?" Do you like Dad? Are you a "bubok"? Dipping or not? I will only get a taste of the most intense debate in the history of the Korean Peninsula. For the side dishes of a meal discussion.



    



    "This is Baek Woo-jin."



    



    Thursday.



    



    I grew the side dish store and started the Baekban Debate, which still has the highest number of views.



    



    When I first started, I thought the ideas would run out quickly and that it wouldn't be long-lasting content, but as I pulled my hair out, here I am at the 19th one already.



    



    If you've done this much, you should be used to it, but exchanging jokes in front of 13,000 people is no small feat.



    



    Swallowed and continued the commentary.



    



    "Today, something really big came, right?"



    



    "It's a big deal."



    



    The viewers kept posting comments asking if it was always a big deal.



    



    "The dynamic duo of the dining industry, the rivals of the late-night delivery scene: Bossam vs. Jokbal."



    



    └Oh



    



    └I was wondering when this would happen, haha.



    



    Isn't late-night food chicken?



    



    Pig's trotters are too expensive.



    



    └Bossam too



    



    └Seriously, these days food prices are so high that it's burdensome.



    



    I want to eat jokbal.



    



    "Is this a person?" Is it a pig? The perfect meeting of fat and lean meat. Commissioner Baek Woo-jin from Samgyeob was with us. Hello?



    



    Introducing Baek Woo-jin, I grabbed his belly fat and showed it to the viewers.



    



    "……."



    



    "Commissioner Baek Woo-jin?"



    



    Today, I successfully took the initiative again.



    



    Baek Woo-jin, whose belly fat was pinched, was thoroughly sulking.



    



    "How are you going to introduce yourself?"



    



    With a fierce first impression, but a face that is not scary at all, I glare.



    



    "Did Ban-chan-yong turn into a pig in his dream, or did the pig turn into Ban-chan-yong in his dream?" It is used as a side dish for jokbal and has appeared as a hand model in many movies such as Animal Farm, Red Pig, Spirited Away, Babe, and Okja.



    



    When he brought his index and middle fingers, as well as his ring and little fingers together to form a shape resembling pig's trotters, Baek Woo-jin let out a small laugh.



    



    "Then let's get started." Commissioner Baek Woo-jin, could you please explain the advantages of bossam?



    



    "I'll explain it to you using the logic that the side dish committee member likes the most."



    



    Baek Woo-jin searched for "Won Grandma Bossam Jokbal" in the internet browser.



    



    As of 2023, Wonhalmae Bossam Jokbal is selling large jokbal for 43,000 won. On the other hand, the same size of the matbo-ssam is 55,000 won. The price difference is as much as 12,000 won.



    



    "Since it's 12,000 won more expensive, it must be tastier, right?"



    



    "Are you really thinking of denying it?"



    



    └hahahahahahahaha



    



    └I can't even lol He said that if he denies that, he's denying capitalism lol



    



    └Denial of capitalism > Denial of South Korea > Are anarchist No Geun-bon's tech trees operational?



    



    └They are giving back exactly what they received.



    



    └It was over from the start.



    



    "You really go too far."



    



    "What?"



    



    "Okay." Bossam is more expensive. A whopping 12,000 won.



    



    "Okay." So.



    



    "Don't you still get it?"



    



    When I spoke with emphasis, Baek Woo-jin just blinked.



    



    "Don't you know how tough the economy is these days?" "Does it make sense to pay 55,000 won for one meal?"



    



    No. This is a big deal. It's for three or four people.



    



    "Who divides the big portion?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin flinched in surprise.



    



    Since you showed a weakness, it's only polite to take advantage of it.



    



    "Of course it's a single serving!" Why is it a big deal that it's a big deal! A cow is a cow! Children! Big people sleep big! Adult!



    



    └Crazy lolololololol



    



    └Ah, I said it's one serving for the side dish.



    



    └Baek Woo-jin's flustered face is super cute, lol.



    



    └No, no matter what, how can you eat a whole bossam by yourself? LOL



    



    This uncle is eating.



    



    "Why do you eat so much, bro? Who eats that much?"



    



    "Okay." I'll give in a hundred times and let four people eat.



    



    "Shall I give it to you?"



    



    "If 55,000 won is divided among 4 people, how much is it?"



    



    "13,750 won."



    



    "Okay." If you eat jokbal instead of bossam, five people can eat. And yet, there's still a whopping 1,750 won left. "There's such a big difference, and you're going to eat bossam instead of jokbal?"



    



    "I can handle that much more." Because it's more delicious.



    



    "You're really a bad pig, aren't you?"



    



    "What?"



    



    It seems like you still don't know, so I searched for the UNICEF campaign on YouTube and played it.



    



    Does this child know what it feels like to be full?



    



    └Ah



    



    Oh, this is...



    



    └Baek Woo-jin was a total jerk.



    



    └ㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠㅠ



    



    "Why are you so extravagant?" "Even now, how many people are desperately in need of 12,000 won?"



    



    "No."



    



    Baek Woo-jin was about to say something but then bowed his head.



    



    "I'm sorry."



    



    Right now, we are doing volunteer work for the socially vulnerable, college students, and job seekers.



    



    Since you are looking at it positively and I am benefiting from it, there is no way I can refute it.



    



    "Yeah." So let's leave out the price discussion and just talk about the taste.



    



    Baek Woo-jin trembled his fist and nodded.



    



    I almost got labeled as an anarchist, but I managed to get through it well.



    



    "This time, you go first, hyung."



    



    Baek Woo-jin said with a sinister expression.



    



    Pig's trotters. It is a part that is truly loved worldwide. Not only in our country, but also in China, Japan, Germany, Austria, Italy, Poland, the Czech Republic, Spain, Thailand, Ireland, and many other countries, it is truly loved.



    



    "So, it's delicious?"



    



    So if I say it's delicious, they'll just accuse me of cultural imperialism.



    



    There's still a bit more to discuss. Pork trotters were loved not only in the countries mentioned earlier but also in France. Do you happen to know a place called Saint-Méno?



    



    "Ah."



    



    Baek Woo-jin's eyebrows twitched as if he realized something.



    



    There's no way that guy, who crams all sorts of trivia into his head, wouldn't know this famous anecdote.



    



    Louis XVI and Marie Antoinette were fleeing to Varennes during the French Revolution.



    



    What are you talking about?



    



    └Why did we end up talking about Louis XVI while discussing jokbal?ㅋㅋㅋㅋ



    



    └Here we go with the buildup again.



    



    "Louis XVI, who arrived in Saint-Menehould, was hungry and suggested eating the famous braised pig's trotters there." The courtiers said they should escape quickly, but Louis XVI insisted he must have the braised pig's trotters from Saint-Ménou. But what happened?



    



    "……It took too long to make, so I got caught."



    



    "That's right." Jokbal jjim is a dish that takes a long time to prepare. The courtiers and Louis XVI knew as well. Even though the revolutionary army was chasing from behind, the chef couldn't bring himself to escape. Even at the risk of losing my head on the guillotine, I couldn't bring myself to give up on making jokbal.



    



    Is this a true story?



    



    └Are you crazy? LOL Some lunatic ordered jokbal while running away. LOL



    



    └Isn't it okay to have one serving of jokbal before you die?



    



    └Ah, lol, I can't resist jokbal, lol.



    



    I thought I had conveyed the superiority of jokbal well enough, when Baek Woo-jin smiled.



    



    "Did you find out the source of that story?"



    



    "Source?"



    



    I shook my head.



    



    "It's a story from the French culinary encyclopedia written by Alexandre Dumas." And Alexandre Dumas is being credited with starting the genre of fiction. In other words, someone who tells interesting stories. There are also claims that the story of Louis XVI enjoying braised pork trotters was adapted from the fact that he once had a delicious meal of braised pork trotters in Saint-Méno.1)



    



    Baek Woo-jin shook his head.



    



    "Did you really have no basis to bring up something that wasn't even a confirmed fact?"



    



    I couldn't check that part.



    



    "Then it's my turn, right?"



    



    "Wait a moment." There's one more left.



    



    Baek Woo-jin shrugged his shoulders as if to say, "Go ahead, give it a try," with his palm facing up.



    



    "Once upon a time, there lived a pair of brothers."



    



    "Is it another old story?"



    



    "The older brother was full of greed, and the younger brother had a weak heart." After our father passed away, my brother ended up taking all the assets, and my younger sibling was left with nothing.



    



    Baek Woo-jin tilted his head.



    



    "One day, the younger sibling, who was very hungry, went to the older sibling and asked for some rice, but the sister-in-law came out and slapped him with a spatula."



    



    "Isn't it the story of Heungbu and Nolbu?"



    



    "Okay." Even while getting hit with a spatula, my younger sibling begged for more, seeing the rice sticking to their cheek. I wanted to take that and feed it to the kids.



    



    "What on earth do you want to say?"



    



    "Since Heungbu asked to be hit more, the sister-in-law got even angrier." Heungbu was happy even though it was true. Finally, I thought, I can feed my kids something. However.



    



    Baek Woo-jin is looking at me with a sullen face.



    



    "Norbu noticed it." I quickly went over and even wiped off the rice stuck to his cheek. Heungbu was so sad that he asked his brother.



    



    It's time to express our emotions.



    



    Hyung! Why are you doing this to me! You took all of my father's inheritance, and now you're taking this too—what on earth is your reason for doing this? "Why are you being so cruel, going to such lengths to do this?"



    



    He looked back and forth between Baek Woo-jin and the camera and spoke.



    



    "I'm planning to open a bossam restaurant."



    



    What do you mean?



    



    └LOL



    



    └???? Am I the only one who doesn't understand?



    



    └Nolbu Bossam lololololol



    



    "Take the inheritance too." Even the rice ball I got after being slapped is taken away. How can you eat bossam made by that greedy man! Don't you feel sorry for Heungbu?



    



    "Bro, apologize quickly before we get sued by Nolbu Bossam."



    



    "Was it an overreach?"



    



    "Uh."



    



    "I'm sorry."



    



    I stood up from the chair, stepped back to show my full body, and then bowed.



    



    What the heck are you doing? LOL



    



    └WTF Switching gears



    



    └Lawsuits are scary



    



    └What did you just say?



    



    └Ah, haha, what are we going to do about Nolbu Bossam~



    



    "Did you lose?"



    



    "No." There's one left.



    



    "Go ahead."



    



    Baek Woo-jin smiled slyly.



    



    The score of the 19th Baekban Debate today is 16 wins and 2 losses.



    



    We can't add a third defeat like this.



    



    "Mr. Baek Woo-jin."



    



    "Huh?"



    



    "Didn't you have a conflict with Mr. Cha Ji-chan over mandu soup a while ago?"



    



    I remembered the time when Cha Ji-chan ate one of Baek Woo-jin's dumplings, and they ended up bickering.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "Is it correct that the incident occurred when Mr. Cha Ji-chan ate one of the dumplings in the dumpling soup?"



    



    “Oh." Even now, I still feel frustrated.



    



    "I fully understand that feeling."



    



    └Starting off with a long-winded explanation just to say some nonsense again, lol.



    



    └I found it so funny how they were so shamelessly building it up like that



    



    Why are dumplings suddenly coming out with bossam vs jokbal?



    



    "But the dining table is just as cold and cruel a place." The more delicious the food, the higher the risk during the meal. Because there are people like Cha Ji-chan who are after it. It can be said that animals are always on guard when drinking water.



    



    Baek Woo-jin rolled his eyes for a moment and then nodded.



    



    "As we discussed earlier, bossam is a dish meant to be eaten alone."



    



    "It's not."



    



    "Alright." Let's say that I'll give in again this time, and we'll eat together. They say that Mr. Baek Woo-jin and I are eating together.



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    Seeing that they think they can eat a whole pig, this guy also seems to have the makings of a fine pig.



    



    "Do you truly have the confidence to have a meal with me and Mr. Baek Woo-jin?"



    



    "What do you mean by that?"



    



    "Are you confident you can secure more bossam than me faster?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin slowly shook his head.



    



    └hahahahahahahaha



    



    Even I think this won't work, lol.



    



    └Considering the speed at which I eat side dishes, there's no way I could ever keep up, lol.



    



    In the early days of the show, I used to finish a bowl of jajangmyeon in 30 seconds.



    



    └Now I'm old and sick ㅠ



    



    "That's right." Mr. Baek Woo-jin's soft mindset and weak physicality cannot protect bossam from me. But jokbal is different.



    



    "Why?"



    



    I searched for jokbal on the internet.



    



    "When you order jokbal, it always comes like this: meat on top, bone on the bottom." It's a delicacy.



    



    "It's delicious."



    



    "But is this really just for eating?"



    



    "So?"



    



    This is why, despite having excellent qualities, this guy still hasn't become a perfect pig.



    



    "It's a weapon to protect the jokbal from the opponent."



    



    "Uh?"



    



    I brought my index and middle fingers, and my ring and little fingers, together and held them in front of Baek Woo-jin's eyes.



    



    I checked the bewildered face and proudly showed off my jokbal to the camera.



    



    "This thick and sturdy pig's trotter bone is the only weapon for someone lacking physical strength, like me, to defend their pig's trotter!"



    



    └????????



    



    └Star lolololol



    



    └Pork hock bones are weapons... Note...



    



    "What kind of nonsense is that?"



    



    "Do you have any idea how scary a pig's trotter bone is?"



    



    "I don't know."



    



    "December 31, 1981, or 1982." "Don't you really know about the jokbal-throwing incident that happened at a jokbal restaurant in Jangchung-dong?"2)



    



    └Choi Yang-rak hahaha



    



    └What is it? What is it?



    



    While having a late-night study session, Choi Yang-rak kept being annoying, so Ju Byeong-jin got mad and threw a pig's trotter at him, lol.



    



    └Hahaha, the fact that Choi Yang-rak cried because he got hit with jokbal is so funny, lol.



    



    "Jokbal is so scary and useful." 어? When we eat together later, are we having bossam or jokbal?



    



    Baek Woo-jin frowned deeply and then asked.



    



    "If you pick up the pig's trotter bone, isn't that even more dangerous?"



    



    "......Things aren't going well today."



    



    Admitted defeat.

  
    Inferiority complex



    



    "Enjoy the show and see you tomorrow." Half-hearted.



    



    "Banha."



    



    After finishing the broadcast, I leaned back in the chair.



    



    "You prepared a lot today."



    



    Baek Woo-jin smiles confidently with a triumphant look on his face.



    



    "Just you wait." I'll win everything from now on.



    



    "Do well."



    



    What is it? "Why are you so relaxed even though you lost?"



    



    "You might lose once or twice." It's only 16 wins and 3 losses, though.



    



    Baek Woo-jin trembled.



    



    "I hit him 16 times, but he should at least hit me back 3 times to create some tension in the debate." Isn't that right?



    



    "Are you saying I deliberately lost?"



    



    "It's not necessarily the case."



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who was extremely angry, made a grimace.



    



    No matter how much I tease him, he never gets tired of it.



    



    "Anyway, I'm sorry for today."



    



    Originally, after the discussion ends, we would eat together while monitoring the progress, but something came up.



    



    "Don't worry about it." I had a prior engagement, so I went to eat.



    



    "Then that's a relief."



    



    "But what kind of appointment is there at this hour?"



    



    "Oh, I was supposed to have a meal with the PD." Taking a walk too.



    



    Baek Woo-jin paused for a moment.



    



    I tilted my head in confusion, and he furrowed his brow deeply.



    



    "At this hour?" Rice? "Walk?"



    



    “Uh. From now on, we agreed to do that often.



    



    Baek Woo-jin squinted his eyes and watched me, then let out a low groan.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Hyung, seriously don't do that."



    



    "What are you talking about?"



    



    What office workers hate the most is meeting their boss after work hours. What's the difference between a company that invites you to go hiking on the weekend?



    



    "No." I'm doing it because I like it.



    



    I felt a presence and turned around to see Muk-ji standing there.



    



    "Right?" PD-nim.



    



    When I asked to clear up Baek Woo-jin's misunderstanding, Mukeunji was taken aback.



    



    "Hyung, you really have no sense at all." How can you say you don't like it to my face?



    



    I'm worried because I wonder if it was really uncomfortable.



    



    I treat him casually, but from Mukji's perspective, he might not feel completely comfortable since he's still my boss.



    



    "Really?"



    



    I asked the aged kimchi.



    



    "No." "I don't dislike it."



    



    See? You said you didn't mind.



    



    "So, how can you say you don't like it when I'm listening?"



    



    I saw the aged kimchi at the same time as Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "It's okay." If you ask if I get hurt, that's not the case, but I'm not the kind of person who would disadvantage the PD over such things. You trust me, right?



    



    The aged kimchi nodded.



    



    "Really?" Are you doing it because you like it too, Eunji?



    



    Baek Woo-jin insists on pressing the issue, and he nods repeatedly.



    



    “봐. Our PD is so capable. Good things are good. I don't like what I don't like. He's someone who speaks directly.



    



    "That's amazing." Our employees seem to dislike it when we suggest doing something on the weekend.



    



    "What did you say we should do?"



    



    "Book discussion."



    



    It seems this guy thinks that the very act of reading a book and having a conversation about it can't possibly be rejected.



    



    The only problem is meeting on the weekend; they don't think the book discussion is wrong at all.



    



    "Because everyone is different."



    



    Baek Woo-jin grumbled as he left the office.



    



    "Let's clock out too."



    



    "Yes."



    



    Please provide the text you would like me to translate.



    



    "Usually, the goal is to gain about 0.5 kg to 1 kg per week." At first, it's important to eat something like porridge three times a day regularly to recover the digestive system, and then eat a balanced diet.



    



    I was so happy to hear that Muk-ji decided to get healthy, so I gathered various pieces of information.



    



    Since I had suffered from anorexia for a long time, there were many things I had to be careful about.



    



    "Carbohydrates, fats, and proteins are important too, but they say a deficiency in vitamins or minerals is the most dangerous." So, please make sure to eat this.



    



    I took out the multivitamins, calcium, and vitamin D that I had ordered in advance.



    



    "This is."



    



    "But suddenly eating a lot isn't good for you." They say that refeeding syndrome occurs when calories are rapidly absorbed, causing abnormalities in water and electrolyte metabolism. I don't know exactly what it is, but anyway, it's really dangerous, so let's just focus on getting our eating patterns right for now.



    



    I laughed at the old man who was staring at me intently while holding the supplement in his hand.



    



    "You've done a lot of research."



    



    "It's about the PD." What is it?



    



    Thank you.



    



    The aged kimchi bowed its head and avoided eye contact while expressing gratitude.



    



    "Dead."



    



    Just in time, the food I ordered has arrived.



    



    In fact, the porridge is digested too well, so it's not good for dieting.



    



    However, on the contrary, for the aged kimchi whose digestive organs had been out of function for a long time, it was just right, so dinner was porridge all week.



    



    "I feel bad that you couldn't eat properly because of me."



    



    After eating 죽 a few times, the aged kimchi started talking nonsense.



    



    What do you mean? Try eating only brown rice every day. "Even making excuses like this, how wonderful it is to eat white rice."



    



    Mukbangji smiled slightly.



    



    "When I was at Hongdangmu, I never even thought about it."



    



    I lifted my head, wondering what was being said.



    



    "I lacked confidence in my appearance and had a rather gloomy personality, so I kept my distance from others."



    



    "……."



    



    "I thought that even if I laughed at him inwardly, I would treat him outwardly as a colleague from the same company." "Maybe it was because I didn't want to get hurt."



    



    "……."



    



    "At the time, I tried hard to pretend I didn't know, but looking back, it was inferiority."



    



    The reason I couldn't readily offer comfort is because I understand Mukji's feelings all too well.



    



    Because of the wound.



    



    I was so concerned about the gaze of others that avoiding going out and keeping my distance from people actually made me feel more at ease.



    



    If such a situation lasts for a long time, you get used to it and learn how to be alone in your own way.



    



    Sometimes, the waves of loneliness that wash over me make me feel as if I am left alone in the world.



    



    Then, like the sand on a white beach that gradually disappears, the heart is worn away without anyone noticing.



    



    "I know a little bit too."



    



    The aged kimchi has risen.



    



    "I understand that feeling a little."



    



    I am neither a counselor nor a doctor. I don't know what to say.



    



    I just want to let you know that the feelings that Mukji is experiencing are not hers alone.



    



    If I can shake off the feeling of being left alone in the world, that would be enough.



    



    Mukbangji smiled slightly.



    



    "There was a person named Kim Seo-jin on the same team."



    



    "I know." I heard PD-nim quit and came to see you.



    



    "Ah."



    



    The aged kimchi nodded as if recalling old times.



    



    I heard that Kim Seo-jin came and talked about various things.



    



    "He was a bit annoying, but."



    



    "Ugh."



    



    Mukbangji's eyes widened.



    



    "No." I felt the same way too. Keep going."



    



    Mukbangji laughed once again.



    



    He was tall, slim, and handsome, and above all, the team members followed him well. Even though we joined the company around the same time, he became the go-to person and gained everyone's trust.



    



    I thought he was a rude and sly person, but it seems he actually got along well with others.



    



    "Deep down, I was a bit envious of him." Since I got along well with everyone without any rough edges, I thought I should at least do my job better.



    



    "PD did much better."



    



    Mugunji let out a small sigh.



    



    "I thought so, but in the end, I believed that person's words." Both the team members and the team leader.



    



    "Was the reason for the red face because of that person?"



    



    It seems like something about me didn't sit well with you. They brought up something incomprehensible and pressured me with the whole team. I couldn't bring myself to bow down and give in, so I quit.



    



    "Why are there people like that?"



    



    "I was also upset at first, but in the end, it turned out well."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    The aged kimchi looked at me and smiled slightly, then took a spoonful of the rice.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    └Do you believe this? Why do they even volunteer? LOL They just want to score some corporate sponsorship and they packaged it up so well. LOL



    



    └Whoever planned it, today's Baekban Debate is so boring. It used to be fun, but it seems like they brought in the wrong planner.



    



    Is this really worth a million views? Chan-yong, please change the planner. The old videos were more fun.



    



    └Am I the only one who doesn't want to see the side dishes? Cha Ji-chan provides the building, Ju Ji-seung cooks, Baek Woo-jin brings in the goods and manages sales, but what does Ban Chan-yong do? I've always found it disgusting when you use a straw, but now you're doing it openly.



    



    Damn it, can't this pig bastard just not show up?



    



    "......Hmm?"



    



    At some point, the number of comments that felt malicious increased.



    



    I looked through the videos and found that different accounts are leaving negative comments on several videos.



    



    When the number of subscribers increases, according to the law of conservation of idiots, the number of negative comments also increases proportionally.



    



    If it suddenly increased over the past few days, it seems like something went wrong.



    



    Just in case, I went through various community sites and searched for keywords related to me, such as Side dish store, banchan gage, for side dishes, banchan yong, for side dish use, chan yong, etc.



    



    "It's the same as usual."



    



    There are no articles that have become a big topic.



    



    Ordinarily, the impressions of how this video turned out or evaluations of my belly fat and thigh muscles were the main focus.



    



    If I make a mistake and get criticized for it, that's natural, but it's just puzzling how suddenly so many people are leaving negative comments.



    



    Moreover, the strange thing is that even the planner is cursing.



    



    When a new editor comes in and the editing is done differently from the existing style, there are bound to be people who occasionally point out the editing style.



    



    It's the first time I've seen someone criticize a planner.



    



    Knock-knock-



    



    I heard a knock and answered, and Muk-ji came in.



    



    He looked at my monitor, nodded slightly, and handed over the file folder.



    



    "What is this?"



    



    "Recently, I found out that negative comments have been increasing at the side dish store."



    



    Ah. I thought it was strange too, but was there a problematic video?



    



    I opened the file folder that Mugunji gave me.



    



    I have organized the malicious comments, the nicknames of those who posted them, and the times they were posted.



    



    "Are you planning to sue?"



    



    "Google is not very cooperative with investigations, so even if you file a lawsuit, the process could be difficult."



    



    "Then why this?"



    



    "It is possible to specify to some extent."



    



    The aged kimchi has arrived.



    



    "If you click on the nickname or profile picture of the person who left a negative comment, you can see their ID."



    



    "Right?"



    



    "I filtered out 50 malicious commenters and checked their IDs, and among them, there were IDs showing similar patterns."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    @rwop1811 @rwop1813



    



    @rwop1814 @rwop1815



    



    @aw1re2sd3 @aw2re3sd4



    



    @aw4re5sd6 @aw5re6sd7



    



    As Mukkunji said, there are several IDs with only some numbers changed.



    



    "Looks like those idle guys are making alt accounts and spamming."



    



    "He's not a guy who has nothing to do."



    



    I was puzzled, so I turned my head and was startled to see Mukunji's face right in front of me.



    



    In a hurry, Mini Mukunji leans back and looks strange.



    



    "Why are you doing this?"



    



    "No." No. What do you mean?



    



    "As a result of continuous monitoring, all these comments were posted between 10 AM and 5 PM."



    



    "Why is that?"



    



    It seemed like the aged kimchi was trying to calm its mind, taking a long breath before speaking.



    



    "It's not the time for someone with nothing to do to be awake."



    



    "And?"



    



    "They don't even participate regularly."



    



    "......again?"



    



    "This is the typical working hours of a company."



    



    "Are you seriously talking about manipulating comments or something?"



    



    "That's right."
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    I can't believe such a thing could happen, but Mookji's firm attitude makes me reconsider once more.



    



    He is definitely not someone who would make baseless claims.



    



    "Is there such a place?" There's nothing to gain from leaving malicious comments.



    



    "I accept requests."



    



    "Ah."



    



    "There are many similar things." There are people who use multiple accounts and macros to increase channel size, manipulate viewer counts, promote channels, and even launder illegal funds.



    



    Come to think of it, I've heard a similar story before.



    



    Sometimes, I would receive suspicious emails claiming to help grow my channel.



    



    As the market grows, it seems all sorts of people are getting involved.



    



    "But there's no reason for you to treat me like this." Just because you don't like it, you go this far...



    



    There are still lingering doubts.



    



    Since I'm building up some recognition, there are bound to be people who just don't like me or whose way of speaking I don't like.



    



    I wonder if they would go so far as to create a negative public opinion by borrowing the company's hand.



    



    Moreover, there's no reason to leave negative comments even about Mukbang, who is rarely mentioned on the show and sometimes appears wearing a paper bag over his head.



    



    "There is a corner to lean on."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "The criticism directed at the side dish store also includes many comments about me." Usually, when people don't like a video, they mention the editor, but since they referred to the planner and PD, I wonder if it might be related to me.



    



    "Who is it?"



    



    "I haven't interacted with anyone else in the past few years." The only people I know are the employees of Hongdangmu Entertainment. And the only person who knows that I work at the side dish store is the person at Hongdangmu. It seems accurate to say that it was one person.



    



    "Who is that?"



    



    Someone who used to work on the same team contacted me about a month ago. They said the team atmosphere has been weird since I left. He said he's quitting too. I told them that I'm preparing to change jobs but don't know what to do, and they asked about my current situation, so I informed them that I'm working here.



    



    "Then that person."



    



    "It's just a hunch, but that person probably isn't the one." It seems that it has been passed from mouth to mouth and reached the ears of Deputy Kim Seo-jin or Team Leader Oh Hyung-man.



    



    It's that person again.



    



    "I understand that when I was out of the picture, Deputy Kim Seo-jin was the one who shaped public opinion."



    



    "Why is that guy treating the PD like that?"



    



    I don't know the reason. However, since there was a company we were dealing with at Hongdangmu, I think we might have requested them.



    



    I was startled.



    



    "Where to?" A place that manipulates comments, right?



    



    "It's the most incomprehensible thing at Hongdangmu, so I've never used it, but Deputy General Manager Kim Seojin used it as bait to secure a contract and achieved results."



    



    If it's Hongdangmu Entertainment, it's one of the top three companies in the industry.



    



    It is a place where a large corporation is buying shares and investing, and many internet broadcasters want to sign contracts.



    



    It's shocking to think that they are connected to a criminal organization in such a place.



    



    "I'm sorry."



    



    The aged kimchi bowed its head.



    



    "No, it's not something the PD should apologize for."



    



    "If I hadn't been here, you wouldn't have been harmed." This matter.



    



    "It's not because of the PD."



    



    I saw aged kimchi.



    



    Her desk is always tidy, and there are often times when I want to suggest that we clean the office together moderately.



    



    They are the kind of person who checks multiple times even when making a video to ensure not a single line of subtitles or comment is missed.



    



    That meticulous.



    



    If the actions stem from a desire to do well at work, that's all well and good, but from my perspective, it seems to cause more harm than good.



    



    She was ridiculed and mocked, and having been deeply hurt by the unfair treatment, her defense mechanism drives her obsessively to avoid similar experiences.



    



    At the same time, they are blaming everything on themselves.



    



    In fact, what's scarier than an eating disorder is low self-esteem, depression, and severe self-hatred.



    



    I can't let her go through the same experience while she's just starting to find herself little by little.



    



    "PD, I'm telling you clearly." This incident didn't happen because of the PD. "Which person in the world blames the victim?"



    



    "But."



    



    "But what do you mean by 'but'?" I told you before, right? If you meet a crazy person while walking down the street, you can be more careful next time. "Even so, it's not wrong for him to have walked that path."



    



    Mukbang bit his lip.



    



    "Are you saying that the banchan store was harmed because of the PD?" So, should I blame the PD?



    



    I bite my lips tightly, which had been mumbling.



    



    "Do you really want me to do that?"



    



    Shakes their head.



    



    Okay. Both the PD and I are victims. Don't say things like that again. Don't even think about it.



    



    "……."



    



    "They just talk about taking responsibility and leaving after thinking like that." I really won't see you ever again, PD.



    



    "That is."



    



    Mukji was about to say something but swallowed it.



    



    "Since you've lived like that until now, it must be tough at the moment." But from this moment on, don't think like that. If you think it's because of me, just think, "I'm really an idiot."



    



    "CEO."



    



    "Don't say it!" If you don't understand, just accept it. I'm right. The PD is wrong.



    



    I said it, but now I feel like I came off too forcefully.



    



    I thought I had to be this strong for him to listen to me even a little, so I didn't add any extra words.



    



    Mugunji slowly sat down on the chair.



    



    It looks like it's hard to stand.



    



    I was a bit tired too, so I took out a cold bottle of water from the fridge and gulped it down.



    



    Even after catching our breath and returning to our seats, we remained silent for a while.



    



    "CEO."



    



    How much time has passed, I wonder?



    



    The aged kimchi spoke.



    



    "Yes."



    



    "I will take responsibility and resolve this matter." "Don't worry about it."



    



    This person seems to have no idea what I'm most concerned about right now.



    



    "PD-nim."



    



    I made eye contact with the aged kimchi.



    



    "Honestly, even if I get dozens or hundreds of nasty comments, nothing will change." I trust those who like my side dish shop. They were people I used to communicate with for 5 to 6 hours every day. They're not the kind of people who would go along with that nonsense.



    



    Mugunji just listened to my story while making eye contact.



    



    "Negative comments will probably influence public opinion." Of course, I will. But these days, those who ramble on endlessly without any point end up getting criticized. Our viewers are not fools. How many people in the world are smarter than us? There are probably 40 million people smarter than me.



    



    Humbly, I said 40 million, but I think it might be in the top 50%.



    



    "So I don't think much of this matter."



    



    I'm so angry that I don't know if I'll be able to sleep properly tonight.



    



    I definitely want to show off my chest muscles by bench pressing 80kg.



    



    "But..." The PD feels guilty, regrets, self-deprecates, and is forcing himself to endure out of a sense of responsibility because of this matter. That really bothers me.



    



    It's sincere.



    



    "I understand how you feel, CEO."



    



    I'm glad it seems like my feelings were well conveyed.



    



    "Still, I would like you to leave this task to me."



    



    "What should we do?"



    



    "In the past, even if I experienced something like this, I didn't know how to deal with it." "Now it's different."



    



    I can't understand how the police expect to catch someone they can't apprehend because Google isn't cooperating.



    



    Please provide the text you would like me to translate.



    



    Kim Seo-jin, the deputy director, was in a terrible state, having been branded as a troublemaker by all the executives and having fallen out of favor with Team Leader Oh Hyung-man.



    



    After experiencing the deliberate disregard during meetings for several days, I became eager to change jobs.



    



    However, the narrower the industry, the easier it is to check the reputation of experienced professionals, and it was unlikely that anything good would come out.



    



    "I'm going crazy."



    



    Having already decided to leave Hongdamoo Entertainment, Kim Seo-jin continued to smoke on the rooftop during work hours.



    



    Uh. You were here.



    



    Park Hyung-wook from the same team came over, casually walking while taking out a cigarette.



    



    The way he spoke as if he had been here all along, the sight of him walking over, and the way he sat with his legs crossed on the opposite side—all of it was extremely irritating to Kim Seojin.



    



    "Loosen your legs."



    



    Ah. Yes.



    



    Park Hyung-wook pretended not to know, smiled slyly, and then relaxed his legs.



    



    Until recently, the guy who used to wag his tail was already crawling up, having noticed that his position in the company had become precarious.



    



    "What am I supposed to do with this injustice?"



    



    "What."



    



    "Manager, it seems like you won't be able to become a department head?"



    



    "What?"



    



    "Even the team leader is like that." Wouldn't it be better to look for a new job?



    



    "This bastard."



    



    "Don't call me 'baby'."



    



    Kim Seo-jin let out a deep breath.



    



    "What do you want to say?"



    



    "I can't stand working at this crappy place anymore." Sigh, what is this because of the aged kimchi?



    



    Kim Seo-jin gritted his teeth at Park Hyung-wook's words.



    



    Mugunji, who joined around the same time, was a gloomy person who couldn't even form basic relationships.



    



    In that regard, since his performance always surpassed Kim Seo-jin's, he had been a thorn in his side for the past few years.



    



    I thought the team was finally running smoothly after I resigned a few months ago, but now it's causing problems outside as well.



    



    "Manager, what about that thing we talked about last time? Is it progressing?"



    



    "Comment?"



    



    "I don't think there's much of a reaction."



    



    Kim Seo-jin scoffed.



    



    "Just wait and see." "Stop bragging about your old kimchi for side dishes."



    



    It was just bravado.



    



    As Park Hyung-wook said, the effect of the opinion manipulation towards the side dish store and aged kimchi was minimal.



    



    Kim Seo-jin protested, but the company just said they were short on funds and didn't take any further action.



    



    Since it was a criminal act, she couldn't report it, and Kim Seo-jin felt nothing but frustration in a situation where she couldn't do anything.



    



    "But how much is that?"



    



    “Why.""Are you going to do it too?"



    



    "Well, not necessarily, but it does depend on the price, right?"



    



    "Stop it." There's nothing good about getting involved with places like that.



    



    "Eh." Well, you do everything, Manager. "Don't do that, just give me your contact information."



    



    Kim Seo-jin, showing signs of annoyance, sent a KakaoTalk message to Park Hyung-wook.



    



    "But how should we get in touch?"



    



    "Just ask."



    



    "It's my first time doing something like this."



    



    "Well, if you don't say what you want to do, how are they supposed to know whether to help you or not?"



    



    Park Hyung-wook scratched his head and let out a groan.



    



    "Actually, I contacted Mukji before."



    



    "Me?" Why?”



    



    "I asked because I was thinking about changing jobs." So you told the manager where he is, right?



    



    Kim Seo-jin nodded.



    



    "But they get paid an enormous amount." They say that if you combine the annual salary and incentives, it exceeds 5,000, right?



    



    "You're hilarious."



    



    "Exactly." But I'm a bit hesitant, so could you help me find a spot? If it doesn't work out, can't you just ask one of your many YouTuber friends to help? 와.”



    



    "What did he say?"



    



    "They asked me, 'How could someone like you do that?'"



    



    "Crazy."



    



    "Do I look like someone who would get angry?"



    



    Kim Seo-jin finally understood Park Hyung-wook's attitude.



    



    "Are you asking because you think I won't do it properly?" 어?”



    



    "Child." I trust you, Deputy. But since I've been through something too, I want to lend a hand. This is what I mean.



    



    Kim Seo-jin lit a new cigarette and scanned Park Hyung-wook from head to toe.



    



    "Send me 2 million."



    



    “Excuse me? "200?



    



    "Why are you surprised?"



    



    "Does it hurt that much?"



    



    "Then, buddy, did you think this kind of thing would be easy?"



    



    “Ah. That's true, but... So, how do we go about making a deal? "Can you show me?"



    



    "Don't do it." Don't do it.



    



    "Eh." I haven't seen anything, so how can I give you 200? You might eat in the middle, sir.



    



    "This bastard from earlier."



    



    "Well, whatever." Then if you send me something like the details of your communication with them, I'll believe you.
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    "Is that enough, Deputy General Manager?"



    



    The file I received contained clear evidence that Kim Seo-jin had requested an illegal company to manipulate public opinion about the side dish store and me.



    



    As requested, since the conversation took place in a chat room with the three of us, even if Kim Seo-jin and the company delete the conversation, it is sufficient evidence.



    



    Since I didn't have high expectations, I prepared another method, and with this, I have gathered all the necessary documents.



    



    "Well done." You're competent.



    



    "I just did what you asked me to do, that's all." But really, it won't cause me any harm, right?



    



    "You don't have to worry."



    



    How do you plan to use it? Lawsuit?



    



    "That method is also available."



    



    Just because someone helped once doesn't mean you can fully trust them.



    



    The reason Park Hyung-wook initially helped with the background investigation and evidence collection on Kim Seo-jin was not out of sympathy or a sense of justice, but for purely personal reasons.



    



    If I, who was supposed to be promoted to manager, resign, and Kim Seo-jin also leaves, the next in line would be Park Hyung-wook himself.



    



    It seems like he secretly holds a grudge against Kim Seo-jin, and when he mentioned who would take over Kim Seo-jin's position if he got ousted, he jumped at the opportunity just as expected.



    



    There's no need to share all the information.



    



    "You don't intend to let me know, do you?"



    



    Park Hyung-wook drank his beverage in one go and adjusted his posture.



    



    "Then, may I ask you one more thing?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Why are you going this far?" Of course, I'm angry, but you spent quite a lot of money on this matter, didn't you?



    



    There are also small amounts that have been spent.



    



    The significant amounts of money include 2 million won that Park Hyung-wook gave to Kim Seo-jin, 1 million won that was separately given to Park Hyung-wook, and about 2 million won spent on hiring a private investigator.



    



    It's a large amount equivalent to two months' salary, but it was surprisingly cheap for sending one person.



    



    "Manager, you really are angry."



    



    Since he didn't answer, Park Hyung-wook didn't bother asking further.



    



    I got rid of the competitor and took care of my allowance, so I don't really care about anything else.



    



    "Then I'll be on my way." I'm curious about how it will turn out. Fighting!



    



    "Please come in." Thank you.



    



    Park Hyung-wook returned and stayed for a while to gather his thoughts.



    



    Since the ingredients are ready, there are many ways to cook Kim Seojin.



    



    You could show the evidence to Hongdangmu and request disciplinary action against Kim Seojin, or you could distribute Kim Seojin's actions among YouTubers to ruin his reputation in the industry.



    



    There is a way to resolve it neatly through the law, but I don't think my anger will be soothed by just getting a 1-2 year suspended sentence.



    



    Living doesn't feel like living.



    



    I hope you suffer and regret it for the rest of your life.



    



    "……."



    



    Suddenly, I feel unfamiliar to myself.



    



    If it's natural, it's natural, and if it's cruel, it can be cruel—there's no hesitation in doing what needs to be done.



    



    Is he trying to return all the pain he has endured so far to Kim Seo-jin?



    



    Or maybe it's the desire to protect the unexpected happiness that has come my way; I'm not exactly sure.



    



    If Kim Seo-jin had only attacked me, I might have ignored it like I always have.



    



    However, I cannot tolerate the fact that you hurt the representative and the act of sowing discord between the representative and me.



    



    I will mobilize all means at my disposal to ensure that such an incident never happens again.



    



    I'm out of breath. My hand trembles as I lift the glass, feeling parched.



    



    Even though my resolve is firm, the fear of ruining someone still prevails.



    



    Still, it must be upheld.



    



    "……."



    



    I checked the time, and it was 5 minutes past the appointment time.



    



    "Why are you making people come and go?"



    



    Team Leader Oh Hyung-man spoke with a voice full of complaints.



    



    "Have you been well all this time?"



    



    If you didn't do well. 뭐.”



    



    I took out the prepared documents.



    



    "What is this?"



    



    "This is evidence of the regulatory violations and criminal activities committed by Deputy Kim Seo-jin while working at Hongdangmu."



    



    "……Why are you giving this to me?"



    



    "Don't you need a scapegoat?"



    



    As a result of inquiries with people working at Hongdamu Entertainment, this man is currently out of favor with CEO Hong Sung-il.



    



    I was promoted to the team leader position just because I was an early member, and I have been handling all the tasks that a team leader is supposed to do.



    



    Since I wasn't there, I appointed Kim Seo-jin in my place, but he keeps causing accidents, and now my qualifications as a team leader are being questioned.



    



    A normal person would try to normalize the situation somehow, but all this incompetent and pathetic person can do is shift the blame for the problem.



    



    To do that, a scapegoat is needed.



    



    It is something he has been repeating for the past few years.



    



    Team Leader Oh Hyung-man glared at me as he took out the documents.



    



    He glances at it and then puts it down on the table.



    



    "What do you want?"



    



    "When Kim Seo-jin was fired and the reference check comes in, just tell them the truth."



    



    The experience of serving as a deputy at Hongdangmu Entertainment for many years can be applied anywhere.



    



    I also didn't like the company, but if I were to accept the unfairness, I could easily join another company.



    



    And since it's a small industry, reference checks are inevitably conducted, whether through legitimate means or less scrupulous ones.



    



    At that time, Team Leader Oh Hyung-man just needs to tell the truth.



    



    It will have a significant effect.



    



    "Sigh."



    



    Team Leader Oh Hyung-man, while handing over the evidence, spoke with a noticeably relaxed expression.



    



    "Our last time together wasn't great, but it wasn't because I hated you."



    



    맞다.



    



    Because he was petty, incompetent, and only had pride.



    



    "Anyway, I understand this matter." You don't have anything else to say, do you?



    



    "You must do it thoroughly."



    



    "What?"



    



    "At Bioness, they will evade responsibility by claiming they thought Deputy Kim Seo-jin's request was commissioned by Hongdangmu Entertainment." If that happens, Hongdangmu Entertainment will be branded as a third-rate company that manipulates comments, despite being one of the top creator management firms in the country.



    



    To reserve a seat.



    



    We must completely tie it up as an individual deviation of Kim Seo-jin.



    



    That is true, and only then will a lenient punishment like a salary reduction not be imposed on Kim Seo-jin.



    



    Please provide the text you would like me to translate.



    



    Kim Seo-jin, who arrived at work late, felt the gazes of those around her.



    



    Usually, people who would greet each other with a nod avoided eye contact, and even when I approached to say hello, they reacted awkwardly.



    



    To make matters worse, they gathered in groups and whispered.



    



    Entering the office with a puzzled expression, I noticed even the team members turning their heads, so I looked around and sat down.



    



    'Why are these things like this?'



    



    As soon as I turned on the computer, an internal notice popped up.



    



    Kim Seo-jin, who opened the notice with indifference, frowned.



    



    Notice of Disciplinary Committee Meeting



    



    Name: Kim Seo-jin



    



    Position: Assistant Manager



    



    Affiliation: Planning Support Team



    



    The above-mentioned individual has been found to have violated company regulations 4 times, engaged in illegal activities once, and exhibited poor attendance 31 times, leading to a review of disciplinary action. Please attend the disciplinary committee meeting at the designated location on the specified date.



    



    If you do not attend, it will be considered as an acceptance of the disciplinary committee's decision.



    



    1. Date and Time: May 26, 2023, 10:00 AM



    



    2. Location: 3rd floor conference room



    



    3. Disciplinary Committee Members: Heo Kwang-seon, Bong Seung-hyeon, Ha Ho-jae, Ahn Seok-sook, Moon Ji-eun.



    



    No matter how many times I read it again, it was a disciplinary committee for Kim Seo-jin himself.



    



    "Team Leader!"



    



    Just then, Team Leader Oh Hyung-man entered the office, and Kim Seo-jin stood up to voice his grievances.



    



    "Discipline, you say?" "What did I do wrong for you to treat me like this?"



    



    Oh Hyung-man scanned Kim Seo-jin with an indifferent expression.



    



    "Since I made a mistake, they'll probably call me." Everyone, come into the meeting room. Assistant Manager Kim will remain at home until the disciplinary procedure is completed.



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "Just go as you are." Don't even think about touching the computer.



    



    Deputy Kim Seo-jin was flustered and her mind went blank.



    



    He couldn't know what had happened overnight.



    



    "What are you doing?" Park Hyung-wook, let him go.



    



    "Manager, let's step outside for now."



    



    "Let go of this!" Team leader, what on earth did I do wrong? "Why are you doing this to me?"



    



    "Why are you asking me that?" "Why are you asking me about the time you didn't do your job properly and just messed around?"



    



    I was momentarily at a loss for words.



    



    I knew that Team Leader Oh Hyung-man had been displeased with me recently, but I couldn't figure out on what grounds he referred me to the disciplinary committee.



    



    "Because I don't know, I'm asking!" You should at least explain what I did wrong!



    



    In that moment, last week, when Team Leader Oh Hyung-man was being reprimanded by the CEO, the incident where he made excuses about Kim Seo-jin came to mind.



    



    "Are you seriously trying to pin the team's performance on me?"



    



    "Where does this guy get off talking back?" 뭐? What's the big deal?



    



    When Team Leader Oh Hyung-man tried to rush at Kim Seo-jin, the team members intervened.



    



    Kim Seo-jin approached, thinking he needed to understand the situation, but he had no choice but to be led out of the office by Park Hyung-wook.



    



    "Hey, why is that guy acting like that?" 어? What on earth is the problem?



    



    "I don't know." Anyway, I can't help it either.



    



    "What?"



    



    "They're telling me to stay home from work." "Don't cause more trouble for no reason and just go home today."



    



    Park Hyung-wook entered the office.



    



    It was utterly absurd.



    



    Kim Seo-jin was about to open the office door and step inside when he suddenly felt his phone vibrate.



    



    I will cancel the contract. 9:46 AM



    



    "What is this?"



    



    It was a message from the YouTuber we were supposed to draft the contract with today.



    



    It's absurd, but Kim Seo-jin, judging that he had no time to care about a YouTuber with 170,000 subscribers, tried to put his phone away.



    



    Did you do this, sir?9:47 AM



    



    It's disappointing.9:47 AM



    



    What on earth is going on? Is it real?9:47 AM



    



    I will file a lawsuit to nullify the contract with Hongdangmu, so please do not contact me in the future.9:48 AM



    



    In the meantime, messages from various YouTubers and streamers started arriving one after another.



    



    Suddenly, so many things happened that Kim Seo-jin couldn't calmly assess the situation.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    As intended by Mukji, Hongdangmu Entertainment's response was immediate.



    



    As soon as the illegal activities and ordinance violations by Deputy Kim Seo-jin were recognized, a disciplinary committee was convened, and termination notices, as well as criminal and civil lawsuits, were simultaneously initiated.



    



    Since all of the company's revenue comes from YouTubers and streamers.



    



    To dispel suspicions that they were intentionally trying to undermine a specific broadcaster, the company thoroughly brought Kim Seo-jin down using all available means.



    



    There was nothing Kim Seo-jin could do against the giant corporation.



    



    The title of agent at Hongdangmu Entertainment, which he had trusted, was of no use at all, and all the internet broadcasters he had been close with had cut off contact.



    



    The man, who had been so confident, only realized at the end that he had nothing to boast about.



    



    "How do you feel?"



    



    Someone spoke to Kim Seojin, who was sitting on a bench in front of the Hongdangmu Entertainment headquarters.



    



    When Kim Seo-jin lifted his head, the aged kimchi was standing there. Kim Seo-jin's facial muscles twisted and squirmed.



    



    "It's quite amusing to see you so angry that you can't do anything about it."

  
    .Inferiority complex



    



    "Did you do this?"



    



    Kim Seojin approached Mukunji, brimming with intimidation.



    



    "Are you asking if it's something you did?"



    



    "It's your doing."



    



    The aged kimchi glared at Kim Seojin without backing down even a little.



    



    "What?"



    



    "You are also the one who skipped work without permission, using a meeting that never actually happened as an excuse, and made a false contract with conditions you couldn't take responsibility for."



    



    "So, are you saying you snitched on O-hyung?"



    



    "Do you think it's because of me?"



    



    "Ugh." This.



    



    "If you're going to show off, don't let it be obvious." I can't even think of doing that.



    



    With a tone that seemed to see right through my heart, they kept picking at my insides, leaving me no choice but to get extremely irritated.



    



    However, as Mukji said, I couldn't bring myself to hit him.



    



    I already had so much to deal with, so I couldn't afford to have a criminal record for assault.



    



    "You should remember the helplessness you're feeling right now."



    



    The aged kimchi warned.



    



    "Red radish, Biomes." All the broadcasters who had even the slightest connection with Hong Dangmu know what you did.



    



    Biones was the company that Kim Seo-jin commissioned for opinion manipulation.



    



    When Mukunji mentioned that name, doubt quickly turned into certainty.



    



    Everything that happened today was planned by Mukji.



    



    "After paying the price for your sins, do not even mention it with your eyes or mouth." "Stay quiet and behave yourself."



    



    "Who do you think you are?" 어? Who do you think you are to tell me what to do?



    



    "I know what you did to me for about three months."



    



    It was about inciting Team Leader Oh Hyung-man and the team members to pressure and slander Muk-ji.



    



    "And I accomplished what you did in just three days."



    



    Kim Seo-jin smirked and put on a show of bravado.



    



    "Don't joke around." You know how many years I've been in this field, right? No matter how much you struggle.



    



    "I know well."



    



    "What?"



    



    "I left him alone because I knew he was an idiot who couldn't do anything by himself."



    



    Kim Seojin's face twisted grotesquely.



    



    "Career is just the beginning." If you do something foolish with a mind that doesn't even work properly, you'll lose even more. I can do that.



    



    It was a threat.



    



    Mukjin realized that imposing further sanctions on Kim Seojin would be a crime.



    



    I sincerely hoped that such a thing wouldn't happen, but if Kim Seojin crossed the line, I was fully prepared to do so.



    



    I couldn't afford to lose the self-esteem I thought was gone and the person who helped me regain it. If it was to protect, I could do anything.



    



    Mukji was showing off to the fullest.



    



    "Are you threatening me right now?"



    



    "It's a relief that you can understand that much."



    



    Kim Seo-jin looked at the sunken eyes of the aged kimchi.



    



    In the black eyes glaring at him, he could find no hesitation whatsoever.



    



    I got angry reflexively, but.



    



    At the same time, fear surged.



    



    As Mukji said, in just three days, his world had completely changed.



    



    At the disciplinary committee, all the irregular activities that Kim Seo-jin had committed at Hongdangmu Entertainment were revealed in detail along with the evidence, including the exchanges with Bioness.



    



    Park Hyung-wook belatedly realized that it was a Mukunji episode, but all the circumstances of receiving a discount and requesting work from Bioness, claiming it was a job being done at Hongdangmu, were revealed.



    



    Moreover, when Team Leader Oh Hyung-man testified that there were issues with the contract procedures involving the three YouTubers who were controversial due to school violence, and that half of the 2 million won received from Park Hyung-wook was pocketed, Kim Seo-jin had no way to escape.



    



    "Why are you doing this to me?" "Why are you doing this to me?!"



    



    Kim Seo-jin shouted in anger.



    



    "Why did you do that to me?"



    



    Kim Seo-jin was at a loss for words.



    



    "It seems like you didn't even consider my feelings back then."



    



    "Don't joke around." It's your fault.



    



    Kim Seo-jin gritted his teeth.



    



    "It was like that from the beginning." "Acting all superior, pretending to work hard, pretending to be competent, and taking all my work."



    



    Kim Seo-jin hated Muk Eun-ji's gaze to the bone.



    



    I was always compared to the seasoned employee who consistently showed results every week, while I struggled to even fill a line in the report.



    



    After finishing the report and turning around, Muk Eun-ji was always looking down on herself.



    



    Every time my pride was hurt, I gritted my teeth and busily worked to finalize the contract, but every person I met brought up the story of the aged kimchi.



    



    Even right before resigning, it was the same when contacting the side dish store.



    



    "You think you're good at your job, don't you?" Not at all. Do you think you can just do well without caring at all about the people you work with? A person like you.



    



    "Was it inferiority?"



    



    "......What?"



    



    "Unexpected, but I'm not interested."



    



    There was no emotion in Mukkunji's eyes.



    



    It was the same as when I turned around after giving the work report.



    



    "I have no intention of listening to why you dislike me."



    



    Muk-ji took a long breath and said to the panting Kim Seo-jin.



    



    "All domestic MCN companies, management, and internet broadcasters, including Hongdangmu Entertainment, will point fingers at you." You and everyone who knows you will despise someone named Kim Seo-jin. Someone you meet on the street will also secretly mock you.



    



    "……."



    



    "You are a criminal."



    



    Kim Seo-jin raised his hand again.



    



    Anyway, everything is already messed up.



    



    It was a sense of resignation, as if adding one more sin didn't matter much.



    



    However, Kim Seo-jin couldn't even make a final desperate attempt.



    



    I strained with all my might to swing my hand, but I couldn't move an inch against the brute force.



    



    "What are you doing?"



    



    Banchan-yong, who had been watching the situation nearby, grabbed Kim Seo-jin's wrist and asked.



    



    "Let go of this." "Are you not going to let go?"



    



    Flustered, Kim Seo-jin struggled, but Ban Chan-yong didn't waver at all.



    



    He only tightened his grip on the wrist.



    



    "Uuuuuuuuuuuah!"



    



    When Kim Seo-jin screamed in pain, all attention was drawn to him.



    



    The aged kimchi, startled by the sudden appearance of the side dish, noticed the surrounding gazes and raised its voice.



    



    "Thank you for your help!"



    



    It was to inform that Banchanyong was not committing violence against someone, but rather helping himself who was about to be assaulted.



    



    "Are you okay?"



    



    "It's okay." You can let go now.



    



    When Banchan-yong relaxed his grip, Kim Seojin irritably brushed him off.



    



    What are you guys? 어? Did you wait here until I came out? "What is it?!"



    



    To Kim Seojin, whose eyes had already glazed over, the surrounding environment did not register.



    



    "Oh~ really." I heard you two were working together, but it seems like you were just planning to get someone in trouble? Huh?”



    



    "He's not the kind of person who would care about someone like you."



    



    The aged kimchi has come out.



    



    “Ha. Who does that pig think he is? What the hell, why are you even bothering?



    



    "Shut your mouth." You are not someone I can speak to carelessly.



    



    “Why? Did you at least develop some affection from being together? Sure. They really do get along well together.



    



    Shut up. You are a person who is much more respected and loved than trash like you.



    



    "Let's go." PD-nim. "Conversations are meant to be had with people."



    



    "I still have something to say."



    



    "Where do you think you're going?"



    



    "Uh-huh." "Don't come."



    



    Banchan lightly pushed Kim Seojin's chest as he approached.



    



    When Kim Seo-jin fell and complained of pain, Ban Chan-yong tried to take the old kimchi back in the meantime.



    



    "Does this bastard hit people?"



    



    "Where do you see a pig?" "Much more manly and cute than you, who looks like someone who goes around cheating married women."



    



    "Alright, alright." PD-nim."



    



    Apologize. "Apologize, you bastard!"



    



    "Ugh." Easy bastard. Baby lambs are cute, aren't they? Right?



    



    Banchan-yong awkwardly smiled and greeted the people around him as he dragged the aged kimchi to the car.



    



    Please provide the text you would like me to translate.



    



    I suddenly received a call from Hongdangmu Entertainment.



    



    Out of the blue, they asked if they could come see me to apologize, and when I asked what it was about, they said it was related to Kim Seojin.



    



    Since Mukji had been suspicious, I thought it was a good opportunity, and since the disciplinary committee was being held, I went to hear what was being said, and coincidentally, I had business nearby, so I stopped by.



    



    In the meantime, I received calls from all over the place.



    



    Baek Woo-jin, Cha Ji-chan, and Joo Ji-seung, as well as YouTubers who didn't have much interaction, all checked in via KakaoTalk.



    



    Wondering what was going on, I first silenced my constantly vibrating phone and headed to the Hongdangmu Entertainment headquarters, where I found Muk Eunji and Kim Seojin in front of the building.



    



    The atmosphere was unusual, so I was watching closely when Kim Seo-jin raised his hand, and I rushed over just in time to stop him.



    



    I don't think I've ever run with such determination in my life.



    



    "What happened?"



    



    I asked the sulking Muk Eun-ji, who was still fuming in the passenger seat.



    



    Waiting for a response, he slowly explained what had happened over the past three days.



    



    I was just thinking of filing a complaint with the police, but I couldn't help but admire Mukji's ability to deal with so many people and achieve the desired outcome.



    



    "That's amazing."



    



    "……."



    



    "Are you feeling a bit better now?"



    



    "Not yet."



    



    Mukji's face is still hardened. I felt it a few days ago, but it seems like you're really angry.



    



    "Really?" I thought you'd feel better after venting so much. "Was that how you usually spoke?"



    



    The aged kimchi turned its head.



    



    It's a flustered expression.



    



    "No." Emotions are rising. "Usually, I don't do that."



    



    "Considering that, it was really impressive."



    



    "That's not true."



    



    Mukbang made a serious face.



    



    Seeing that scene was so funny that I couldn't help but laugh, which made me even more embarrassed.



    



    "Really."



    



    "I believe." I will trust you. No, and so what if I curse a bit? "Where is the person who isn't doing it?"



    



    "Really, it's not."



    



    I couldn't hold back my laughter and had a bit of a hard time for a while.



    



    "So, what happens to Kim Seo-jin?"



    



    "I was promised a termination notice from Hongdangmu Entertainment." In the employment regulations, it is stipulated that a confirmed guilty verdict for criminal acts is grounds for automatic dismissal. There is nothing Kim Seo-jin will gain.



    



    "The trial hasn't even started yet."



    



    "I will be waiting at home until the verdict is announced." "If you get a job at another company at the same time, it will lead to more contract violations."



    



    It will take at least a few months for the trial results to come out.



    



    If it goes to appeal, it will take years, and during that time, Kim Seo-jin will have to live without any income.



    



    You should have saved diligently.



    



    "And?"



    



    "At least in this industry, there won't be anyone using Kim Seo-jin." To everyone I had contact with while working, I sent all the circumstances and evidence via email, and it will probably be spread to the community soon.



    



    Everyone will be saying the same thing, so they'll spread the rumor themselves.



    



    Such an incident is a very good topic, so it will be known through someone's mouth.



    



    "That's amazing."



    



    "……."



    



    "Still, it's dangerous." If it's a person, I don't know. A worthless guy acting crazy, no, he's acting crazy because he's crazy. Anyway, what were you planning to do if you caused trouble?



    



    "I was trying to accommodate." I was thinking of getting a longer sentence. If the CEO hadn't stopped me, it would have been better.



    



    "No." That's not right. What if you get hurt?



    



    The aged kimchi did not respond.



    



    "Still, it's a bit unsettling." "It's refreshing."



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    "Isn't that right, PD?"



    



    The aged kimchi turned its head.



    



    We looked at each other and, without anyone saying it first, we burst into laughter.

  
    Let's go!



    



    I was just standing still, but somehow I became a pitiful person.



    



    Are you okay?



    



    Don't worry about that jerk.



    



    You're not fat at all. Don't listen.



    



    Sure, that's enough to be reliable and good.



    



    Does it look like 600,000 subscribers to you?



    



    └For real, he insults someone who has 600,000 subscribers, owns a company, and even appears on TV



    



    That bastard's annual salary probably wouldn't even cover a month's worth of side dishes, lol.



    



    └[SkyPig has donated 10,000 won]: Don't cry



    



    └PD noona, don't get hurt either.



    



    You're really an amazing person. How many people are there who take advantage of others, yet they become self-made and help others? How hard that must be.



    



    When you get famous, there will always be idiots who get jealous and cling to you, so don't worry about them and just keep doing what you were doing.



    



    What is it?



    



    Usually, people who can't stop teasing me by calling me "diabetes uncle," "pig," or "blockhead" are now praising me, and I can't get used to it.



    



    Two days ago.



    



    Someone recorded and uploaded the situation where Kim Seo-jin and Muk-ji were having a scuffle in front of the Hongdangmu headquarters.



    



    As the fact that Kim Seo-jin used a company to post malicious comments became widely known, even people who didn't know me came to my channel and left supportive messages.



    



    The existing subscribers have reached a point where they are worried about me.



    



    I was angry because of Kim Seo-jin, but it was just for that day, and CEO Hong Sung-il of Hongdangmu Entertainment personally apologized for not being able to manage the staff.



    



    In fact, since Mukji took care of everything, I, who was perfectly fine while she was busy running around, couldn't help but feel flustered.



    



    But being flustered is being flustered, and the truth is the truth.



    



    "Actually, I think so too." If a kid who used to eat plain rice has come this far, they've succeeded, right?



    



    Sure, sure.



    



    └It's really amazing.



    



    "And I've lost a lot of weight too." The plateau is lasting a bit longer, but I weighed myself yesterday and it was 101 kg. If you lost 37 kg, that's amazing. Right?



    



    Has it been almost 6 months?



    



    If it's 37 kg in just half a year, you've really worked hard.



    



    └Right away, amazing



    



    Look at this?



    



    Maybe because I've been unjustly tormented by malicious comments, but usually, there are many people more successful than you. Don't act so smug. You still weigh over 100 kg? People who would usually say things like "I need to lose more weight" are showing completely different reactions.



    



    "……And isn't my appearance decent enough?"



    



    That's not it.



    



    Don't cross the line.



    



    └hahahahahaha



    



    └Because I pampered him, he got cocky.



    



    └Stop it, you bad guys



    



    Mukji even said to Kim Seojin that he is much better than someone like you.



    



    The atmosphere was good today, so I thought I'd give it a shot, but it seems like it was too much to ask.



    



    But seriously, don't worry about it.



    



    └There's no need to feel intimidated because of the criminal.



    



    └[Mr. JustJust donated 10,000 won]: Financial therapy



    



    └[Heing has donated 5,000 won]: I'll buy a Zero Cola with this and forget about it.



    



    └[Gomjilungi has donated 30,000 won]: That's just how it is when you're working in society. I'll give you some pocket money, so buy some snacks and forget about it.



    



    "……."



    



    I really don't mind at all, but since they keep giving me money and telling me to hang in there, I feel like pretending to be struggling.



    



    "Actually, it was really tough." Someone I don't even know suddenly started saying bad things. Am I doing something wrong right now? Huhhhhhh."



    



    └?



    



    └But why is it so awkward?



    



    └Exactly. I'm the victim, though.



    



    "Sniffle sniffle sniffle."



    



    I cried even more sorrowfully, thinking I might have been caught, but acting isn't easy.



    



    The question marks kept appearing in the chat window, so I clicked my tongue and leaned back in my chair.



    



    "Eh." I was going to collect the payment, but it can't be postponed.



    



    └That guy is insane, lol.



    



    └What the heck, lol. Are you really okay, or are you just pretending to be okay, lol?



    



    It seems like they're doing it on purpose. The mood is getting down.



    



    Pretending to cry is pretty obvious.



    



    If I really wanted to collect the money, I would have done it properly, haha.



    



    "I was really going to collect the payment." Give me some money. The wound in my heart is too deep.



    



    I spoke honestly, but the viewers thought it was a joke and chuckled.



    



    I can't predict the reaction at all.



    



    └[Mr. Kim Song has donated 100,000 won]: Financial therapy. slicing price. So, what exactly happened?



    



    "Oh dear." Thank you, Mr. Kim Song, for 100,000 won. "What's the price?"



    



    It's a request to tell the detailed story, but I'm not sure how far I can go with it.



    



    Still, it was a lot of money to just brush off, so I hesitated for a moment before speaking up.



    



    “Oh. When our PD was at Hongdangmu Entertainment, it seems they unilaterally disliked him. You do your job so well. I am being compared. It seems like it was because of that inferiority complex. The reason PD-nim ended up being so angry was also because of that person, and as they kept bothering him, they crossed the line by a long shot. Even the PD couldn't stand it anymore. That's all there is to it.



    



    └He's a crazy guy.



    



    └PD nuna is really working hard.



    



    So, you caught it for me?



    



    "No?" I was just going to report it to the police, but the PD took care of everything. Finding evidence and persuading people. I didn't know our PD had that kind of talent; I thought I was watching a movie.



    



    └That's impressive.



    



    How do I do it? I really can't get a sense of it, lol.



    



    So, in the end, you did nothing?



    



    └A refund, please.



    



    Give the super chat I sent to PD Nuna.



    



    "Ah." Refunds are quite complicated. "Please understand that all of it is being used for a good cause."



    



    A viewer asked what good cause it would be used for.



    



    "Soba noodles, for example." Cold noodles, perhaps? Cold udon. The weather has been hot lately, so wouldn't it be used over there?



    



    In the end, he ends up in his own boat, lol.



    



    └hahaha



    



    └Ah, refunds are not possible.



    



    └I'm glad it seems to have been resolved well, though.



    



    When I first received the hateful comments, I thought there was absolutely no way to catch them.



    



    It's a well-known fact that Google doesn't hand over personal information.



    



    Even hearing it directly from Mukkunji, it's just amazing how they came up with such an idea.



    



    "Anyway, today we will take a look at the history of Chinese restaurants in our country."



    



    Please provide the text you would like me to translate.



    



    Muk Eun-ji visited the 4th floor of Hongdangmu Entertainment's headquarters.



    



    The secretary recognized the old kimchi and came out from the desk to greet.



    



    "Hello."



    



    "Hello."



    



    "Please wait a moment."



    



    The secretary knocked on the CEO's office door.



    



    "CEO, Ms. Muk-ji has arrived."



    



    “Oh. Come in.



    



    As Muk Eun-ji entered, CEO Hong Seong-il stood up from his seat and greeted her.



    



    "Hello."



    



    "Not doing well." That was a huge mess. Sit down.



    



    I sat on the sofa in the middle of the office, and the secretary brought me tea.



    



    "I heard that you spoke with our CEO about Mr. Kim Seo-jin's matter."



    



    "That's right." The young person had a distribution. It's a relief that this incident didn't affect us at all.



    



    Representative Hong Seong-il personally apologized, so he made it clear that there would be no harm done to the radishes intended for side dishes.



    



    "Then why did you call me?"



    



    "I've already shown my appreciation to the representative of the side dishes, so I should also show my sincerity to you."



    



    CEO Hong Seong-il inspected the aged kimchi.



    



    "I don't understand what you mean."



    



    There's no need to pretend you don't know. If it had gone wrong, arrows could have come towards us and the Biones side. Thanks to you clearly drawing the line, it ended without any fuss.



    



    CEO Hong Seong-il was well aware of how much negative impact this incident would have on the company.



    



    If Banchan Yong had not accepted the apology and Muk Eun Ji had publicly revealed Kim Seo Jin's misdeeds without any safeguards, Hong Dang Mu would have almost become an unreliable company among internet broadcasters.



    



    "You don't need to increase the enemy."



    



    When the aged kimchi revealed its true nature, Hong Seong-il finally smiled.



    



    "Creating debt too?"



    



    "That's right."



    



    Muk-ji agreed readily.



    



    The reason for handling this incident as a personal deviation by Kim Seo-jin was clear.



    



    It was to create a debt rather than turning Hong Seong-il, who wields great influence in the industry, into an enemy.



    



    The years of experience working at Hongdangmu Entertainment were a great asset for Mugunji, but due to conflicts with Team Leader Oh Hyung-man and the team members, it had been difficult to utilize it since leaving.



    



    Therefore, Muk Eun-ji, taking this opportunity, borrowed the capabilities of Hongdangmu Entertainment to help with the operation of the side dish store, even taking on unnecessary tasks and incurring debt to Hong Sung-il.



    



    "Okay." I can do business with a reasonable person like you anytime. If you need anything in the future, feel free to let me know.



    



    Thank you.



    



    The aged kimchi bowed and greeted.



    



    One more. Is the reason for your resignation because of Team Leader Oh Hyung-man?



    



    Mugunji did not answer Representative Hong Seong-il's question.



    



    Since I was already on a different path, I didn't want to get involved in the internal issues of Hongdangmu.



    



    "You're cautious." I think I understand why I couldn't recognize someone as talented as you.



    



    Representative Hong Seong-il clicked his tongue.



    



    Team Leader Oh Hyung-man has been a capable person over the past few years, despite some naivety.



    



    However, after Mukunji resigned, the performance declined, and on top of that, various problems arose.



    



    It meant that Oh Hyung had taken all the credit for Muk Eun Ji's efforts up until now.



    



    "Is the environment at your current workplace okay?"



    



    "I am satisfied."



    



    Hong Seong-il glared at the aged kimchi.



    



    He stood with his back straight and shoulders back, but there was not a hint of stiffness or tension.



    



    "I found out that he was eligible for a promotion to manager before he retired." How is the position of the Planning Support Team Leader?



    



    After going through this incident, Hong Seong-il was also determined to dismiss Team Leader Oh Hyung-man.



    



    The reason no action has been taken yet is that a suitable person for the position has not been found, but it was judged that if Mukunji were to take the role, the achievements of the previous planning support team could be restored.



    



    No, it would have been better without people like Oh Hyung-man and Kim Seo-jin.



    



    If that were the case, I wouldn't mind giving Oh Hyung-man and Kim Seo-jin the same salary I had given them.



    



    "I decline."



    



    Muk-ji answered firmly.



    



    Heh heh. It seems like the representative from Banchan is taking good care of things.



    



    Hong Seong-il subtly tested the waters.



    



    It was a question about what level of salary one was hoping for, but Mukjin remained unfazed.



    



    "The salary and bonuses are all satisfactory, but there is something more important, so I have no intention of working with anyone other than the representative of Banchan."



    



    "That's interesting." "Tell me the secret to keeping someone like you around."



    



    Mukbangji pondered for a moment before speaking.



    



    "I couldn't fit in anywhere and lived only receiving wounds." To avoid that, I pushed myself hard, but the head of Banchan Yong recognized me for who I was.



    



    "......It was something I couldn't do."



    



    They say that a scholar dies for someone who understands him.



    



    Hong Seong-il nodded as he recalled the words left by Ye-yang from the Warring States period.



    



    "If that's the case, I can't follow the class representative." Take a look.



    



    "Goodbye."



    



    Looking at the old friend who greeted him and walked away, Hong Seong-il tried hard to hide his regret.

  
    Heave-ho



    



    "Oh dear." Oh dear.



    



    After finishing the broadcast, it was 9 PM.



    



    I was completely drained and slumped over, but the old kimchi who said he was going out brought me some water.



    



    "Thank you for your hard work."



    



    "How's the hardship?" But why did you come back? I told you to leave right away, didn't I?



    



    "There are still things left to organize."



    



    "You could do it next week." "Are you really okay not taking a break?"



    



    I also accumulated fatigue while juggling the Baek Seung-yong car and broadcasting, but Muk Eun-ji, who handled all the schedules and even took care of Kim Seo-jin's tasks, must have found it even harder.



    



    "It's okay."



    



    "Don't do that, just take a day off next Monday." You need to rest in order to work hard again.



    



    "I will do that."



    



    Mukji slightly smiled and replied, then looked at the monitor.



    



    Even though the broadcast has ended, many people are staying in the chat room to cheer me on.



    



    "I'm glad you trusted me as you said, CEO."



    



    I once said that the side dish store subscribers wouldn't be swayed by such nasty comments.



    



    "I was just pretending to be tough, but it's a relief."



    



    "Were you just pretending to be tough?"



    



    "I was just pretending to be tough."



    



    We both chuckled softly.



    



    "If I said I didn't care, it would be a lie." But it was even more moving than that.



    



    The aged kimchi is staring at me intently.



    



    The tone is still stiff, but unlike before, the expression and demeanor are strangely warm.



    



    "In a way I could never have imagined." I was also moved by the PD who managed to solve it while doing other tasks.



    



    "……."



    



    "When the signs of public opinion manipulation became known, Ji-seung, Ji-chan, and Woo-jin all came to the office as soon as they finished their schedules." Anyway, we'll see each other tomorrow at the Baek Seung-yong car.



    



    Muk Eun-ji smiled slyly.



    



    Wow. Cha Ji-chan, seriously. Kim Seojin gets even angrier when he bends over, right? He couldn't be persuaded not to, and Baek Woo-jin insisted on driving himself.



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    Don't even mention it. Even though it was a relief that Jiseung-hyung stayed still, I was so anxious because he kept fiddling with his knife bag.



    



    When I think about it, it's really dizzying.



    



    "I barely managed to calm him down and get him on air, and the people who usually tease him are now comforting and cheering him on." How should I put it?



    



    I didn't know how to express it, so I said it as it is.



    



    "I used to think I had no friends and was living alone in the world." But then I realized that I had really foolish thoughts. I said it was good.



    



    Mugunji still listened to me with a gentle smile.



    



    "Thank you, really."



    



    "I'm the same."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "I often felt that I was alone too." In the end, you live alone. I thought that maybe I was a flawed person who couldn't get along with others.



    



    "……."



    



    "However, since being with the CEO, things have gradually changed." I can be a good person too. "Such."



    



    It felt like they had been saved by the likes of Mukbang, Jujiseung, Chajichan, Baek Woojin, and the subscribers.



    



    I can't believe I could give that overwhelming and warm feeling too.



    



    The aged kimchi, which had wounds similar to mine, is gradually finding its way back to me, and I couldn't be happier.



    



    "Please take care of me from now on as well."



    



    "I look forward to working with you as well."



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Sunday.



    



    They gathered in Yeouido ahead of the last week of the Baek Seung-yong car.



    



    "Ahhh."



    



    Baek Woo-jin stretched out his arms and leaned over the desk to ask.



    



    "Is this really the last one?"



    



    "Right." "Already, huh?"



    



    Jujiseung spoke as if he was regretful.



    



    "At first, I thought this didn't make any sense, but somehow it actually worked out."



    



    It seems that Cha Ji-chan can't believe we actually pulled off the business.



    



    In fact, it wasn't just Cha Ji-chan's idea; we all had our doubts at first.



    



    Since there are subscribers, I could get help at first, but I couldn't deceive my taste buds, so I had no choice but to be nervous.



    



    From the angelica leaves I put in my first lunchbox to the spicy braised chicken I sold yesterday, I gave it my all.



    



    As I spent each day in a daze like that, time flew by.



    



    "If you're still feeling it, should we just keep going?"



    



    "No."



    



    "That's not it."



    



    Uh. I won't do it.



    



    Just in case, I asked, and it seems like everyone is tired.



    



    "Anyway, we're doing 500 each next week." "That's enough."



    



    Actually, I feel more fulfilled than disappointed.



    



    Even if I could go back a month, I don't think I could do any better than this, so it's best to wrap things up here.



    



    "Look at this."



    



    Baek Woo-jin adjusted his posture and took the tablet out of his bag.



    



    "What is it?"



    



    "Our sales."



    



    What is it? Are we in the black?



    



    "It's because I put all the money the subscribers gave me."



    



    "You didn't even deduct the commission when you deposited it."



    



    Yes. If you take that out, it turns out like this.



    



    Baek Woo-jin showed the Excel spreadsheet.



    



    The total expenditure from May 1 to May 27, based on 24 business days, is 37,464,765 won.



    



    It costs 3,850 won to make one regular lunch box, and 4,100 won for a large one, resulting in a total expenditure of 23,400,000 won.



    



    The side dish menu changes daily, with an average unit price of 915 won, selling an average of 183 units per day, resulting in a total expenditure of 4,018,680 won.



    



    The average unit cost of the canned drinks we distributed for free was 225 won, so distributing an average of 250 each day resulted in an expenditure of 1,350,000 won.



    



    The interior decoration cost and kitchenware rental fee amount to 4,300,000 won.



    



    The utility bills, including electricity and gas, were approximately 800,000 won, and the other expenses amounted to 5,596,085 won.



    



    The revenue from lunchbox sales is 28,992,000 won, so it can be said that there is a deficit of 8,472,765 won.



    



    "It came out exactly as we expected, didn't it?"



    



    "Really?" I thought it would be a loss of about 8 million won.



    



    "I thought I could fly more."



    



    "That's right." I thought I would need to spend more because I kept needing this and that.



    



    "Isn't this a decent defense?"



    



    "Right."



    



    Everyone is happy that the deficit is only 8.4 million won. Something seems off, but I decided to just let it go.



    



    "The extra portion and the side helped."



    



    Baek Woo-jin checked the extra servings and sides and said.



    



    He explained that selling a regular lunchbox yielded a profit of 150 won each, while the larger portion brought in 400 won per unit, and the side dishes left a profit of 85 won, which helped to slightly reduce the deficit.



    



    "Wow."



    



    As everyone turned their heads and cheered, Jujiseung, who had come up with the idea of a double serving and a side dish, puffed out his chest and spread his arms wide.



    



    "I have a lot of money saved from sponsorships again." "Honestly, if we had paid for all the interior design and dishes ourselves, 4.3 million won wouldn't have been enough."



    



    "That's true."



    



    "We received support too, you know." What happens if you add that?



    



    That's right. It was quite a gathering.



    



    "The total sponsorship amount is 8,871,000 won, so the remaining money is 398,235 won."



    



    Baek Woo-jin finished explaining.



    



    "It's not a loss."



    



    "Isn't it okay?" It's almost 400,000 won, isn't it?



    



    Everyone who had briefly escaped reality fell silent.



    



    The remaining money for the Baek Seung-yong car, which was operated without rent, received sponsorships and viewer donations, is only 400,000 won.



    



    "You didn't do it to make money, did you?"



    



    "That's right." Right.



    



    After the awkward laughter, silence fell again.



    



    "If we had set a fixed menu, we could have reduced costs a bit more."



    



    Baek Woo-jin opened his mouth.



    



    "Since we kept changing the side dishes every time, we couldn't bring them in bulk." If we had bought more, we could have still reduced the unit price.



    



    "Since you have to eat a balanced diet, that's a bit difficult."



    



    "When it comes to restaurants, is it because of this that they say to line up for the menu?"



    



    "If the business goes well, it will be good for maintaining freshness too." Cooking time is also getting shorter. We can also lower the unit price.



    



    Jujiseung nodded and wrote something down.



    



    While working on the Baekseung Yongcha, they showed a lot of enthusiasm, but seeing them organize the feedback, it really seems like they are serious about opening a restaurant.



    



    "Seriously, what would we have done if we hadn't taken that ad?"



    



    "Exactly."



    



    In fact, the reason the operation of Baek Seung-yeong's car could have been a great benefit to us is thanks to our subscribers and advertisements who support us.



    



    I earned over 80 million won from each of the five companies through advertisements, sponsorships, and PPL.



    



    It was all possible because there were subscribers.



    



    I realized once again how difficult it is to run a food business from scratch on the bare ground.



    



    "Honestly, we've earned much more than we deserve." I was really surprised when I saw the ad revenue this time.



    



    "That's right." Where are we going to make that much money?



    



    For Cha Ji-chan, 80 million won is a significant amount, even for Baek Woo-jin.



    



    In fact, we don't belong to the category of those who charge high advertising fees, so all of us, including myself, significantly exceeded our monthly income records thanks to this advertising fee.



    



    "It's all thanks to our PD." This is what I'm saying.



    



    When I boasted about the aged kimchi, all three nodded in agreement.



    



    Not only with CookCook, but also with other companies, the negotiations were successfully concluded, so I have no choice but to acknowledge it.



    



    "Anyway, let's do our best until the end." If we want to spend less money in June, we need to earn a bit more.



    



    Cha Ji-chan said.



    



    I'm talking about the national march and volunteer activities that start at the end of June. We decided to use the money earned from the Baek Seung-yong car and our own funds to distribute lunch boxes to the underprivileged in each region.



    



    If it were up to me, I would want to make and deliver them myself, but preparing the equipment to make lunch boxes while on the move is quite burdensome, so I'm currently looking into lunch box companies in each region.



    



    Boo-woong-



    



    My phone vibrated, and when I checked, it was Mukunji who sent the message.



    



    "Are we done here?"



    



    Why? Do you have plans?



    



    Yes. I made plans to watch a movie with the PD.



    



    Jichan, who had asked if I had an appointment, stared at me intently.



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin, who were discussing sales while looking at the tablet, also slowly turned their heads.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "On Sunday?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "Just the two of us?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    All three blinked, and then Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin sighed at the same time.



    



    "You're really not supposed to do that with side dishes."



    



    Cha Ji-chan said.



    



    "What?"



    



    "Hey, that's workplace harassment." "How well does Producer Mukunji treat you, and you go and bother him all the way until the weekend?"



    



    "My point exactly." Just let me rest a bit. What are you going to do if Eunji runs away?



    



    "The PD said it first." Since there's a movie I want to see anyway, I might as well watch it.



    



    "Are you going to watch it anyway?"



    



    "Hyung, do you make Eunji work on weekends too?"



    



    "No."



    



    Listening to this, these people go ahead and label me as a wicked boss.



    



    "PD had an eating disorder." But I started eating a little bit about two weeks ago. Anyway, I'm on a diet and exercising too. So we decided to do it together.



    



    "No."



    



    "Wait a minute." Keep going.



    



    Joo Ji-seung, who had been quietly listening, blocked Baek Woo-jin and twisted his wrist.



    



    So after finishing work, we go eat and then take a walk. We agreed to do it even on the weekend. It's no fun doing it alone.



    



    Joo Ji-seung rubbed his chin.



    



    "Is that all?"



    



    Uh. That's really all there is to it. Do you think I've never worked in an office before? It's someone who tells the PD to please take a break. "What's going on?"



    



    "Didn't you say something else before that?"



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    "Like what's inside, you know." You know, like those conversations where you share everything openly.



    



    "Wasn't it?"



    



    "What were you talking about?"



    



    Ah.



    



    "Actually, I felt it a bit too." In the past, it felt a bit stiff and there was a wall between us, but these days, it seems like we've gotten closer.



    



    "That's all an illusion!" It's only natural to treat the workplace representative well.



    



    Baek Woo-jin said.



    



    He's an annoying guy, but he's not wrong.



    



    "Right?" So I only have a meal and a walk with the PD to avoid making them uncomfortable. "Maybe because he felt awkward, he kept trying not to go."



    



    "Sigh."



    



    Jujiseung let out a long sigh.



    



    "What?" "What's going on?"



    



    "Don't you really know?"



    



    "What?"



    



    "Director Muk has feelings for you."



    



    The accident was momentarily halted.



    



    My mind wasn't working, and I was just mumbling when I turned my head and met eyes with Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "Eh."



    



    "That's ridiculous."



    



    "No." No.



    



    I couldn't help but laugh at the absurdity.



    



    "Hyung, how did you get married?" I don't know what I know either.



    



    "What?"



    



    "I know this well." It's not like I like it just because you talk to me. It's not like I like you just because you smile at me. Just because we eat together and watch a movie doesn't mean I have feelings for you. Ah, this guy really doesn't know.



    



    That's private, so it's not okay. Even if my story is fine, I can't talk about the PD's story.



    



    "Just tell me your story."



    



    Jujiseung has been relentlessly questioning since earlier.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Just go ahead and talk." What did you say?



    



    "Just." A long time ago. Talking about our company. But thinking about it, it's a bit too much and it's somewhat tied to what the PD said, so it's a bit awkward to bring it up, you know?



    



    "Look at this." This guy always calls me a chatterbox and whatnot, and I'm sure he acted all condescending again.



    



    Since Baek Woo-jin stepped forward, I jabbed him in the side as punishment.



    



    "I've noticed lately that PD Muk has been looking at you a bit differently."



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    "When was it?" Why. When Jichan was messing with you before.



    



    "Why are you talking like that?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan shouted angrily.



    



    "You were messing with his thighs and back, weren't you?"



    



    "Then why do you express it like that?" Creepy! He used to hang out with Banchan-yong, and now his speech has become a bit strange too!



    



    "You were the one who was more disgusting."



    



    When I said a word to the stern Chajichan, he quieted down.



    



    "At that time, Muk PD's reaction was a bit strange, you know?" But after that, things were a bit different. Things like gazes.



    



    Listening to Jujiseung's words, I see that it's true.



    



    "Exactly."



    



    When I spoke while looking at Baek Woo-jin, he chuckled too.



    



    "Doesn't it seem like this person has feelings for me?" That's definitely a misunderstanding.



    



    Baek Woo-jin said something right for a change.

  
    Heave-ho



    



    "That's right." Even if he says he wants to go eat tteokbokki on a date, this is still true.



    



    Joo Ji-seung let out a hollow laugh.



    



    "What kind of life did you live?" "Say something, Jichan."



    



    When Jujiseung asked for help, Chajichan rubbed his cheeks with his thumb and index finger.



    



    "I don't think what I said was wrong either."



    



    "See?"



    



    It has been revealed that Cha Ji-chan shares the same opinion as us.



    



    "Heh."



    



    Jujiseung looked up as if in disbelief.



    



    "Chanyong, do you really go out to eat with someone you don't even like on the weekends?" Watching movies and going for walks?



    



    "That's a trap."



    



    I finally know exactly what Jujiseung doesn't understand.



    



    We're just going to stay friends. Haven't we done this a few times before? But everyone was saying that. I didn't mean to. If I misunderstood, I'm sorry. He said he wants to stay friends.



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    Phew. Okay. Let's change the question. What do you think about PD Mook?



    



    "Cool." Really amazing. Even though they are younger than me, I respect them.



    



    "Instead of talking about what kind of person PD Mook is." How do you feel about PD Muk?



    



    "Thank you."



    



    "Again." How about being together?



    



    "Okay." Warm and cozy. While working with the PD, only good things happened. No. There were tough times, but we handled them well together, right? These days, I'm glad to see the PD often smiling, maybe because he's finally getting used to it. Very.



    



    "That's what liking is."



    



    "……."



    



    I don't quite understand, so I look at Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin, and they also tilt their heads.



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    I don't know. 난.”



    



    "Think it over carefully." They said we've talked a lot during that time. Think back on how you treated PD Muk.



    



    After thinking for a moment, I checked the time.



    



    I still had about 10 minutes to spare, so I said a few words to Mukji.



    



    "But seriously, we didn't talk about anything special."



    



    Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin leaned their upper bodies closer.



    



    "PD had some work come up, so he was having a hard time." So the PD wasn't wrong. He's a really nice person. I said that.



    



    "And?"



    



    "It seemed like you didn't really believe it, so even though we haven't been together long, I've been watching over you." It's sincere. At first, it might be a bit awkward, but I said let's get to know each other slowly.



    



    The eyes of the three people became round.



    



    "What?"



    



    "What do you know?"



    



    "I told you." Eating disorder. Let's get healthy together.



    



    "And?"



    



    "Why are you asking all of a sudden?" So these days, I've been smiling a lot. I thought we had gotten closer, so I asked if it was just my misunderstanding. But they say it's not a misunderstanding.



    



    The next day, Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin exchanged glances.



    



    "Again?"



    



    Uh....... These days, you've been eating well, so your complexion has really improved, hasn't it? I said it looked good. 아! Don't misunderstand. It's not about judging appearances or anything like that. I was really worried about my health, so I'm glad to hear that it's getting better, and the PD didn't seem to be in a bad mood either.



    



    "Again."



    



    "Again?"



    



    "Hurry!"



    



    Um. Ah, I'm really glad that the PD is by my side. I said thank you.



    



    "Chanyong." Sigh.



    



    "This is totally garbage, right?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung let out a long sigh, and Cha Ji-chan made a face as he saw fit.



    



    "What, what is it?" "What's wrong with everyone?"



    



    "Anyone can see that they like PD Muk."



    



    I was taken aback by Jujiseung's words.



    



    "What are you talking about?" I'm just being friendly.



    



    "Anyone could tell it was a confession, dude."



    



    Cha Ji-chan also added a word.



    



    "Eh."



    



    "It seems like we've gotten closer." Let's get to know each other slowly. They said it was pretty.



    



    "How is that a confession?"



    



    "Ugh." This frustrating kid.



    



    When Cha Ji-chan hit his chest, Baek Woo-jin, who had been watching, stepped forward.



    



    "I think I said I liked you too?"



    



    "Look, even someone who doesn't know a damn thing knows this."



    



    Cha Ji-chan pointed at Baek Woo-jin and said.



    



    "Is there any room for misunderstanding here?" I was just being sincere.



    



    "Exactly!"



    



    "Isn't that sincerity a crush?!"



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan shouted at the same time.



    



    Sigh. Bro, seriously, you have no consideration.



    



    When I was so flustered that I couldn't say anything, Baek Woo-jin stepped in.



    



    "What?"



    



    "Don't you even think about Eunji's feelings?" What if the CEO confesses to me? How would I go to work? I can't accept it, and if I refuse, it feels awkward and I think I'll be at a disadvantage, so I can't even refuse the request to come in on the weekend.



    



    If Joo Ji-seung, who is married, or Cha Ji-chan, who has at least been in a relationship once, said it, I could at least understand, but it pisses me off when someone like me, who has never dated, says it.



    



    "I know." I know that my liking someone can hurt someone else too! So you didn't have any feelings for the PD either? "Do you really have to say it like that to feel better?"



    



    "That's not it." Chan-yong.



    



    "Hey, Baek Woo-jin, get out." Because of you, the conversation keeps going off track.



    



    Cha Ji-chan pushed Baek Woo-jin away.



    



    "What did I do?"



    



    "Seriously, if you say one more word, I'll sew your mouth shut."



    



    "Ugh!"



    



    Cha Ji-chan tightly held Baek Woo-jin's lips.



    



    There's no time. I have to go.



    



    "Chanyong."



    



    The temple master called me over.



    



    I'm in such a hurry that I'm pacing back and forth.



    



    "Go out and do as you usually do today." But tomorrow, after finishing work, stay and listen to what I have to say. Got it?



    



    "Got it." I'm leaving.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    When I arrived at the meeting place, the aged kimchi was already out and waiting.



    



    "Did you wait a long time?"



    



    "No." Just arrived.



    



    I burned the aged kimchi and headed towards Gangnam.



    



    "You had a regular meal yesterday." Are you okay now?



    



    Yes. There were no issues.



    



    "That's a relief."



    



    There is a sense of fulfillment from eating porridge and gruel all this time.



    



    "By the way, where are you going?"



    



    "Before I got diabetes, there was a place I really loved and used to go to often." I'm going to celebrate PD-nim's regular meal.



    



    I pressed the voice recognition button and said "M Restaurant."



    



    "It's an unusual name."



    



    "Right?" Try searching for it.



    



    The restaurant name is unique and easy to remember.



    



    Mugunji, sitting in the passenger seat, looked at his smartphone and then turned his head.



    



    "Is this a dessert bar?"



    



    "That's right." It comes in an omakase style, but it's also great for meals.



    



    It won't do. Your blood sugar, sir.



    



    "It's okay." I've been keeping my fasting blood sugar at 90 lately. It's okay just this once.



    



    "Letting your guard down is not an option." It would be better elsewhere.



    



    "It's okay." Really.”



    



    Feeling Mukkunji's gaze, I turned my head for a moment and saw a deeply worried look with narrowed brows.



    



    "Actually, I've been holding back for too long, and I want to go." We're going to eat and take a walk anyway. "If you walk, your blood sugar will be controlled, so don't worry."



    



    "Really?"



    



    "Really."



    



    Mugunji looked at his smartphone for a moment and then opposed again.



    



    "It seems like it will be expensive."



    



    "30,000 won per person."



    



    "It's expensive."



    



    "Considering the price alone, it's not cheap, but with this kind of atmosphere and food quality, honestly, I think it's a bargain."



    



    Mugunji looked over the blog and said worriedly.



    



    "I have never been to a place like this before."



    



    "It's just like a regular restaurant." Just go and enjoy the food.



    



    "Still."



    



    "Could you go with me?" I don't have anyone to go around with here.



    



    "Didn't you say you used to go there often?"



    



    "With Woojin."



    



    The aged kimchi nods its head.



    



    Suddenly, the conversation I had a moment ago with Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin lingered in my mind.



    



    Actually, I don't want to go, but since it's hard to outright refuse, I think I'll come up with various excuses to decline indirectly.



    



    "Are you very uncomfortable?"



    



    "No." Why is that?



    



    "Just in case you don't want to go, I thought I might be forcing you." If you really don't want to go, go somewhere else.



    



    "That's not it." "I'm just worried about your blood sugar, sir."



    



    "It's a cheat day."



    



    "A cheat day is not a day to eat whatever you want."



    



    "Uh....... Right?



    



    "That's right."



    



    "Still, it's hard to make a reservation here." I only thought about today.



    



    While driving, I glanced at the aged kimchi and slightly lowered my head.



    



    "Shall we just go somewhere else?"



    



    "Did you look forward to today that much?"



    



    "Of course." How long have I been waiting?



    



    Mukji turned his head towards the window.



    



    "If you thought that much."



    



    "Right?"



    



    "Still, please make sure to check your blood sugar."



    



    "Of course." Of course."



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    If you enter the small alley between Gangnam Station and Yangjae Station, an old building with red tiles comes into view.



    



    Even when climbing the narrow stairs, I wonder if there really is a good restaurant here, but beyond the dark green door, Hansel and Gretel live.



    



    Hello. I reserved it for side dishes.



    



    Hello. I will guide you this way.



    



    I sat at the end of the bar table, which only allowed six seats.



    



    Muk-ji looked around.



    



    "It's a cute store."



    



    "Right?"



    



    "I will guide you through the menu."



    



    The employee showed the tablet.



    



    It's the most exciting time.



    



    "These are all names I've never seen before."



    



    "Me too." The menu changes with each season, so you have to come at least once. If you don't eat it then, you won't be able to eat it later.



    



    When I put down the tablet, there was something I could eat for an additional charge.



    



    "Please add this for us as well."



    



    "Would two be okay?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Aren't you ordering too much?"



    



    "It's okay." If you don't order, you'll definitely regret it later.



    



    The staff member smiled slightly.



    



    One of the advantages of this place is that they make desserts right in front of your eyes, and as you watch the staff's hands, before you know it, a piece of art is completed.



    



    The overwhelming feeling when it was placed in front of me is beyond words.



    



    "Pickled red tomatoes, topped with Parmesan cheese jelly on tomato espuma." It's good to scoop and eat it all at once. Enjoy your meal.



    



    "I will eat well."



    



    "I will eat well."



    



    It's so beautiful that I can't help but take a picture.



    



    Even though it was an old map, it was so fascinating that I took out my smartphone, took a picture, looked around, and asked to confirm.



    



    "Is it okay if we eat together at once?"



    



    Yes. You can eat together.



    



    I picked up the spoon and dug into the cheese without mercy. It's a shame that the pretty shape got ruined, but here, it's always beneficial to eat as you're told.



    



    As I picked up the spoon, cheese and tomato espuma, and refried tomato pickles were served together.



    



    Taking a bite, the crunchy texture of the pickled leplomato stands out between the smooth tomato espuma.



    



    Adding chewy cheese to it enhances the smooth, crunchy, and chewy textures, elevating the experience.



    



    It's not just about the texture.



    



    The acidity, umami, and sweetness resonated like a waltz, creating a perfect ballroom in my mouth.



    



    Wow. It's really delicious. Isn't it?



    



    I turned my head out of curiosity to see how Mukeunji reacted.



    



    She was frozen with an expression I'd never seen before.



    



    She couldn’t quite put her spoon down, her eyes wide open, and her jaw moving slightly.



    



    Noticing my gaze, she slowly turned her head and nodded.



    



    "It's delicious. Very much so. I've never had anything like this."



    



    With a slightly surprised look, Mukeunji took another bite.



    



    Watching her lively spoon movements and her face full of surprise made my heart flutter.

  
    Heave-ho



    



    While I was indulging in dessert, lost in happiness, the next dish was soon prepared.



    



    Butternut squash ice cream and corn mousse. You can eat it from the top in order, or it tastes good when eaten together.



    



    Thank you.



    



    The white corn mousse placed on the yellow pea anglaise looks just like a fried egg.



    



    The roasted kadaif shaped like a new house and the butternut squash ice cream placed inside it were arranged like an egg.



    



    Even the same food looks so beautiful when presented like this, I can't help but take a picture.



    



    First, I put the egg-shaped butternut ice cream in my mouth.



    



    Can ice cream be this rich?



    



    Pressing gently with my tongue against the roof of my mouth, the intensely concentrated nuttiness broke through the chill.



    



    It pairs perfectly with the dense texture.



    



    "Where."



    



    This time, I had it with baked kadaif that looked like a new house.



    



    "Wow."



    



    The crispiness is unparalleled.



    



    The luxury of savoring a crispy texture between rich ice cream.



    



    Even though it's delicious on its own, the synergy of having the desserts together here is truly remarkable.



    



    The pea anglaise and corn mousse also seemed to open my eyes when I took a bite.



    



    The rich aroma of corn mousse fills the nostrils, and the savory taste of pea anglaise adds to the flavor.



    



    The nuttiness of butternut ice cream is further amplified.



    



    If the corn ice cream sold in stores were to evolve and evolve again to become the most perfect form, wouldn't it taste just like this?



    



    I want to savor it as long as possible, but I can't stop eating.



    



    In an instant, I emptied my bowl and looked to the side to see Muk-ji diligently eating as well.



    



    The hand holding the spoon is cautious, the face shows confusion, and the mouth holds happiness.



    



    "It's really amazing."



    



    Yes. This is the first time I've had such delicious ice cream. This.



    



    "Cardiff?"



    



    Yes. The crispy texture of kadaif is exquisite. The scent of the corn is so nice too.



    



    "Please, go ahead and eat."



    



    It seemed like he couldn't eat because he was talking, so I offered him a meal, and Muk-ji gladly took another bite.



    



    When you encounter unexpectedly delicious food, a surprised face like that is more likely to appear than a happy expression.



    



    Next is the chive snack that was ordered additionally.



    



    "We filled the tuile made with squid ink with chive nameraka, beef crumble, and wasabi mayo cream." Enjoy your meal.



    



    "I'll eat well."



    



    "You're so beautiful."



    



    I empathize.



    



    First, I tasted the fried snack placed on top of the seaweed roll.



    



    I did listen to the explanation, but I was so distracted by their appearance that I couldn't properly catch their name.



    



    "Um."



    



    Crispy, but there's no special thrill.



    



    The main dish is, of course, kimbap.



    



    I've never seen the combination of beef crumble and wasabi mayo before, but it can't possibly be a bad combination.



    



    As I picked up the kimbap and took a big bite, the cool and sweet wasabi mayo cream burst out.



    



    The crispy texture and subtle meaty aroma of the hearty beef crumble dance around in the mouth.



    



    At the university festival, only unknown singers came out and the excitement faded, but if Teacher Kim Yeon-ja had appeared as the final guest, would it feel like this?



    



    The somewhat bland fried rice has already been completely forgotten.



    



    I just dance along to the amor fati that starts in my mouth.



    



    Every time I bite into the crispy beef crumble, I can't help but exclaim in delight.



    



    Unable to contain his joy, he waved his hand, and Mukunji's body swayed.



    



    We couldn't help but laugh at each other's reactions.



    



    Sour cream ice cream with meringue and raspberry cinnamon sauce.



    



    Burnt Vanilla Macaron, Ginger Passion Macaron.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "Whoa."



    



    After finishing the meal, I left the building.



    



    The satisfaction of having eaten really delicious food spreads throughout my entire body.



    



    I enjoyed the meal. Thank you.



    



    "Thanks to you, PD, I finally got to eat something delicious after a long time."



    



    I looked for a public parking lot near Yangjaecheon, set it as my destination, and drove there.



    



    "How was the third one?"



    



    The meringue was delicious, but it was too much. The raspberry sauce and ice cream were delicious.



    



    "Right?" I also found the ice cream really delicious. The butternut ice cream I had the second time too.



    



    "That was the best."



    



    "Me too." How was the macaron?



    



    "I ate it after a really long time, but it was different from what I used to have at other places." It was extremely smooth and the sweetness wasn't excessive, which was nice.



    



    When I hear that Mukbang enjoyed the food, it makes me feel good.



    



    "Is there something on my face?"



    



    "No." "Why?"



    



    "Because you laughed."



    



    Ah. I like it.



    



    The aged kimchi turned its head.



    



    I was puzzled, so I watched closely, and they were fidgeting.



    



    Usually, I always sit up straight, but for no reason, I look around or fidget with my hands.



    



    "Come to think of it, I'm planning to go to Gangwon-do next week."



    



    "Are you going to your hometown?"



    



    "I heard there's a great place for water chicken galbi in Dogye." I'm planning to visit some famous restaurants and also stop by Donghae.



    



    "I will prepare."



    



    "Are you okay?" You don't have to go if you don't want to. I'm going to stay overnight.



    



    The conversation has ended.



    



    "Really, it's okay."



    



    "It's so petty."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "If you say that, it's petty." "Rather, it would be more comforting to say let's go together."



    



    It seems I was momentarily mistaken.



    



    In my opinion, since we're going out of town for a one-night, two-day schedule, I thought I was being considerate, but it seems like they took it as being excluded from work.



    



    As a seasoned person with a strong sense of responsibility and ambition, it might be disappointing.



    



    "I was worried it might be inconvenient for you." It's not like it's anything else, it's just for one night. It's not like I'm ignoring the PD. Really.”



    



    "...I'm an adult." No problem at all. I'm prepared for that much."



    



    Since I've been traveling a lot to the provinces, it seems I anticipated this kind of thing from the time I joined the company.



    



    "Really?" I didn't expect you to think that much about it. Thank you.



    



    "I don't think it's something to be thankful for."



    



    "Then, I'll introduce you to my mother this time."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    The aged kimchi suddenly made a loud noise, and I was startled.



    



    Yes? Why?



    



    "Just now, to my mother……."



    



    Ah. I've talked a lot about you, PD. If it weren't for the PD, I would have boasted a bit about my son's death.



    



    I told my mother about aged kimchi, who is always worried because her son overexerts himself.



    



    In fact, having the aged kimchi with me has definitely reduced my burden, and now there are even things I don't have to check on my own.



    



    "Ah……."



    



    "Work is like that too." "Honestly, eating and exercising alone is really boring, isn't it?"



    



    "Still, it's too sudden."



    



    "You don't have to feel burdened."



    



    In that moment, the words Baek Woo-jin had said came to mind.



    



    No matter how much I tell them not to feel burdened, the fact that it might sound different from Mukji's perspective bothers me.



    



    "Earlier, the Baek Seung-yong car group gathered."



    



    "Yes."



    



    "While we were chatting about this and that, it was time for my appointment with the PD, and Woojin told me to stop bothering him."



    



    "Why did Mr. Baek Woo-jin say that?"



    



    "When my boss calls me on the weekend, it's inconvenient." I'm really enjoying myself, but I wanted to ask just in case.



    



    The aged kimchi is staring at me intently.



    



    "Have you not spoken yet?"



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    A slight wrinkle appeared on Mukkunji's forehead. I couldn't see it clearly because I was driving, but it looked more like he was worried than angry.



    



    "Oh, I mentioned it."



    



    I explained to Baek Woo-jin that I had somehow become close with Muk Eun-ji, and we ended up eating together and going for walks.



    



    "Then why……."



    



    "I didn't believe it."



    



    "Was that the issue?"



    



    The aged kimchi let out a sigh.



    



    "Anyway, if it feels burdensome, please let me know." I don't like it when that PD is uncomfortable.



    



    "Understood."



    



    The aged kimchi wiggled its fingers and said.



    



    "It's still a bit overwhelming to meet your mother."



    



    Okay. It can't be helped. This time, I'll go down by myself.



    



    "Understood."



    



    A little while later, we arrived at Seocho Cultural and Art Park.



    



    As I walked in slowly, a tranquil forest with an atmosphere that seemed unbelievable for Seoul appeared.



    



    "I didn't know there was a place like this in Seoul."



    



    "Me too." I looked for a place nearby to take a walk, and there was one.



    



    It's been quite a while since I moved to the city, but this is the first time.



    



    "Do you like taking walks?"



    



    Yes. At first, it was a hassle, but as I kept doing it for exercise, I started to enjoy it.



    



    I like it too. This is my first time in a place like this, but I enjoy walking while looking at the street trees on my commute.



    



    "Really?"



    



    Yes. "I thought I had to exercise to lose weight, so I would deliberately get off a few stops early and walk."



    



    Even though I had minimal meals, I was obsessed with exercising.



    



    I knew there were quite a few cases of people suffering from eating disorders, but it's really impressive.



    



    "That's great." Now that you've had a meal, you should be able to walk a bit more. It will also help with muscle development.



    



    "Yes."



    



    Mukbangji readily answered.



    



    "Wow."



    



    Behind the sign that reads "Seoul's Path of Contemplation," tall metasequoia trees stretch out in a long line.



    



    "If we go this way, it seems we'll reach Yangjaecheon."



    



    I turned my head.



    



    Mugunji was looking up at the metasequoia, but there was no shade on his face because of the sunlight.



    



    Thanks to starting to eat for two weeks, my complexion has really improved.



    



    It squints for a moment because of the brightness and then takes a deep breath.



    



    As the gentle breeze tousled my hair, I opened my eyes to fix it and our eyes met.



    



    Perhaps it's because it captured the sunlight.



    



    The moment I met those soft and warm eyes, I couldn't say a word.



    



    "The smell is nice."



    



    Mugunji smiled slightly and then passed by me, entering the Metasequoia Road.



    



    She looked so beautiful that I forgot about my walk and stared at her blankly for a while.



    



    Sunlight and wind. Metasequoia. Spring flowers.



    



    Rustle rustle. Thud thud. Rustle.



    



    In the meantime, the aged kimchi turned around.

  
    Heave-ho



    



    The dawn where the darkness hasn't lifted.



    



    At the Baek Seung-yongcha lunchbox shop, four men were trimming bracken.



    



    "Today and tomorrow are going to be really busy." Let's get our act together. No matter how busy you are, make sure to pay thorough attention to hygiene and keep a smiling face.



    



    "Okay."



    



    "Yeah."



    



    Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin made up their minds.



    



    After the news report, Baek Seung-yong's car, which had garnered significant attention, received continuous support from various subscribers.



    



    Recently, the fact that Banchan Yong had been wronged became a hot topic, leading to an increase in people willing to help Baek Seung-yong.



    



    In response, Baek Seung-yongcha decided to prepare a total of 1,000 lunch boxes over two days and sell them at a 1,000 won discount from the original price.



    



    Since I had already made a significant profit through advertising revenue, I wanted to give back a little of the love that the fans had sent my way.



    



    "Hey."



    



    "Hyung."



    



    While everyone was steeling themselves, only the side dish preparer was staring blankly with mouth agape, trimming the bracken.



    



    "Huh?"



    



    Banchan-yong alternated his gaze between Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "Get a grip." I have to do 500 today.



    



    "Are you still half asleep?"



    



    Despite the scolding from Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin, Banchan-yong stood there blankly and then slowly opened his mouth.



    



    "What should I do?"



    



    "What do you mean, what do you mean?" Hurry up and finish it. You need to boil it for a long time.



    



    "Why is the sous-chef so slow?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin hurriedly trimmed the bracken.



    



    I had to prepare more lunch boxes than usual, so I didn't have the luxury to come in earlier than the other employees.



    



    "I think the PD likes me."



    



    While preparing side dishes and trimming bracken, when he opened his mouth, Jujiseung, Chajichan, and Baek Woojin, who were also trimming bracken, quickly turned their heads.



    



    "What?"



    



    "What happened yesterday?"



    



    The monk asked.



    



    I had already sensed something unusual yesterday, so I was planning to calmly discuss it after finishing work today.



    



    "Yesterday, I was walking in the park." There were trees on both sides, and there was no one around, you know? The PD is walking down that road, and it's so beautiful.



    



    "What's going on?" Oh my. It's the funniest thing you've said so far.



    



    Baek Woo-jin hit Banchan-yong's forearm and made a fuss.



    



    "So?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan urgently asked.



    



    "So?"



    



    I asked again for the side dishes, but no one answered. He was just looking at me as if urging me to quickly tell the rest of the story.



    



    "He said he wouldn't come back if I turned around, so I followed him."



    



    "Follow along?"



    



    "Wait a minute." "Let me finish my story."



    



    "I just took a walk."



    



    "……."



    



    Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin paused for a moment.



    



    "Is that it?"



    



    "I did talk about something, but I was out of it." I don't remember.



    



    "Anyway." "Go for a walk again."



    



    "That's right." You said you were going to watch a movie, right?



    



    "Movie."



    



    Banchan-yong still answered blankly.



    



    "What movie did you watch?"



    



    "Super Mario."



    



    Uh. I wanted to see it too. Did you have fun?



    



    Cha Ji-chan covered Baek Woo-jin's mouth, who was about to change the subject with unnecessary talk.



    



    "I saw it, but I didn't really see it."



    



    "What are you talking about?"



    



    "I couldn't see it because I was watching the PD."



    



    "Wow!"



    



    The three people jumped up.



    



    Joo Ji-seung messed up Banchan-yong's hair, Cha Ji-chan punched him in the chest, and Baek Woo-jin grabbed his clothes and shook him.



    



    Ah. Ah!



    



    Banchan-yong screamed, but he didn't care about his friend's pain at all.



    



    "And!" And?



    



    "And?"



    



    "If you watched a movie, it must be time for dinner by now."



    



    Ah. Dinner.



    



    What did you eat? Tteokbokki?



    



    Baek Woo-jin brushed off Cha Ji-chan's hand and asked, but was once again stopped by Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "Just say you ate spicy stir-fried pork." Uh?



    



    Cha Ji-chan threatened Baek Woo-jin while covering his mouth.



    



    "I had dessert for lunch, so I thought I shouldn't have regular food for dinner."



    



    "So?"



    



    "I bought a salad, but since it's a takeout place, I was wondering where to eat it."



    



    "Did you go home?"



    



    Three people shouted at the same time.



    



    No. I went to the office.



    



    Ah! Just a bit! "Don't stop, keep going!"



    



    When Cha Ji-chan, unable to hold back any longer, shouted, Ban Chan-yong blinked and then picked up the bracken.



    



    "I guess I was a bit strange."



    



    "You're strange even on a normal day."



    



    When Baek Woo-jin made a fuss, Cha Ji-chan hit Baek Woo-jin on the back.



    



    The PD asked if something was wrong. When I said something seemed a bit off, they told me to go inside and rest quickly, saying they would take me home.



    



    "Did it."



    



    "I broke up with them because they said a sick person couldn't do that."



    



    "Ah."



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan sighed.



    



    "Did you say anything else yesterday?"



    



    "Think it over carefully."



    



    Banchan-yong carefully recalled the conversation they had yesterday.



    



    "I'm going down to Gangwon-do this week." The PD said they would prepare, so I told them I didn't need to go since it was a one-day trip, and they said it was fine.



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan's mouths dropped open.



    



    "Then I said I would introduce you to my mother."



    



    "What?"



    



    "Crazy bastard, why is the progress like that?"



    



    "Huh?"



    



    Banchan-yong was puzzled but then explained the situation.



    



    No. I usually bragged a lot to my mom about the PD. I told PD-nim the same thing. There was no reason to misunderstand.



    



    "So." What did PD Muk say?



    



    "It's still overwhelming." Of course. So I decided to go alone.



    



    Wow. This guy is driving me crazy, seriously?



    



    "I think this guy is trash."



    



    This bastard. If you have feelings, have an honest conversation. Try going on a date. Then, if we confirm our feelings for each other, we can start dating. Then we should either travel or greet each other!



    



    Frustrated and with his blood pressure rising, Ju Ji-seung sighed and grasped the beads hanging around his neck one by one.



    



    "Let's take a moment to organize things."



    



    Cha Ji-chan stepped forward.



    



    "You confused PD Eunji with what you said."



    



    "What did you keep saying that confused me?" I told you everything properly.



    



    "That's the problem." That! You don't know what you said or how PD Eunji heard it right now!



    



    "Why wouldn't I know!" Did you talk to the PD? I know better!



    



    Cha Ji-chan also grabbed the back of his neck.



    



    To cope with the rising blood pressure and frustration, I repeatedly lifted and lowered the vegetable box.



    



    "But these days, Eunji's face has been looking better."



    



    Baek Woo-jin struck up a conversation with Banchan-yong.



    



    "Right?"



    



    Uh. It's still too dry, but it feels brighter.



    



    "When I looked up at the trees in the park, the sunlight just came down perfectly." Originally, the PD had dark circles and prominent cheekbones, so there were shadows, but now that's gone.



    



    "Does it disappear?"



    



    "……."



    



    Banchan, hesitating for a moment, chuckled softly and started preparing the bracken.



    



    "Hyung, you really seem to like him."



    



    "Do you see it too?"



    



    Uh. I feel really stupid right now.



    



    "This."



    



    As a side dish, they stuffed the trimmed bracken fern into Baek Woo-jin's mouth.



    



    Baek Woo-jin chewed on the uncooked bracken and asked.



    



    "Are you going to confess?"



    



    At Baek Woo-jin's question, Yu Ji-seung, who was chanting a spell, and Cha Ji-chan, who was doing military presses, turned their heads.



    



    Banchan-yong put down the fernbrake and sighed.



    



    "I don't know."



    



    "Why!"



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan shouted angrily.



    



    Startled, Banchanyong and Baek Woojin clasped their fists to their chests and trembled.



    



    "Anyone can see that both of you have feelings for each other, so why don't you realize it!"



    



    "Don't think about sticking around here today; when PD Eunji comes in, take her out." Go out and settle it, or don't, I don't care. Got it?



    



    Baek Woo-jin stepped forward in response to the two older brothers' scolding.



    



    "It's not something to be pushed like that." Do you think it would be okay to go back without Eunji from the side dish store right now?



    



    "……."



    



    What if Eunji declines? What will we do then?



    



    Hey. "Absolutely."



    



    "Okay." Seriously, there's a one in a million chance that Eunji accepted Chanyong's feelings. But what if we break up then?



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan hesitated.



    



    "It seems like a very special relationship, but in reality, breaking up is much more common." Among them, there are many who get divorced even after getting married, so how can you think it will go well until the end?



    



    I couldn't say that Baek Woo-jin's words were wrong.



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan, feeling awkward and unable to say anything, started trimming the bracken again.



    



    For a while, spending time like that without saying anything.



    



    Banchanyong opened his mouth.



    



    "I like you, PD-nim."



    



    The voice was clear, and it felt like something had been settled in my heart.



    



    "Does their job well, is diligent, and even knows what I want without me having to say anything." You can't find a PD like that anywhere else.



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan let out a small sigh.



    



    Since they were also in the position of running a company, they knew well how difficult it was to find a compatible partner.



    



    Baek Woo-jin knew how much Ban Chan-yong would be heartbroken, so he patted his back to comfort him.



    



    Banchan-yong raised his head.



    



    "Plan well." Do your research well. Know your spelling well. Do a good job with the market analysis. Do a good job with the contract. "That was all good as a PD."



    



    The three people did not understand what Banchan was trying to say.



    



    However, since my friend rarely showed such sincerity, I decided to listen quietly.



    



    "I've been thinking about it since last night, and the reason I like you, Mukji, isn't because of that."



    



    Banchan-yong took a deep breath and exhaled.



    



    "Actually, I don't really know." I thought I liked chubby people, but it's completely different.



    



    Since realizing that I like aged kimchi, I have been endlessly asking questions about side dishes.



    



    "Do you really like me?"The question that started with "But will it be okay?"Passing by, "Why do you like it?"It continued.



    



    I wanted to find the answer, but in the end, I couldn't.



    



    The reason I liked and respected Muk Eun-ji PD was because of her personality traits like diligence and meticulousness, as well as her work abilities.



    



    My usual type was a chubby and cute woman, but I ended up liking aged kimchi, and I couldn't understand it myself.



    



    "So I couldn't find the answer all this time, but now I think I finally get it."



    



    Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin swallowed their saliva.



    



    "I just really like that person."



    



    I couldn't find the reason.



    



    "It's okay to talk." It's fine to just be together without talking. It's fine to go for a walk. It's fine to sit down. It's okay to eat porridge. You can eat dessert if you want. Whether you're watching Super Mario or the news playing in the restaurant. I just liked it.



    



    Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin subtly shifted their gazes.



    



    "I like you, Mukkunji."



    



    When Banchan-yong blurted out the words he had pulled from the depths of his heart, the three people shook their hands and got up from their seats.



    



    Banchan-yong, confused, looked around and saw Joo Ji-seung heading to the back of the store, while Cha Ji-chan was grabbing Baek Woo-jin by the neck and dragging him.



    



    And the old kimchi was standing at the door.



    



    "Uh……."



    



    "……."



    



    "Why so soon……."



    



    "I came to help because you looked unwell yesterday."



    



    The pickled cabbage's gaze wandered, lost and aimless.



    



    She roughly set down her bag, headed to the sink to wash her hands, and Banchan-yong just stared at the door where her friends had disappeared.

  
    Heave-ho



    



    When exactly have you been here?



    



    Clearly, Muk-ji, who was supposed to take a break today, is calmly washing his hands.



    



    Flustered, I turned my head and saw Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin peeking out from behind the glass door.



    



    "Is it chicken stew again today?"



    



    The aged kimchi looked at the raw chicken and asked.



    



    "Ah, yes."



    



    It's awkward.



    



    I don't know how much of what I said you heard, so it's frustrating. If I had heard that you liked me, I wouldn't know how to look at you in the future.



    



    "We agreed to take a break today."



    



    "I had a lot of work, so I couldn't rest alone." Where did the three of you go?



    



    When Muk Eun-ji asked and turned his head, Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin hid their faces.



    



    I stood up and opened the back door.



    



    "What are you doing!" You said you didn't have time!



    



    "What happened?"



    



    "Did you talk to him/her?"



    



    "Shut up!" "Come in quickly!"



    



    Since they were babbling nonsense, I dragged them all in, and now they start working while glancing around nervously.



    



    Today's main menu is spicy braised chicken.



    



    The side dishes are fernbrake, seasoned radish, and bracken, and the soup is seaweed cold soup, with mini pork cutlets on the side.



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan started preparing the raw chicken, and I, in charge of the vegetables and soup, asked Baek Woo-jin to fill a pot with water.



    



    Bracken is tough and needs to be boiled thoroughly, but there’s so much of it that I’m not sure if it can be done all at once.



    



    I placed a large pot half-filled with bracken on the fire.



    



    "But can we have dakbokkeumtang again?"



    



    "Since chicken was expensive, I bought a lot." They said they would do it cheaply.



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked, and Baek Woo-jin answered.



    



    "Then we can just have jjimdak."



    



    "Jjimdak doesn't taste good without cola."



    



    At Joo Ji-seung's words, I, Cha Ji-chan, Baek Woo-jin, and Mook Eun-ji all turned our heads.



    



    I didn't know where to start pointing out the issues, so I stayed silent, but Cha Ji-chan brought up another point.



    



    "Last Saturday, I heard the reaction was that there were still bones left, and it was uncomfortable?"



    



    "Still, meat with bones is the best."



    



    Jujiseung answered.



    



    "Boneless is expensive."



    



    Baek Woo-jin explained why he uses meat with bones.



    



    "Right." "We're using whole chickens, so boneless is a luxury."



    



    Ju Ji-seung said while cutting up a raw chicken.



    



    "Why is boneless meat more expensive?" "Is it because it's processed?"



    



    Yes. Actually, I also prefer boneless chicken and wanted to buy it, but Chan-young said if I was going to use boneless chicken, I should remove the breast meat, so I just bought a whole chicken.



    



    Since buying only the butchered leg meat was too expensive, I had no choice but to prepare the whole chicken myself.



    



    "Why are you taking out the breast meat?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan scolded me.



    



    "Who likes that kind of thing?"



    



    Here. You know me, right?



    



    Cha Ji-chan pointed at himself and said.



    



    "Then you should eat a lot, hyung." Go outside and ask. I ordered boneless chicken, but if only dry meat comes, how am I supposed to feel good about it?



    



    "I like you." "This is a healthy lunchbox."



    



    "You just need to get your protein, you don't have to eat chicken breast specifically."



    



    "That's true."



    



    Jujiseung supported me.



    



    Cha Ji-chan's eyes widened in shock at his comrade's words.



    



    "Protein can be sufficiently obtained from other foods, and above all."



    



    "Above all?"



    



    No matter how you cook it, chicken breast is always tasteless. Even if you put it in cola, it still tastes bad.



    



    "……."



    



    Once again, I don't know where to start with the criticism.



    



    I opened the pot lid.



    



    I took the thoroughly boiled bracken out with a strainer, rinsed it with cold water, and spread it out on a cloth to remove the moisture.



    



    I heated the frying pan, added the fernbrake and cooking oil, and started stir-frying, and a wonderful aroma filled the air.



    



    "It smells good."



    



    "Right?"



    



    "I never even looked at bracken before."



    



    "Me too."



    



    Baek Woo-jin added the minced garlic and green onion given by Baek Woo-jin, lightly sautéed them, then added perilla oil and turned up the heat to high.



    



    I lightly stir-fried it, as if mixing it gently, then sprinkled sesame seeds on top to finish.



    



    "Ji-seung hyung, give it a taste."



    



    "Uh."



    



    He picks up the fern with chopsticks and feeds it to Ji-seung, who nods in approval.



    



    "Good."



    



    "Are you okay?"



    



    "Good job." "Seriously, can I sell it now?"



    



    "I was selling it."



    



    Jujiseung patted his back.



    



    "Now it's time to sell."



    



    "……."



    



    I was feeling frustrated, wondering if my cooking had been that terrible all along, when Baek Woo-jin's phone rang.



    



    "Yes, boss." Are you saying I should come now? 네. Thank you.



    



    "Are you going to take long to get the radish salad?"



    



    When Baek Woo-jin finished the call, Joo Ji-seung asked.



    



    Since I didn't have enough time and it required a lot of effort to prepare the radish salad, I ordered it in bulk from a nearby side dish shop, and it seems they made it on time.



    



    Uh. Chan-young, let's go out together.



    



    "Okay."



    



    "Wait a moment."



    



    Cha Ji-chan grabbed Baek Woo-jin by the scruff of his neck.



    



    "Since he has something to do, Chan-young, go and take care of it."



    



    "Are you asking me to bring all that by myself?"



    



    "I wish PD Eunji could help." "Are you okay?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan looked at the aged kimchi and said.



    



    Yes. It's okay.



    



    It was already awkward, but if we end up alone together, I won't be able to stand it.



    



    "No." No. I'll go by myself. PD, are you here?



    



    "Since we have to film as well, I'll go with you."



    



    "You don't have to do it." It's okay. Anyway, I had a day off today. These people all agreed too. So don't feel burdened.



    



    "Since you're here, it would be great if you could help out." You two can go and come back.



    



    Even the monks are in an uproar.



    



    "No, I'm going."



    



    "Please just shut up."



    



    Cha Ji-chan covered Baek Woo-jin's mouth again.



    



    I feel like I've been seeing that look a lot lately.



    



    "No." PD-nim, I'll be back. "Are you here?"



    



    I thought the conversation shouldn't go on for too long, so I hurriedly left the store.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Seeing Banchan-yong leave the store as if fleeing, Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan shook their heads.



    



    Even when trying to help, it was incredibly frustrating because he was so oblivious.



    



    Sigh. That idiot.



    



    Cha Ji-chan sighed as he peeled the potatoes.



    



    "Hyung, why have you been acting like this towards me lately?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin scolded Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "Whenever I say something, you just shut up." Is being strong all that matters?



    



    "You're so cute, just endure it."



    



    "Yeah."



    



    When Joo Ji-seung interrupted, Baek Woo-jin quickly squatted next to Cha Ji-chan and chopped the washed carrots into large pieces.



    



    "Isn't it too big?"



    



    "It's better to use big pieces in dakbokkeumtang."



    



    "That's true."



    



    "Mr. Woojin."



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who was called by Muk Eun-ji, raised his head.



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "I have something to say."



    



    Baek Woo-jin tilted his head.



    



    I had no idea what Mukji wanted to say to me.



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    "Actually, I heard it from the CEO yesterday." Mr. Woojin said to the boss, "Stop bothering me."



    



    "Ah."



    



    Baek Woo-jin realized his mistake and looked around, only to see Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan threatening him with a kitchen knife and a peeler, warning him to watch his words.



    



    "Thank you for your concern, but it's not something you need to worry about, Woojin." Even though the CEO explained it, they didn't believe it, so I'm telling you separately.



    



    Aha. I just did it just in case. Chan-young is so oblivious.



    



    No. The CEO is really considerate.



    



    "Really?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    That's a relief. I guess I talked about something unnecessary.



    



    As Baek Woo-jin spoke while gauging the reactions of Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan, the two people standing behind Muk Eun-ji slowly nodded.



    



    "No." Just because you are dating, I have no intention of interfering in your conversations. "I just wanted to clear up the misunderstanding."



    



    At Muk Eun-ji's remark, Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin were left speechless.



    



    A silence fell, but the conversation resumed when Cha Ji-chan dropped the grater.



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "I won't get involved in what you're talking about."



    



    "No." No. No. "Not that one."



    



    Baek Woo-jin waved his hand and asked.



    



    "Ah."



    



    The aged kimchi paused for a moment before speaking again.



    



    "I have developed a good relationship with the CEO."



    



    Mugunji looked at Baek Woo-jin, then turned to check Ju Ji-sung and Cha Ji-chan.



    



    Joo Ji-seung was so lost in thought that he didn't even notice the mini pork cutlet burning, and Cha Ji-chan, who was peeling potatoes with a peeler, ended up dropping the potato.



    



    The aged kimchi, which had heard that people wouldn't believe even if it was explained to them, calmly lowered its head.



    



    "Thank you in advance."



    



    "Ah, yes."



    



    The three people bowed their heads and greeted each other at the same time, then exchanged glances.



    



    ‘What happened?’



    



    "I don't know."



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Since I had to prepare double the usual amount, I really didn't have a moment to spare.



    



    At some point, I started to mentally chant, "I am a fern stir-frying machine, I am a cold soup-making machine."



    



    "Ahhh."



    



    "Oh dear."



    



    Screams and sighs can be heard everywhere.



    



    I wonder if the kitchen during peak lunch hours isn't a battlefield for modern people.



    



    "Hey, come with me."



    



    Cha Ji-chan grabbed his hand and pulled.



    



    With no strength to resist, I was dragged along, and Joo Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin were gathered behind the store.



    



    "......Am I getting my money taken?"



    



    "Stop talking nonsense and tell the truth." What kind of relationship do you have with PD Eunji?



    



    Cha Ji-chan leaned in and asked.



    



    Feeling burdened, I leaned back, and so did Jujiseung and Baek Woojin.



    



    "What kind of relationship is this?" Business partner.



    



    "But why?"



    



    When Cha Ji-chan tried to scold me, Baek Woo-jin covered his mouth.



    



    Good try, but there's no way he can win in terms of strength.



    



    "What the heck!"



    



    Shh! Shh!



    



    Baek Woo-jin brought his index finger to his lips and led Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan away, keeping his distance.



    



    Why! What!



    



    "Let's just leave it."



    



    "Just leave it alone, why stop it?" Right now, it's the most fun.



    



    "From what I can see, that guy doesn't know anything right now."



    



    "So, you should tell me."



    



    "So just stay still."



    



    It seems like they're trying to lower their voice, but I can hear everything.



    



    "Are you okay?"



    



    "What?"



    



    "That idiot doesn't know anything, so how can he only think about Eunji?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan glanced at me and nodded.



    



    "That's absurd."



    



    "Isn't it infuriating that Eunji is even giving up her vacation to be with him, while that clueless idiot doesn't know anything?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan nod their heads again.



    



    "Then let's keep an eye on it." That guy needs to go through some emotional turmoil.



    



    "Still."



    



    "Is it reasonable to shake up everyone's feelings and not even realize it yourself?"



    



    The voice is gradually getting quieter, making it hard to understand clearly.



    



    "I don't know what you're talking about, but I'm not stupid enough to be called one."



    



    Their whispering was gradually becoming annoying, so I confronted them, and now they just put their arms around each other and whisper.



    



    "Ah, what's up?"



    



    As I approached, the humans who were huddled together quickly fled, linking arms.

  
    Heave-ho



    



    Last business day of Baek Seung-yong's taxi.



    



    Even though there are still two hours left until the waiting time starts, the area is already bustling.



    



    The queue guide we prepared seems pointless as many people are waiting for their turn beyond the block, but I'm glad everyone is lining up properly and there are no line-cutters.



    



    "Let's give it our all until the end today." Hygiene, Safety, Greetings.



    



    Everyone didn't answer.



    



    The monk let out a deep sigh and then spoke again in a solemn voice.



    



    "Chiefs, listen." The great cause of unification is not far off. You must maintain your Buddhist faith until the end for the sake of the starving people.



    



    "Yes, Your Majesty."



    



    "Amen."



    



    I couldn't help but chuckle at Choi Michael's prayer.



    



    Thanks to you, I was able to relax, but I really need to give my best until the very end.



    



    At first, I wondered what was so special about our lunch boxes that everyone was waiting for them, and I worried about whether they would meet expectations.



    



    However, by operating the Baekseung taxi, you can gradually relieve the burden.



    



    Thanks to so many people who have told us that our lunchboxes, made with our utmost effort, are definitely helpful.



    



    To repay that support, I will give my all until the very end.



    



    "Jichan, please chop the broccoli and carrots."



    



    "Okay."



    



    "Woojin, did you get any news about the young radish kimchi?"



    



    Yes. I'm going out now. "Do you need anything else?"



    



    "None." Where's Chanyong?



    



    "None." "Go and come back."



    



    Baek Woo-jin headed to a nearby side dish store with his employees.



    



    I also need to start my own tasks, but the side dish I was assigned today is seasoned perilla leaves with soybean paste.



    



    I've heard that lamb's quarters are rich in calcium and vitamins and are good for cardiovascular diseases, but this is my first time handling them directly.



    



    I don't know if I can do it well, but if I follow the recipe given by Jujiseung, it should at least turn out okay.



    



    "350ml of perilla oil, 700g of soybean paste, 250g of red pepper paste, 150g of minced garlic, 150g of minced green onion, 3 tablespoons of ginger juice, 50g of perilla seed powder."



    



    When I mixed the ingredients, the quantity was considerable.



    



    It said it needed to mature a bit, so I put it in the refrigerator.



    



    Since I'll be seasoning the vegetables an hour before opening, it's a priority to help the monk who is currently preparing three dishes at the same time.



    



    "Hyung, I'll do this."



    



    I stood in front of the frying pan for making rolled omelette.



    



    "Are you okay?"



    



    Uh.  Jjigae Ji-chan is watching, and I haven't even set the table yet.



    



    Joo Ji-seung smiled slightly and then focused back on cooking.



    



    Today's Baek Seung-yong's lunch box includes karaage, Chinese-style stir-fried mushrooms, rolled omelette, young radish kimchi, seasoned amaranth leaves with soybean paste, and kimchi stew.



    



    Since both the fried food and the stir-fried mushrooms require a lot of effort, bringing at least the rolled omelet will allow Jujiseung to showcase his skills.



    



    "Don't you put tuna in the side dishes and kimchi stew?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan sang.



    



    "The unit price is going up!"



    



    "Hey, no matter what, that's just not right." If there's no tuna, is that kimchi soup or kimchi stew?



    



    "Erase 'jjigae' and write 'guk' instead."



    



    "No." No. Just put it in. Is there nothing?



    



    Cha Ji-chan opened the refrigerator.



    



    I was so preoccupied with eating the eggs that I didn't pay attention, but after a while, I heard a strange noise.



    



    "Hey Sang-kyu, how much chicken breast do we have up there?"



    



    "There's a lot, right?" There are about 200 packs.



    



    "Let's bring everything."



    



    "Wait a minute!"



    



    I was startled by the unusual conversation and shouted urgently.



    



    "What are you planning to do with that?"



    



    "I'll put it in the stew."



    



    "Who puts chicken breast in kimchi stew?"



    



    "Then should I just ask for the one with only kimchi and bean sprouts?" "Without loyalty?"



    



    I can't understand what that guy's loyalty is all about.



    



    "Ji-seung hyung, Ji-chan hyung, try to stop him."



    



    What? Why?



    



    While talking with Jujiseung, Baek Woojin screamed.



    



    Peeking over, I saw Cha Ji-chan putting chicken breast into the kimchi stew pot.



    



    "Stick it on and tear it off too."



    



    "Why are you putting this in?" Uh? Eh? Don't put it in! Stop! Stop! Brother! "Look at this kid!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin informed Ju Ji-seung about Cha Ji-chan's misdeeds.



    



    "This bastard to my brother."



    



    "I've never had a brother who puts chicken breast in kimchi stew!"



    



    "Have you tried chicken breast kimchi stew?"



    



    "I know even if I don't eat." "Absolutely tasteless."



    



    "I've been eating this for 10 years." "You're making a fuss without even knowing."



    



    "Hey, how many are you planning to put in?"



    



    "Today is 500, right?" You have to put all of this in.



    



    I also moved to a different spot following Baek Woo-jin and checked the box that Cha Ji-chan brought.



    



    The individually packaged frozen chicken breast packs look to be at least 200.



    



    "Jichan."



    



    "Huh?"



    



    "They say you can put chicken breast in kimchi stew."



    



    "Tear it and put it in."



    



    Words came out that were completely different from what I expected.



    



    If you're going to put in chicken breast, tear it into thin pieces and add it. That way, the dryness will be reduced even a little.



    



    "Okay~"



    



    Before anyone could stop him, Cha Ji-chan went up to the second floor with the staff.



    



    "Can I add chicken breast?"



    



    "I haven't tried it." The thigh meat is fine, but... The breast meat might be a bit dry.



    



    After a moment of contemplation, Jujiseung, as expected, gave a negative answer.



    



    "My words."



    



    "Jichan will take care of it."



    



    I really want to stop him, but there are so many things right in front of me that need my attention.



    



    Since he was giving up and holding onto the eggs, Baek Woo-jin came in with both hands full of kimchi containers along with the staff.



    



    "Ugh!"



    



    "Good job."



    



    "Good job."



    



    Baek Woo-jin put the young radish kimchi in the refrigerator and groaned.



    



    Wow. Kimchi is really too heavy.



    



    "Blanch the vegetables for me."



    



    "You're saying it's hard, but what's the harm in just saying a word and helping out?"



    



    "Aw, come here." Our Woojin did well. Ujjujju.



    



    "Okay."



    



    Baek Woo-jin, satisfied with the hug, filled a large pot with water.



    



    "It's our last day, shouldn't we go out for a farewell?" There are really a lot of people outside.



    



    "Has it increased more?"



    



    "Uh."



    



    "Right." I feel like I should at least show my face today. Chanyong, I'll take care of this, so you go out for a bit.



    



    "How do I get out of this situation?"



    



    Aw! "What the hell are you doing?"



    



    "No."



    



    At the chef's words, Cha Ji-chan looked back and forth between the chicken breast and us, then sighed.



    



    "People without loyalty."



    



    "At least you have common sense."



    



    The commotion did not last long.



    



    We all had so much to do that we didn't even have time to talk.



    



    In the meantime, each person took a moment to greet their fans, and then it was my turn.



    



    Wow! It's the real deal.



    



    Yes. It's the real deal.



    



    "Hyung, why is your body so fit?"



    



    "Really?" Do I really have a good body?



    



    Even so, I've been hearing a lot lately that I've lost a lot of weight and look healthier.



    



    "Lies~"



    



    "Go away."



    



    "Sir, please sign here."



    



    Yes. Thank you for coming. What is this?



    



    A subscriber handed over ten thousand won.



    



    "You can settle the bill with Woojin over there later."



    



    "Real-life sponsorship."



    



    "Ah."



    



    I don't know how to react.



    



    Clearly, I received it smoothly during the broadcast, but it's awkward to receive cash while looking someone in the face.



    



    "No." Please buy a lunch box with this money.



    



    It felt like the atmosphere became a bit subdued even though I was treating them in a normal and reasonable manner.



    



    "I knew you would say that." Did you think I wouldn't accept it just because you did this?



    



    Now the giver and the people around him are all laughing.



    



    I have no idea what I've done all this time to become obsessed with money like a madman.



    



    "Please take a picture."



    



    "But seriously, you've lost a lot of weight."



    



    "It's much better than the broadcast."



    



    "Why are you doing this?" On the show, they just kept teasing me.



    



    "Just kidding~"



    



    Uh. I remembered Seungmin's face. You mean you were teasing, right?



    



    "Muahahaha."



    



    The student named Kim Seung-min, who got the autograph, laughed with his friends. If it were up to me, I would buy something for you and talk more.



    



    "Thank you so much." I want to stay longer, but everyone inside is too busy, so I have to go in. Thank you so much for coming today. Thank you.



    



    "Hang in there!"



    



    "Fighting!"



    



    As soon as I entered the store, I was drawn to the frying pan.



    



    "Last 200 pieces!"



    



    "Okay!" Let's welcome the guests!



    



    When Baek Woo-jin announced that the lunchbox setup was about halfway done, Joo Ji-seung shouted to receive the customers.



    



    But no one answered.



    



    Joo Ji-seung sighed, lowered the eye mask, and shouted.



    



    "Listen, you all." Open the granary and let the starving people into the capital to distribute rice to them.



    



    "Yes, Your Majesty!"



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Wednesday.



    



    I woke up and it was 5 AM.



    



    It seems that after operating the taxi for the past month, I've gotten into the habit of waking up early.



    



    I went to the bathroom and lay back down.



    



    "Sigh."



    



    My whole body aches.



    



    Running a food business is so tough that it feels like it would be better to just do weight training instead.



    



    If possible, we had planned to have a light wrap-up party yesterday, but everyone was exhausted, so we postponed it to this Friday.



    



    Even I, who only do lunch service, am in this state, so I can't imagine how the chefs who work from early morning to late at night manage to endure.



    



    "……."



    



    I must have fallen asleep again quickly, because when I came to my senses, the surroundings were bright.



    



    I looked at the clock and it was 9 AM.



    



    Thanks to getting a bit more sleep, I'm not feeling too bad.



    



    "Where."



    



    I went on YouTube and checked the video uploaded at midnight today.



    



    I said it was okay to post it tomorrow, but Mukji and the editors stayed late to get it done.



    



    Now that I've judged that I've adapted quite well to the side dish store style, I'm passing the feedback process, and there are no major issues this time either.



    



    When I check the comments, I can't help but laugh.



    



    You worked hard. Thank you. It was delicious. Reading comments that cheer me on really makes me feel like I've accomplished something great.



    



    I thought he was just a guy who talks nonsense, but it was really surprising.



    



    └It was just once, but thanks to you, I had a delicious lunch.



    



    └Who put chicken breast in the kimchi stew yesterday? It's not kimchi stew, it's braised kimchi with chicken breast.



    



    └Channel name is worth the hype



    



    I hope it continues to operate smoothly even later on.



    



    Lying on my stomach on the bed and reading comments, time flew by.



    



    After downing the diabetes care product that came in liquid form, I got ready for work.



    



    When I went to the parking lot, our pretty Palgong was covered in dust.



    



    The car master went out of his way to find a cancellation vehicle that matched my options, and I received the delivery quickly, but they didn't even wash the car properly, using being busy as an excuse.



    



    This weekend, I made up my mind to definitely get a scrub and headed to the office.



    



    When I opened the door, Mookji was looking at the envelope on the keyboard with a serious expression.



    



    "PD-nim."



    



    "Have you arrived?"



    



    "What are you staring at like that?"



    



    "CEO Hong Seong-il gave it as an example, but I'm worried."



    



    "Ah."



    



    Come to think of it, I received it too, but I forgot about it because I was busy with work.



    



    "What is it?"



    



    Mugunji opened the envelope and showed its contents.



    



    I'm so surprised that I can't close my mouth.



    



    There are bundles of 500,000 won department store gift certificates. It looks like about 20 pages, give or take.



    



    I thought CEO Hong Seong-il was petty, but he's actually generous.



    



    "Are you thinking about whether you should return it?"



    



    "Why are you returning it?"



    



    Mugunji looked at me and then put the gift certificate in an envelope.



    



    "I was thinking about where to use it."



    



    So that's what you were worried about.



    



    If I thought I had to return it, I would have tried to stop you, but I'm glad you took care of your share well.



    



    "It's a great opportunity." I can buy the things I wanted to buy but couldn't.



    



    "I don't really have anything I want."



    



    "Clothes, for example." Furniture, for example. There are shoes too.



    



    Seeing the lack of response, it seems like it's not a field of much interest.



    



    "If you look around, won't you find something you want to buy?"



    



    "I don't like impulse buying."



    



    "Then it would be better to just leave it as is." Anyway, there will be plenty of validity left.



    



    "It would be better to do that."



    



    Mugunji turned the chair and stared at me intently. When our eyes met, I felt a bit embarrassed and turned my head.



    



    "Are you also considering postponing it, sir?"



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    "I understand that you received a case from Representative Hong Seong-il."



    



    "Oh, I received this."



    



    I took out my wallet and showed the business card I received from Hong Seong-il.



    



    "I told them to get in touch, but I couldn't because I was busy."



    



    I couldn't even attend the lecture at my alma mater that I really wanted to go to, and there were quite a few days when I couldn't even do my personal broadcasts.



    



    I was really all in on the Baek Seung-yong car for the entire month of May, and I had almost forgotten about it until just now.



    



    "Pyoseungjae……."



    



    "Do you know him/her?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "It seems like some kind of investment company." 맞다. James Asset Management.



    



    It is a company that manages funds for conglomerates. I also know that CEO Hong Seong-il is trading.



    



    "……Why someone like that?"



    



    "Direct monetary compensation leaves a record, so it seems they used an indirect method." The reason they insisted on giving me a department store gift card is probably because of that.



    



    "Indirect?"



    



    "It is said that to join James Asset Management, you must hold at least 3 billion won in financial assets."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "Additionally, the undisclosed membership conditions are strict, making it a place where even if you want to trade, you can't."



    



    "It's super suspicious."



    



    If it's an investment company, they should be focused on securing operating funds, so it's strange that the membership conditions are so strict.



    



    "High-level personnel are limited, and the number of people they can manage is also fixed, according to CEO Byeon Seung-jae's philosophy."



    



    "……."



    



    "Since Representative Hong Seong-il himself said it's an example, it probably isn't a bad thing." He thinks he owes a debt to the CEO.



    



    "I really don't understand what rich people are thinking."



    



    "You will gradually come to know."

  
    Heave-ho



    



    "Ugh."



    



    "Is there something on your mind?"



    



    Yes. These days, there are a lot of problems related to stock manipulation and cryptocurrencies, right? "Isn't it pointless to get involved with a company that might have issues?"



    



    The aged kimchi nodded.



    



    "And it seems like Hongdangmu is not a clean company."



    



    Through this incident, I learned how Hongdangmu manages internet broadcasters.



    



    They are people who use comment manipulation and recommendation manipulation as needed, so it's hard to believe that James Asset Management only engages in legal activities.



    



    The aged kimchi smiled faintly.



    



    "There's no harm in being careful."



    



    "So what should we do about this?"



    



    "I will convey your intentions well to CEO Hong Seong-il."



    



    "Could you do that for me?"



    



    "Don't worry."



    



    I nodded and then stepped into my room.



    



    "Mm."



    



    Even without that, thanks to the Baek Seung-yong car commercial, I had some extra money, so I was contemplating whether to put it in a fixed deposit.



    



    The corporate banchan store and I split the profits 70-30, and thanks to that, the money earned from the advertising contract is 63 million won.



    



    Since I bought Palgongi in my own name and paid in full, I currently have about 150 million won on hand.



    



    It's too valuable to just leave it, so I should at least put it in a fixed deposit.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    ***



    



    "Protein."



    



    "Tint."



    



    Track. Did we win?



    



    "Rack rail."



    



    "What is that?"



    



    "Cogged rail." It is used in the section where the aft locomotive runs.



    



    Work. Work... worker."



    



    Thief? Oh no!



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who was sitting in the back seat playing a word chain game, screamed. It seems like he got a smack on the head from Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "Do it again." Beast."



    



    "Trapezius muscle."



    



    "Modern."



    



    "Great resignation."



    



    "Geunbi."



    



    What is Near the waist? "Do you want to keep using difficult words?"



    



    The fertilizer given to the roots of plants is called "root fertilizer." "Hurry up."



    



    “비. Bi... biceps femoris.



    



    Geun. Genzhong."



    



    Jjungg? Not a monk, but a monk?



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "Hey, where did you hear that?" What does it mean?



    



    "Here." When measuring herbal medicine, one "geun" is called "geun-jjeung."



    



    "Are you looking for it?"



    



    "I told you it's there."



    



    "Really, it's here?" Ji-seung hyung, did you know the word "banchan" and "geun-jjungi"?



    



    "How do you know such things?"



    



    Saturday.



    



    It's the road heading to Dogae, Gangwon-do.



    



    Yesterday at the wrap-up party for the Baek Seung-yong car, I mentioned I was going to Gangwon-do, and these three kept begging to go with me.



    



    I thought it was just something said in the heat of the moment, but I was shocked to see them gathered in front of my house with their bags packed in the morning.



    



    "Answer quickly."



    



    "Here."



    



    "Ugh."



    



    In the rearview mirror, Baek Woo-jin, who was clearly furious, slapped Cha Ji-chan on the forehead and then groaned.



    



    The person who got hit is fine, and only the person who did the hitting is in pain, so it's clearly a game that is fundamentally and utterly wrong.



    



    "But aren't you busy?" "Why are you following me?"



    



    "I cleared all my work for this weekend."



    



    "I've been cooped up in the store for a month, so I need to get some fresh air."



    



    "I posted the notice about the break."



    



    It seems that the Baek Seung-yoong car was indeed quite difficult.



    



    The people who were working without a break on weekends have taken two days off, so that says it all.



    



    "And if you go, there must be a reason."



    



    Right. If Ban Chan Yong drives for 4 hours to get there, it must be quite a good restaurant, right?



    



    "So, where are we going to eat?"



    



    "Water chicken ribs."



    



    "What is muldak galbi?"



    



    "Is it different from Chuncheon dakgalbi?"



    



    "It's dakgalbi, but you eat it with broth."



    



    "I've never heard of it before."



    



    "Right." Do they eat like that in Yeongdong?



    



    "It's different from Chuncheon dakgalbi." I put a lot of broth, chives, and water parsley in and boil it, and it's delicious. In winter, we also add shepherd's purse.



    



    Even I, who dislike vegetables, like it, so it will surely suit these people's taste.



    



    We took a break in the middle and arrived at Dogae-eup, Samcheok-si, Gangwon-do, shortly after 12 o'clock.



    



    There was only one parking spot left in the T restaurant parking lot, so it was clear that many people had already arrived.



    



    I walked into the store and ordered four servings of mild flavor and two udon noodles.



    



    "There's really a lot of people."



    



    "It seems like it's a popular restaurant."



    



    "They say if you come here late, there won't be any seats, but you're lucky."



    



    "Where."



    



    Jujiseung checked the menu.



    



    "Is it just the spicy and mild flavors?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    Running a delivery service, I've definitely felt that having fewer menu items is better.



    



    It's easy to manage the ingredients, and if the business is as successful as this one, the turnover will be good, maintaining freshness.



    



    "The food is here."



    



    The boss just served the water chicken galbi.



    



    *3 servings of mild flavor and 1 udon noodle side



    



    "Wow."



    



    "Isn't it almost a loss?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin admired the spicy chicken stew.



    



    The bubbling red broth peeking through the piled-up vegetables is always enticing.



    



    "It smells like curry."



    



    "Right." It seems like this place adds some curry powder too.



    



    "Is this your first time too?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    I didn't eat breakfast before leaving, and I didn't really eat anything at the rest stop, so I'm starving like crazy.



    



    Before the udon noodles were even fully cooked, I ended up finishing two servings quickly, taking one bite at a time.



    



    "The broth is really clean."



    



    Baek Woo-jin was impressed.



    



    "It must be because of the minari." "This place is really nice."



    



    "When you eat it, it gets tough and the taste changes."



    



    One of the charms of mul dak galbi is that the taste of the broth changes little by little over time.



    



    "It's fully ripe."



    



    As soon as Jujiseung spoke, everyone rushed in.



    



    "Huff."



    



    Ho. Ho.



    



    As soon as I put the chicken in my mouth, my eyes widened.



    



    The flesh, infused with heat, is so tender. I wonder if I've ever eaten chicken this tender in my life.



    



    "Very soft."



    



    "Right." How did you do the meat tenderizing?



    



    Chicken is usually soaked in milk to tenderize the meat and remove any off-flavors, but even the monk, who knows such things, seems to find this place's chicken remarkable.



    



    Wow. "Crazy."



    



    Cha Ji-chan keeps exclaiming in admiration as he eats chives and chicken together.



    



    "It's worth coming all the way to Gangwon-do to eat." Really.



    



    "Exactly."



    



    Baek Woo-jin poured the soup into his small plate and gulped it down in one go, while Ju Ji-seung, realizing it wasn't working out, put his camera aside and focused on his meal.



    



    "I want to eat."



    



    Baek Woo-jin said.



    



    "Aren't you going to eat the fried rice?"



    



    "Just eat both."



    



    "Pig."



    



    "So, are you not going to eat?"



    



    When Baek Woo-jin asked, they were all hesitant, but Ju Ji-seung called the boss.



    



    "Boss, here are four rice bowls!"



    



    By the time the rice was served, the ingredients had simmered down nicely, and the broth had thickened quite a bit.



    



    Since the white rice was a perfect match, I quickly finished a bowl even though the only side dishes were radish kimchi and pickled radish.



    



    "How many should I fry?"



    



    After eating rice, the amount of spicy chicken ribs also decreased significantly. Baek Woo-jin brought up the fried rice as if it were the most natural thing in the world.



    



    "Just do two."



    



    "Okay." Let's just stir-fry two.



    



    When Ju Ji-seung and I suggested frying just two, Cha Ji-chan made a serious face.



    



    How many people are there? Do four.



    



    They said they were on a diet to prepare for the competition, but they've long since lost their grip on reality.



    



    "Didn't you say you were going to the competition?"



    



    "If you hadn't eaten, I wouldn't know." "I already ate, how can I hold back?"



    



    "That's true."



    



    The taste you know is the scariest.



    



    I don't have a strong desire to eat unfamiliar food, but it's hard to resist when I know how delicious it is.



    



    "Boss, please fry four servings of rice for us."



    



    Yes. Please turn up the heat.



    



    The boss came over right away and prepared a meal for me.



    



    I was really surprised when they added rice and seaweed flakes to the sizzling pan and then added sesame oil.



    



    The boss, who had poured in a ladleful of sesame oil, carelessly stir-fried the rice and spread it out before returning to the kitchen.



    



    "Uh."



    



    "……."



    



    "You're not making a mistake, are you?"



    



    There was not a hint of embarrassment, so I really wondered if this was right, but smelling the savory aroma, it did look delicious.



    



    "The smell is nice."



    



    "You seem to be writing it down yourself." "I put in so much, but it doesn't smell strong."



    



    "It was in a soju bottle."



    



    "Sigh."



    



    When I smell the fried rice and sesame oil together, my mouth waters.



    



    Tasting the edges that have started to stick to the pan, I can't help but nod my head.



    



    "It's delicious." "Really delicious."



    



    Today, my blood sugar will definitely spike.



    



    I ate a whole bowl of white rice with udon and even fried rice with plenty of sesame oil, so my blood can't possibly handle it.



    



    Nevertheless, I can't refuse the food in front of me.



    



    The savory aroma filling my nasal passages, the spicy seasoning, the tender flesh that you can bite into here and there, and the rice grains that are stuck together.



    



    It's truly a perfect water chicken galbi.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    After finishing lunch, I went into a nearby café.



    



    Everyone's expressions are completely relaxed, as if they have all just feasted.



    



    "Why isn't there a place like this near our house?"



    



    "My words."



    



    Since I came out early in the morning and I'm full, I'm starting to feel sleepy.



    



    "How long has it been since I've been this relaxed?"



    



    "Right?"



    



    We drank coffee and sat in silence without any special conversation, but this is exactly the kind of rest we need right now.



    



    "You're going to be busy again starting next week, huh?"



    



    Suddenly, I remembered the event at the end of June and spoke to Cha Ji-chan.



    



    Uh. Let's get started right away.



    



    "Seriously, you're just asking for trouble."



    



    "You're doing it because there's something to gain from the hardship."



    



    At Chajichan's words, both I and Baek Woo-jin smiled slightly.



    



    The Great National Expedition is an event that Cha Ji-chan has been preparing for since last year.



    



    The intention was for internet broadcasters to gather, share camaraderie, exercise, and perform good deeds.



    



    In this industry, it has garnered significant attention, as the Jimkkun channel, which has secured 2.6 million subscribers, is planning it, WTV is producing it, and it has also been contracted with Netflix, so everyone wants to participate.



    



    "We've already received all the applications."



    



    "Ugh."



    



    "How many people are there?"



    



    "Just over 1,200 people, I think."



    



    Joo Ji-seung's eyes widened, and Baek Woo-jin and I couldn't close our mouths.



    



    "Isn't this too big of a deal?"



    



    "Right." It would be nice if we all did it together, but having such a large group is a bit difficult. I'm planning to limit it to exactly 200 people.



    



    "Still a lot."



    



    "Have you secured both the accommodation and the restaurant?"



    



    "Then." Our kids are so meticulous.



    



    It's good that Cha Ji-chan proudly regards PD Ahn Sang-kyu and the other staff members, but the problem is that they also helped Baek Seung-yong.



    



    "He helped with the white victory car too."



    



    "Right."



    



    "This guy was a really cruel boss."



    



    "Exactly." How did you manage to prepare all of that in the meantime?



    



    So, hire a lot of people. If we take turns resting, we can do it all.



    



    "I don't have that kind of money."



    



    "You're making a lot of money, so stop whining."



    



    "Even the employees are employees, but aren't you overdoing it?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung said with concern.



    



    "You said you were going to participate in the competition."



    



    "Okay." How long has it been since the Baek Seung-yong car ended?



    



    Thinking about it, it's not a schedule that a normal person can handle.



    



    "It's all because I like it." "Just come and have fun with your brother without worrying."



    



    Cha Ji-chan smiled slightly.



    



    It seems like you're really looking forward to the grand trek, so I'm feeling good too.

  
    Heave-ho



    



    "But what's your name?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked about the name of the Great National Trekking event.



    



    Come to think of it, we even received applications for participation, but the event name wasn't clearly disclosed.



    



    "Walking all the way to that sky."



    



    Cha Ji-chan proudly replied.



    



    It's a title that anyone can tell is taken from an old MBC drama, but I'm worried about how many people will actually recognize it.



    



    Should I stop him? He spoke so confidently, but I was worried he might get hurt. Just then, Baek Woo-jin opened his mouth.



    



    "Old-fashioned."



    



    "Really?"



    



    "I didn't even get to see it." I only know the song.



    



    "You?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked me.



    



    "I only know the song too."



    



    "How about you?"



    



    "I did see it, but I barely remember." We were really young back then too.



    



    "Really?" The production company and the people at the broadcasting station seemed to like it.



    



    As it was a drama that caused a boom in the early 90s, it might receive a positive response among people in their 40s and 50s.



    



    "It's okay." So what if you don't know? If I listen to the song, it's over.



    



    I definitely feel like I want to start walking from Jeonju.



    



    "By the way, this is going to cost a lot." "If 200 people spend half a month together..."



    



    "That's right." It's a packed lunch; we can share the cost.



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin spoke with concern.



    



    Eong. About 2 billion.



    



    "Huh?"



    



    Asked as if startled.



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin were also so shocked that they couldn't close their mouths.



    



    "Why are you surprised?" It's all about getting investments and advertisements to make it happen.



    



    "Crazy."



    



    "No, no matter what, that's just not right."



    



    Even a YouTuber with 2.6 million subscribers would find it hard to imagine such a budget.



    



    As Cha Ji-chan himself explained, it would have been difficult to proceed without investment and advertising.



    



    "Then, please promote it properly so I don't go under."



    



    "Well, I guess so." Wow, but seriously, the porter is amazing.



    



    "I kept wondering if this was the right choice while preparing, but when the results for the Baek Seung-yong car came out, I felt completely at ease."



    



    Chajichan looked at me and said.



    



    "What are you talking about?"



    



    "When I only watch the news, it feels like the world is terrible because all I see are upsetting things." In the end, sincerity really does get through.



    



    Cha Ji-chan smiled slightly.



    



    "Which idiot runs a business at a loss?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin pointed at me with their fingers.



    



    "But there's someone who understands that?" Even helping out? "I didn't realize it because I was only watching the news, but it seems like the world is still worth living in."



    



    Cha Ji-chan lightly punched my chest.



    



    His behavior can be a bit eccentric, but he does good things and has great abilities, so I can't help but support him.



    



    "This guy might be a bit simple-minded, but I think I get what he's saying."



    



    Baek Woo-jin stepped forward.



    



    "Last month's view count was insane." I checked while coming over earlier, and I set a new record.



    



    "Me too."



    



    "Me too."



    



    Come to think of it, today is the day the earnings from last month are displayed. Even though it's not the exact amount, it's close enough that most of it gets deposited similarly.



    



    "Didn't you check?"



    



    "Uh."



    



    "Look."



    



    I wondered how many pictures they had taken to be talking like that, so I took out my smartphone.



    



    "Huh?"



    



    I thought that the views in May were particularly high compared to other months.



    



    It also made the news, and suddenly becoming a pitiful person, it received a lot of attention.



    



    Previously, views were determined solely by subscribers or the YouTube algorithm, but this time, many new viewers have been attracted due to social interest.



    



    Even so, $49,630.



    



    If you combine the advertising revenue and Super Chats, the money earned in May alone exceeded 100 million won by a wide margin.



    



    It really makes me want to work.



    



    "Crazy."



    



    "Wow."



    



    "Yikes."



    



    "This guy has more than me."



    



    The three people leaned in to check the amount, and then they were amazed and caused a commotion.



    



    Joo Ji-seung pushed me with his shoulder, Cha Ji-chan ruffled my hair, and Baek Woo-jin grabbed me and shook me.



    



    "You didn't upload many videos last month." I post every day.



    



    Baek Woo-jin gave up a lot of his own content while running Baek Seung-yong's car.



    



    Since it's a channel that deals with knowledge, each video requires a lot of preparation time, but there wasn't enough time for that.



    



    "Still!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin didn't take off his clothes.



    



    Seeing you all riled up, I somehow feel like teasing you.



    



    "How dare someone with a lower GPA than mine try to hold me back?"



    



    When I showed off to the fullest, Baek Woo-jin's mouth dropped open.



    



    "From now on, treat me like an older brother." Got it?



    



    "Eeeek." Frustrated. You have to call a side dish "hyung"?



    



    "Wasn't Chan-young originally the older brother?"



    



    Everyone chuckled softly at Jujiseung's question.



    



    "Chanyong is 89." How old is Woojin?



    



    "Did you not even know my age?"



    



    "Do you know my age?"



    



    Uh. Born in 1985, 39 years old.



    



    "Wow."



    



    "Ji-chan hyung is 38 years old, born in the Year of the Tiger in 1986."



    



    Wow. Baek Woo-jin is smart, huh? But why are the views like that?



    



    Ah! "Really!"



    



    When Cha Ji-chan brought up the view count, Baek Woo-jin jumped up and down.



    



    Relatively less so, but the Ugenius channel also benefited from the Baek Seung-yong car special, so the monthly view count is not significantly different from usual.



    



    Since Baek Woo-jin achieves the profit I made just once almost every month, I can tease him without worry.



    



    As I kept tearing, chewing, and savoring Baek Woo-jin, before I knew it, the teasing material had run out.



    



    After having a good laugh, fatigue sets in.



    



    "Let's go now."



    



    "Please drop me off at Donghae Station." I heard there's a KTX.



    



    "Me too."



    



    "Me too."



    



    Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin said to drop them off at Donghae Station.



    



    "Go up right away?"



    



    It would be nice to go up together after a day of rest, but when I ask out of regret, everyone shakes their heads.



    



    "You should rest."



    



    I guess I should get some sleep today and tomorrow too. "That's how you can muster up the energy to work again."



    



    "I'm so full that I keep getting sleepy."



    



    I was actually so exhausted that I didn't encourage it any further.



    



    Since there’s no proper place to stay, it would be better to go up and rest comfortably at their own home.



    



    "Let's go."



    



    Returned the empty glass to the counter and went back to Palgong.



    



    "……."



    



    Wow. It's serious.



    



    Creepy. How do you wash a car?



    



    Even on the way here, I was annoyed by the bugs splattering all over the windshield, and now there are a bunch of bug carcasses stuck to the grill.



    



    "Ahhhhh!"



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "I'm here."



    



    I entered the house, but there's no sign of anyone.



    



    Ah. You said you were going hiking, right?



    



    The hometown house, which I visited at the beginning of the year and returned to after nearly half a year, is as well-organized as it always has been.



    



    Following my diligent mother’s example, I should also clean the house regularly, but it’s not easy.



    



    I roughly washed up and now drowsiness is creeping in.



    



    I juggled broadcasting and running a business for a month, and today I couldn't get a proper night's sleep and had to run a long distance, so I feel completely drained.



    



    I was watching TV for a bit and then tried to sleep, but as soon as I lay down, I lost consciousness without even realizing when I fell asleep.



    



    Then, suddenly, I could smell something nice.



    



    The savory smell of soy sauce, doenjang, and pork mixed together is definitely boiled pork.



    



    As soon as I opened my eyes to the sound of placing the dishes, I realized it had already gotten dark outside, and only the kitchen was brightly lit.



    



    "Mother."



    



    "Did you wake up?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    I hugged my mother from behind.



    



    "It smells good."



    



    "This one." Creepy."



    



    "Smells like boiled pork."



    



    Sigh. "Go and sit down."



    



    "Yes."



    



    I grabbed the utensils and placed them on the table.



    



    There were already several vegetables on the table. Lettuce, perilla leaves, angelica, and bracken are all present.



    



    The car was nice. The car parked right in front of the entrance, right?



    



    Yes. Isn't it pretty?



    



    "Yeah." But it was really expensive.



    



    "Son, earn a lot of money."



    



    "When did you think it would fail?" "Use it sparingly."



    



    "That's true."



    



    I smiled faintly.



    



    "But what is all this?"



    



    "Picked it today."



    



    "Is this all of it?"



    



    I heard you went to Baekboknyeong with your friends, and wow, you brought back so much of this precious stuff.



    



    "Stay longer." "Should I give you more?"



    



    "No." This is also a lot.



    



    My mother was about to open the rice cooker, so I preempted her.



    



    "How's business going?"



    



    Don't even mention it. I don't know how I've managed to live for a month given how tough it has been.



    



    "Still, it was worthwhile, right?"



    



    Yes. After living for so long, I even made it to the news. Getting compliments too. Thinking about it, I can't even remember the last time I received a compliment.



    



    My mother took out the boiled pork and sliced it.



    



    Even though it's a view from behind, I somehow feel like you're smiling.



    



    "Mom doesn't mean anything else, but she likes seeing you do good things and have fun with your friends."



    



    It's the story of Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "That's true."



    



    Until last year, I felt like I was alone in the world, but before I knew it, my surroundings became lively.



    



    In crowded places or among sociable people, I feel drained, but with Baek Seung-yong, I don't feel that way at all.



    



    On the contrary, I feel a sense of relief, which is quite surprising.



    



    "But you must have spent a lot of money."



    



    Yes. If it had just been us, it would have been a deficit.



    



    "Okay." How can you sell that lunchbox for 3,000 won? While giving soup and drinks too.



    



    "Only the last week was 3,000 won, and it was 4,000 won."



    



    "Still." These days, even a bowl of gukbap costs around ten thousand won.



    



    It seems that the rising cost of living is not just an issue for Seoul.



    



    Seeing that bean sprout soup costs 9,000 to 10,000 won, I really wondered if this was reality.



    



    "Still, I made a lot of money."



    



    "How?"



    



    "I did ads, got video views, and received sponsorships."



    



    "I can't get used to you doing things like that."



    



    "Me too."



    



    Receiving side dishes from my mother and placing them on the table, it feels like a royal feast.



    



    "Wow."



    



    "Eat a lot."



    



    They tell me to lose weight, but when it's time to eat, they always tell me to eat a lot.



    



    "I will eat well."



    



    First, I put the seasoned bracken fern in my mouth.



    



    The nutty aroma of sesame oil pairs perfectly with the bitter scent of the young greens, making it a delicacy.



    



    "Really delicious."



    



    "Mom's skills are still as good as ever, right?"



    



    "Of course." My mother's skills are the best.



    



    We generally don't handle meat that has fallen into water, but my mother's boiled pork is an exception.



    



    I placed some angelica on the lettuce, added a piece of boiled pork and some radish salad on top, and when I wrapped it up and ate it, spring came to my mouth.



    



    As June approaches, the weather has gotten much warmer, and the various aromas stimulate my nose and tongue, making my mouth water.



    



    Sundubu doenjang jjigae also has the taste of my mother.



    



    Spoon it up generously and mix it gently with the rice, and my stomach and chest feel at ease.



    



    Since I've eaten something rich, it's time to refresh my palate with something cool.



    



    As I pick up and eat the young radish kimchi, it is refreshingly crisp, like breaking through thin ice.



    



    "Young radish is also delicious."



    



    "I just got a taste for it."



    



    The young radish kimchi balances out the slight greasiness of the tender boiled pork.



    



    If we have this young radish kimchi, wouldn't we be able to eat boiled pork belly endlessly?



    



    Right. "I sent the money, did you check it?"



    



    You don't have to send it. Mom earns money, right?



    



    "Still." Please check it once.



    



    My mother picked up her phone and examined it, then widened her eyes.



    



    "Oh my." Oh my. "Look at this."



    



    "Hehehe."



    



    "Why did you send so much?" Huh?”



    



    "I made a lot of money this time." Don't worry and use it where you need it.



    



    "Still, that's not right." No. I'll send it back to you again.



    



    "Mom, I'm really okay." It's not even one-tenth of the money I earned.



    



    My mother looks at me with her brows furrowed.



    



    I sent you 10 million won, but it seems hard for you to believe that it's only 10%.

  
    Heave-ho



    



    Stuffing the wrap into his mouth, he took out his phone to show the earnings, then alternated between lifting and lowering his glasses, holding the phone far away and then bringing it close, examining the screen.



    



    It's a bit funny.



    



    "Is this for real?"



    



    "Of course." Why would I lie to my mother?



    



    "Oh my." Who gives so much money like this? YouTube, right?



    



    "The viewers gave it." With the advertiser.”



    



    My mother alternated between looking at her phone and me, then handed the phone back to me.



    



    "Still no."



    



    "Eh." You saw it, didn't you?



    



    "How hard it is to live right now." Save it well and use it later when you buy a house.



    



    "Don't worry, I'm collecting it well." This time, I'm opening a fixed deposit and also putting money into a savings account.



    



    "How do you spend the money your mom earned through hard work?"



    



    "Then what about me?" "Am I a bad son for spending the money my mother earned through hard work?"



    



    "Mom is Mom, right?"



    



    "A son is a son."



    



    "Sigh."



    



    "It's really okay." I earned it through hard work, and it's not money earned through bad deeds. So, enjoy it a bit. Do you think it's nice to benefit from your accomplished son?



    



    Come to think of it, the sash has been bothering me.



    



    It was bent, and even a slight breeze would make it rattle and produce a loud wind sound.



    



    Let's take this opportunity to get the sashimi. It's been a long time, hasn't it?



    



    "No."



    



    "It's hot in the summer, and bugs come in." It's cold in winter. There's no reason not to fix it. Let's do it anew.



    



    "No." No.



    



    "Do it."



    



    "No." I can't do it.



    



    Mother shook her head.



    



    Even after saying that, it seems like my son is reluctant to spend the money he earned, even though he's cutting back on sleep.



    



    "It's not like I'm being extravagant; I'm just using it for necessary things."



    



    "I can't do this."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "You need at least 2,000."



    



    "……."



    



    I didn't know the sash was that expensive.



    



    "Mother."



    



    "Hmm?"



    



    "I'll earn more money and buy you a new house."



    



    If it costs 20 million won to fix the window frames of a 30-year-old apartment, it would be better to save that money and buy a larger, newly built apartment instead.



    



    "Mom likes this house, so buy your house first."



    



    I work myself to the bone, but my income is returning more than my effort.



    



    The money earned with the help of those around me and the viewers, along with a bit of luck, will be hard to maintain continuously.



    



    "We have to work hard." Mom, I feel so energized after eating. "Let's go, let's go."



    



    Mother smiled gently.



    



    "Okay." Our son is cool.



    



    "Isn't it cool?"



    



    "But why has our wonderful son never had a girlfriend?"



    



    "……."



    



    Suddenly, they tear my heart apart.



    



    "Now that I've lost weight, I look good too." Earn a lot of money too. The heart is also kind. "Who's not taking our wonderful son?"



    



    "Mom, it's only with you."



    



    “왜? This should be enough, right?



    



    "Eh." Hurry up and eat. Am I going to eat it all?



    



    "Stay longer." Eat more.



    



    "That's not what I meant..."



    



    "Don't you have someone you like?"



    



    "……I do have it."



    



    "Really?" Who?



    



    "No." No.



    



    "The employee we talked about before?" They said you were good at your job and very competent, right?



    



    "Oh, no." Hurry up and eat. The stew is getting cold.



    



    "Talk to me." Huh?”



    



    I shouldn't have brought it up.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    ***



    



    I rested well at my hometown house and returned to Seoul on Monday morning.



    



    Thanks to sleeping almost the entire two days, I couldn't feel better.



    



    As expected, mother and hometown are the best.



    



    The fatigue of the past month melted away like snow, and after chatting warmly with my mother, seeing her smile and hearing her proud words, my heart felt completely recharged.



    



    The weather is nice, and I'm in a good mood, so I went to work a bit earlier than usual and organized my tasks for today.



    



    "Let's see."



    



    Starting today, I will begin new content with Baek Woo-jin.



    



    The name is 'Cooking Report'.



    



    It can mean to report on cooking, to have stored stories about cooking in a treasure trove, and it can also mean the verb "to see."



    



    I like that it can also be read as "cooking" in the sense of scrutinizing things carefully.



    



    As the title suggests, it's a time to unravel the story intertwined with a single dish.



    



    In fact, it's the same format as 'Baekban Hana,' which was previously conducted alongside Baekban Debate, just with a different name.



    



    The dish we will be covering today is chogye-tang.



    



    When the weather gets hot, it's a dish that always comes to mind, so I prepared it.



    



    Since there is still a lot of time before Baek Woo-jin arrives, I plan to write the editing guide for the poultry filming and also look into chogye-tang.



    



    "CEO."



    



    In that moment, my heart stopped.



    



    When I turned around, there was aged kimchi.



    



    You came out early. Are you feeling okay?



    



    Ah. Yes. It's really great. Hello?



    



    Flustered and rambling, Mukji looks at me with concern.



    



    "Did you have a good weekend?"



    



    Yes. I finally got to rest comfortably. How was the meeting?



    



    "It was good." The rumors weren't unfounded. The chicken is really tender, and it seems like they make the udon from scratch. I don't know for sure, but it was somehow different from the products sold at the supermarket.



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    The aged kimchi smiled faintly and headed to its place.



    



    After realizing my feelings, I've been worried continuously, but after two days, I still can't seem to calm down.



    



    Moreover, I still haven't been able to check last Monday's tasks.



    



    I can't stop worrying about whether Mukji heard or didn't hear what I said about liking them in front of my friends.



    



    I stepped outside to drink some cold water and clear my head, but I almost bumped into some aged kimchi.



    



    "……."



    



    When I was so surprised that I couldn't say anything, Mukji showed me the tumbler.



    



    It seems the timing was just right.



    



    This is bad for the heart.



    



    "PD-nim."



    



    "Yes."



    



    "……."



    



    I've always wanted to ask.



    



    I wanted to confirm if you heard what I said in front of my friends back then.



    



    "Is something wrong?"



    



    Muk-ji asked with concern. When we eat, our voices are no different from when we were sharing.



    



    The eyes looking at me are no different from when walking down the Metasequoia Road, and my breathing is steady as if sitting on a bench.



    



    I am no different now than I was back then.



    



    "CEO?"



    



    The moment the aged kimchi called me back.



    



    Whether I heard that or not has become no longer important.



    



    If you didn't hear it, convey it properly.



    



    If you heard it, I want to hear the answer.



    



    I want to confirm that the joyful memories of our conversations and the beating emotions are not just mine.



    



    "……."



    



    The aged kimchi is waiting.



    



    Don't hesitate any longer; you need to muster your courage.



    



    "Jo."



    



    Looking into their eyes, I find myself at a loss for words.



    



    I don't know why it's so hard to say this one sentence after talking to myself for hours.



    



    "Jo, did you have breakfast?"



    



    "……."



    



    You need to eat breakfast to be healthy. Hahaha."



    



    There is no response.



    



    That, PD-nim.



    



    "Please speak."



    



    "Would you like to have dinner together after the broadcast?" I know a restaurant with delicious pasta.



    



    It's just too much to talk about right now.



    



    I guess I should at least borrow the power of the atmosphere from a decent place.



    



    "It won't work."



    



    I was taken aback by the refusal of the aged kimchi.



    



    "Didn't you have a regular meal on Saturday following Friday?" If you do that again today, it won't be good for your blood sugar management.



    



    "Ah."



    



    "Recently, you have been letting your guard down." You need to resolve to do it again.



    



    "Still."



    



    "I'm fine with just a salad or bibimbap." You don't have to take me to a nice place like last time.



    



    Uh....... So, can we have dinner together then?



    



    "Didn't we always eat together?"



    



    I was relieved that I wasn't rejected for dinner either.



    



    "Then I'll buy a salad from up ahead."



    



    "Alright."



    



    The aged kimchi quietly approached.



    



    I was startled and froze, but they passed by me and brought the tumbler to the water dispenser.



    



    Really, it's bad for my heart.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Since Baek Woo-jin said he would be a bit late, I started the broadcast early.



    



    As I drink my coffee while watching the number of viewers increase in an instant, everyone has something to say.



    



    └I like you



    



    └Why did you turn it on so early?



    



    └What else is there besides cooking? LOL



    



    └Is it Baek Woo-jin again?



    



    └Gukbap combination



    



    Hello.



    



    In the past, we greeted each person by calling out their nickname one by one, but now it would take hours to do so, so we have no choice but to skip it.



    



    I can't help but feel regretful.



    



    "Why would a soup and rice combination be called soup and rice?" Have you ever gotten tired of gukbap? "It's a soup because it's that delicious."



    



    └For real lol



    



    So, what is "cooking report," lol?



    



    └Did you get some rest?



    



    └The videos keep coming up.



    



    "Let's cook and talk together when Woojin comes." I rested a lot over the weekend. As expected, it's the hometown house. I spent the whole two days just eating and sleeping.



    



    My son who came down from Seoul not only doesn't help with the housework but also demands food.



    



    Is our kid still a kid?



    



    └Flame Flame Filial Child



    



    └hahahahahahahaha



    



    Why is the vibe in this room like this? LOL



    



    └The host and the listener are both determined to send everyone to hell, lol.



    



    "Seriously." I can't say anything. "Did he really just eat and sleep?"



    



    Of course, they really just eat, sleep, and do whatever they want, but since these people can't even check with their mothers, they can act however they please.



    



    My son gave me a lot of allowance before he left~ Please don't scold me~



    



    └Is she really your mother?



    



    └Liar lol



    



    └It's boring.



    



    "Huh?"



    



    I noticed the ID my mother used. I was surprised, so I called, and they answered right away.



    



    -Yeah~ son



    



    "Mom, are you watching my broadcast right now?"



    



    -Uh. I'm watching.



    



    "LEE6205, is this your mother's ID?"



    



    -Yes. It's Mom's ID. Is my voice on the air right now?



    



    "No." Why? "Shall I play it for you?"



    



    -Okay. Play it for a moment.



    



    I switched to speakerphone.



    



    - No, I'm upset because you don't know that our son is a good son. 어머. It's finally coming out. Everyone, our son gave me a lot of allowance before he left. Please don't say anything, just eating and sleeping makes me pretty~ Thank you for watching Chan Yong's broadcast.



    



    "……."



    



    └No way, lol.



    



    └Oh my god, lol.



    



    └It's true that they only eat and sleep, lol.



    



    └Mother's testimony



    



    └Is giving you allowance enough? I can't even help my elderly mother!



    



    └Mom told you not to say anything, right?



    



    └Am-am. You shouldn't say anything to your son in front of your mother.



    



    "Um, Mother." I'll hang up now.



    



    -Okay. Take care. Oh, the one you said you liked.



    



    Due to the unexpected outburst, my mother hung up the call before she could even finish her sentence.



    



    Wow, they just hung up on their mom's call because they were embarrassed.



    



    You said you liked it, right?



    



    └We should add the "bad son" section to the side dish controversy tab.



    



    └I'm disappointed with the diabetes uncle. You pretended to be nice, and now you just hang up on my mom's call like that?



    



    What were you going to say?



    



    It's a story about aged kimchi.



    



    He kept asking if I was meeting anyone yesterday, so I had no choice but to say that I had someone in mind, but I never revealed who it was.



    



    It seems you were curious about who I like.



    



    It's perplexing.



    



    "Yo!"



    



    Just then, Baek Woo-jin opened the door and came in.



    



    └It's Baek Woo-jin.



    



    └Wooha



    



    └Why do my cheeks get puffy every time I see you?



    



    └If we wait just a little longer, Baek Woo-jin will look more steamed than the side dishes, huh?



    



    "What do you mean?" Why are the viewers here so rude? Did you see me?



    



    Baek Woo-jin checked the chat window and started arguing with the viewers.



    



    └What is it as soon as you arrive?



    



    └I watched all the Ugenius videos.



    



    └Honestly, I am a bit chubby~



    



    "You've seen it all?" "Then I admit it."



    



    If you're going to accept it so easily, why do you always pick fights?



    



    He's really an incomprehensible guy.

  
    Heave-ho



    



    Baek Woo-jin plopped down onto the chair. You look somewhat exhausted, and there's sweat on your face.



    



    "Hot?"



    



    "It's too hot."



    



    "Didn't you come by car?"



    



    "I had a meeting with the publisher, so I stopped by there and then walked over." "It's really so hot and humid."



    



    Baek Woo-jin fanned his clothes and complained about the heat.



    



    Since the parking spots can be ambiguous, it seems they just left it and walked a bit.



    



    "Could you lower the air conditioner temperature a bit?"



    



    No. PD-nim is cold.



    



    Baek Woo-jin narrowed his eyes.



    



    "Just a little."



    



    "No."



    



    Mukjin has been suffering from an eating disorder for a long time, so her physical condition is not very good.



    



    If you catch a cold after being exposed to the cold wind while your immune system is weakened, it would be a big problem.



    



    "Are you really going to come out like this?"



    



    If you endure a little, it will get better. I'll turn on the fan for you.



    



    "Uh~ So you're saying that after 5 months with Eunji, you like her more than me, who you've known for 5 years?"



    



    "Hey."



    



    Startled, I covered Baek Woo-jin's mouth, and a beeping electronic sound was heard.



    



    When I turned my head, I could see Muk-ji controlling the air conditioner with the remote.



    



    "Thank you."



    



    When Baek Woo-jin thanked Muk Eun-ji, she slightly bowed her head in greeting and then returned to her seat to put on a thin cardigan.



    



    "……."



    



    "What's wrong?"



    



    Since I didn't answer, Baek Woo-jin waved his hand in front of me.



    



    When I said I was hot, they didn't lower the temperature, but as soon as Baek Woo-jin said he was hot, they immediately lowered it. I don't understand why that bothers me so much.



    



    "No." Let's get started.



    



    I set up the screen for the cooking report and played the Baby Dinosaur Dooly music.



    



    Ddu ddu-



    



    "Cooking report."



    



    "Even if I cook."



    



    "Are you pissed off?"



    



    "Huh?"



    



    "Why are you sweating and making a fuss?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin blinked with a dazed expression.



    



    "Why do you come all this way just to turn my insides upside down?"



    



    Huh? Huh?



    



    "Is it really hot?"



    



    "Jo, a little?"



    



    I dragged the fan over, turned it on, opened the freezer, filled a bag with ice, and placed it on Baek Woo-jin's head.



    



    "Still hot?"



    



    "Hyung, what's wrong with you?"



    



    "Are you hot?!"



    



    "Oh, no."



    



    "You're sweating!" Why are you sweating when it's hot? 벗어! "Let's at least take off our clothes!"



    



    When I tried to take off his clothes, Baek Woo-jin was horrified.



    



    "Are you crazy?" "Why are you doing this?!"



    



    "It's hot!" It's so hot, I'm going crazy! "I'm going to die!"



    



    "I didn't say anything that extreme!" "Let go of this!"



    



    "Don't you want to take off your clothes?"



    



    "Of course!"



    



    I took the ice out of the freezer whole.



    



    "No way." No, right?



    



    I pulled on Baek Woo-jin's clothes to shake the ice out, and he jumped up.



    



    "Stop!" Stop! For side dishes! Ah! Hyung! Hyung, please! Sorry! Sorry!



    



    "Why are you sorry!" I'm sorry! "It's really hot, and I'm so sorry I can't even turn on the air conditioner!"



    



    "No!" I messed up! I'll endure it. "I'll endure!"



    



    "Why endure it?" I was wrong. Refreshing, isn't it? "Are you feeling cool now?"



    



    Ah! I must be really crazy!



    



    I felt sorry for putting them all in, so I only put one in my clothes, and now it's wriggling around making a fuss.



    



    └hahahahahahahahahaha



    



    What the heck is going on? LOL



    



    Why did they suddenly do that? LOL



    



    └It's heartwarming. I even scraped off the precious ice for my hot younger sibling.



    



    └I love it to death



    



    └What the heck



    



    Has the concept of this room changed?



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who took out ice from around his lower back, plops down on the chair and glares at me.



    



    "Still hot?"



    



    "No." It's not hot at all, is it?



    



    "Then why are you huffing and puffing like that?" Steam will come out.



    



    "......Just get started already."



    



    I played the Dooly song again.



    



    "Cooking report."



    



    "Even if you look at it that way."



    



    "Stories about food we can understand." We are with Mr. Baek Woo-jin, who explores all the knowledge in the world.



    



    "You're really shameless." Just a moment ago, something happened to me.



    



    "You're going to edit it anyway, so just give up."



    



    "Who gave you the right to edit it?" There are only ten thousand people here right now, who are you trying to fool?



    



    "Why are you getting so worked up?" "Do you want it to get hot again?"



    



    "No."



    



    └Why so fierce?I want to get hot



    



    └Look at how Baek Woo-jin is all hunched over, lol.



    



    └The side dishes were really terrible Can't you do something about it since it's a bit hot



    



    └Still, it seems refreshing.



    



    I clapped my hands.



    



    "Today, I have prepared an interesting story about chogye-tang." "It's a dish that's loved every summer as a refreshing tonic, but I've heard there's an interesting story behind it?"1)



    



    Baek Woo-jin was pouting, but when it was his turn, he started explaining again.



    



    “Yes There are many stories about the origin of the name "chogye-tang."



    



    "Just thinking about it, isn't it just chicken and vinegar that makes it chogye-tang?"



    



    There are two arguments. There are people who say that the "cho" in "chogye-tang" comes from "cho" meaning vinegar and "gye" meaning chicken, and there are others who say that "gye" comes from the Pyeongan-do dialect word for mustard.



    



    "Then, chogye-tang must be a Pyongan-do dish, right?"



    



    “Yes. On April 1, 2011, Manager Choi Young-cheol of the Cultural Business Department at the Seoul Newspaper Company wrote about the royal court dish, Chogye-tang, from the Pyeongan Province during the Joseon Dynasty, introducing it as a representative royal court dish of that region.



    



    "Alright." "But why are the claims about the etymology divided?"



    



    I don't know the exact reason. However, places that sell chogye-tang or people knowledgeable about cooking usually say that the name comes from vinegar and mustard. The National Institute of the Korean Language says it's "gye."



    



    I searched for "chogye-tang" in the National Institute of the Korean Language's Standard Korean Dictionary and showed it to the viewers.



    



    "Sure enough, it says 'chicken' in the dictionary."



    



    "In fact, chogye-tang was a high-class dish that was often enjoyed in the royal court." If you look at the records of the royal banquet, in February 1795, Jeongjo served chogye-tang at the 60th birthday banquet he prepared for Queen Hye-gyeong.



    



    February? Cold food in winter. Ah, so we could only eat it in winter because there was no ice.



    



    "Good deduction, but no." Chogye-tang was originally a warm dish.



    



    Baek Woo-jin continued to explain.



    



    In the 18th-century cookbook "Supplemented Forest Economy," the recipe for Chogye-tang is described like this. They say to put a fat hen and the white part of green onions in a pot, pour in good vinegar, soy sauce, and sesame oil, and simmer it until the chicken bones are tender enough to come off, then beat 6-7 eggs and mix them in.



    



    "That's true." It wasn't cold food from the beginning.



    



    "Sometimes, and the mustard is missing too."



    



    "Could it be that the chief is mustard?"



    



    The chief washed the moldy fermented soybean blocks and soaked them in saltwater to ferment. You can think of it as freshly made soy sauce that isn't very dark in color.



    



    "So, chogye-tang was originally a soup made by adding vinegar, soy sauce, and sesame oil to chicken." So, what's the deal with the mustard?



    



    "It's literally North Korean local cuisine." In the Pyeongan and Hamgyeong regions, during the summer, they would make chogye-tang by removing the fat from the chicken and adding fresh vegetables, abalone, or sea cucumber. Mustard has been used since ancient times for its disinfecting properties to keep vegetables fresh.



    



    "So, did the chogye-tang we ate in North Korea actually have mustard in it?"



    



    "There's a high possibility of that." So, since Pyongyang Naengmyeon started selling Chogye-tang, a traditional North Korean dish, in Seoul from 1950, it seems that there were probably two types of Chogye-tang: one using the character for chicken (Stop!) and the other using the character for mustard (Mustard).



    



    "It's fascinating." But the chogye-tang introduced in the 1700s is a warm dish, right? How did this happen?



    



    "I think it might have been lost."



    



    "The original chicken soup recipe was lost?"



    



    If you look at Bang Sin-young's "Joseon Cuisine Recipes" published in the 1910s, it introduces chogye-tang as a dish eaten cold in the summer. From then on, it will continue to be introduced in the same way. The traditional methods are not being used, but they probably disappeared around the time the Joseon royal family was disbanded. "However, there is a possibility that it was gradually passed on to the public by those who worked in the palace."



    



    "So, are you saying there were two types of chogye-tang, the warm one eaten in the royal court and the cold one eaten in Pyeongan-do?"



    



    I think there's a high possibility of that. So, depending on which chogye-tang you are referring to, the meaning of "gye" changes.



    



    "Alright." We discussed the thoughts of Baek Woo-jin and myself regarding the origin of the name "Chogye-tang." In fact, nothing has been precisely revealed. Please keep that in mind.



    



    "I hope so."



    



    "By the way, talking about chogye-tang makes me want to have a bowl."



    



    "Do you want to eat together later?"



    



    "I have a prior engagement."



    



    "With whom?"



    



    Since I didn't answer, Baek Woo-jin subtly turned his head to check the aged kimchi and then grabbed me by the collar.



    



    How can a person be like that? Huh? "How could you change like that?"



    



    "Why, why are you doing this?"



    



    "Did you bring me all the way here just to send me back without even having a meal together?" It's changed! "Hyung, you changed!"



    



    "I'm on a diet, you know." I can't eat regular meals as often as you do.



    



    "Why are you the only one getting excluded?"



    



    "I'm trying to live, I'm trying to live."



    



    "Then there's nothing we can do."



    



    Baek Woo-jin relaxed his grip and sat quietly.



    



    Seeing them change their attitude so suddenly can be a bit scary sometimes.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    ***



    



    After the broadcast ended, Baek Woo-jin propped his chin on his hand and asked.



    



    "So?" What happened?



    



    "What?"



    



    "I heard you like Eunji." Did you talk?



    



    "Not yet."



    



    Baek Woo-jin shook his head vigorously.



    



    "Hyung, are you really going to get punished for that?"



    



    "Shut up." "Go quickly."



    



    “Wow. Are you throwing it away since the work is done? I'm really disappointed.



    



    "That's not it." Ah.



    



    I'm so frustrated that my head is pounding.



    



    Confirming that Mukeunji was still at work, he lowered his voice.



    



    "I'm going to talk about it today."



    



    Baek Woo-jin opened his mouth wide and then leaned in.



    



    "Really?"



    



    "So, please just let it slide today."



    



    Hmm. Okay. Well, if that's the reason, I'll let it slide. But how do I say it?



    



    "I was planning to have a meal at a nice place, take a walk, and then talk, but the PD suggested having salad, so I'm not sure."



    



    "It almost turned into a really big problem." Bro, you have to confess openly, no matter what.



    



    "What are you talking about?"



    



    "You have to do it loudly while giving the bouquet in a crowded place." Haven't you seen the movie?



    



    "I'd rather hang myself than listen to you."



    



    Ah, so frustrating. "I'm telling you, it's real!"



    



    Shut up. "Go quickly."



    



    "Hehehehe." Fighting."



    



    Baek Woo-jin left my room with a beaming smile.



    



    "Ms. Eunji, I'm leaving." "Thank you for your hard work."



    



    "Thank you for your hard work."

  
    My House



    



    "Thank you for your hard work."



    



    "Thank you for your hard work."



    



    I greeted them, and Mukunji responded with a small smile.



    



    What would you like to eat? I'll go buy it.



    



    "I will go with you."



    



    I was trying to figure out how to express my feelings while I was away, but I'm flustered.



    



    However, there was no particular reason to refuse, so I locked the office door and left together.



    



    "Was today's broadcast script perhaps boring?"



    



    While waiting for the elevator, Mukunji asked how the script was.



    



    "No." Exactly. If that were the case, I would have told you in advance. Why? "Did it not turn out well?"



    



    "There are times when you usually act exaggeratedly, but today was particularly so, which was puzzling."



    



    "Ah."



    



    When I said I was hot, they didn't lower the air conditioning, but when Baek Woo-jin said it, they immediately lowered the temperature, so I felt strange.



    



    I told Baek Woo-jin about it, but it seemed strange to him.



    



    Thinking back on it, my own behavior feels strange to me too.



    



    "Is there another reason?"



    



    Mugunji got into the elevator and asked.



    



    Seeing your eyes looking at me without any pretense, I become honest without even realizing it.



    



    "I'm a bit angry."



    



    "Mr. Baek Woo-jin, were you that angry about the heat?"



    



    "No." Since Woojin said it was hot, the PD turned on the air conditioner, right?



    



    "Yes."



    



    Have I really been this childish?



    



    I feel embarrassed even while saying it.



    



    "That made me angry."



    



    The aged kimchi blinks at me.



    



    "Were you trying to save on the electricity bill?"



    



    "No."



    



    "Then why……."



    



    "When I said I was hot, you said no."



    



    What am I even saying right now?



    



    I can't believe myself. I had no confidence in facing the aged kimchi, so as soon as the door opened, I hurriedly rushed out.



    



    I don't know why you brought that up.



    



    I walked ahead in a fluster, but it's so stupidly hopeless to think that I have to wait since we're going to the same place anyway.



    



    While waiting in front of the building, the old pickled cabbage slowly approached.



    



    "I understand."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    I was taken aback and asked back.



    



    I couldn't help but be surprised by Mukji's understanding of the nonsense I just blurted out.



    



    "Thinking about it, I can see how that might be the case." "It was merely an action for the smooth progress of the broadcast, and I had no other intentions."



    



    "Of course." I know.



    



    I felt infinitely small in front of Mukji, who was even trying to understand the absurd things I said.



    



    "I don't know why I'm like this either."



    



    The moment I turn my head and see the aged kimchi, I become honest again.



    



    "Actually, I know." I know.



    



    I feel like my heart is going to burst.



    



    The air on the night before summer is somewhat humid, and the high-rise buildings surrounding the area have lights flickering here and there.



    



    Amidst the people walking on the street and the sound of car engines, only she captures my gaze and ears.



    



    "I like you."



    



    Muk-ji is flustered. Looking around, they don't know what to do.



    



    "I was jealous because I liked you."



    



    I pondered over it for several days.



    



    Where and in what voice to convey it.



    



    I practiced in front of the mirror, trying to figure out what kind of expression to make and whether it looked strange, but I often turned my head in embarrassment.



    



    I wondered what words I should use to fully convey my feelings, so I wrote and erased on the practice sheet over and over again.



    



    After pulling the blanket and kicking it dozens of times, I got jealous.



    



    Among all those countless imaginations, this is the most pathetic confession.



    



    "Pathetic, isn't it?"



    



    "Why do you think that?"



    



    "That's all they say."



    



    I couldn't continue speaking.



    



    "I was a bit flustered, but I felt relieved."



    



    The traffic light has changed.



    



    However, I also didn't cross the pedestrian bridge.



    



    "You never expressed it directly, so sometimes I wondered if I was mistaken."



    



    I don't know what it means.



    



    "But you said you felt jealous." I'm very pleased to hear it directly from you.



    



    The aged kimchi smiled at me.



    



    "I like it too."



    



    I'm unbelievably happy, but...



    



    In fact, I might have already known.



    



    The conversations, expressions, emotions, and time we shared all told me that my feelings right now were not an illusion.



    



    A lot. I like it a lot.



    



    "I like it a lot too."



    



    I was looking at her when I suddenly felt shy and looked at the traffic light.



    



    Waiting side by side for the green light, the moment the signal changed and we stepped forward, our hands brushed once, and then again.



    



    They moved a little closer and pressed their palms together.



    



    There was no time to even think about which salad to eat, and it felt like a disaster would strike if I let go of my hands until I returned to the office.



    



    Even after entering, I held on tightly.



    



    I should have taken out the salad, but I didn't want to, so I put it down, and we just held hands and pretended to be busy.



    



    "……It was childish, wasn't it?" To Woojin.



    



    "The CEO was originally somewhat childish."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    ***



    



    "That point is cute." I walked quickly because I was embarrassed, but then I realized we had to go together, so I waited.



    



    I got caught.



    



    "I don't know why I did that either."



    



    "I thought Mr. Baek Woo-jin might surprisingly have a strong body odor."



    



    "Heheh." What is that?



    



    "I thought you were just smelling like sweat because you got a little sweaty."



    



    "Hahaha!"



    



    It was so absurd and ridiculous that I burst out laughing. I didn't know, but sometimes he says the most ridiculous things.



    



    "Shall we eat now?"



    



    After laughing heartily once, I suggested we eat, and the aged kimchi nodded.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Tonight's dinner is chicken breast salad.



    



    The CEO frowns and rummages through the salad.



    



    Even though they hate it so much, I wonder why they insisted on the same thing, but when they frown and then make eye contact, they break into a big smile.



    



    Then I also feel good, and my lips keep curling up, making me lower my head.



    



    I haven't felt this way in a really long time.



    



    In fact, there was some anxiety.



    



    At first, they were so proactive, but after work, they never contacted me first.



    



    I understood that since you work so much, you must be tired and go to bed early.



    



    I always called him PD, but I realized that when it came to work, I also called him CEO to make a distinction, and I understood his deep consideration.



    



    I thought that not saying "I love you" or "I like you" was also because I was embarrassed.



    



    I thought that was enough since both my feelings and his had been fully conveyed.



    



    However, it was hard to understand why there was no common physical affection between lovers.



    



    I started to doubt whether I was mistaken, given that he didn't even think about holding hands, let alone kissing, which even kindergarteners do.



    



    Then, when I suddenly got offered a two-day, one-night trip, I was taken aback.



    



    I was wondering if he was just dull, or if it was my misunderstanding, or if he simply had no such desires at all.



    



    I thought, surprisingly, there's a bold side to you.



    



    I thought that saying I wanted to introduce you to my mother was moving too fast.



    



    Thus, the doubts were resolved, but the anxiety remained.



    



    I was worried that he might not like me because I was too skinny, and I kept wanting to confirm whether he really liked me.



    



    And today, after spending the weekend while suppressing the desire to see you.



    



    With truly unexpected actions, they dispelled all doubts.



    



    "Would you like some more?"



    



    The CEO offered me a salad.



    



    Chicken breast, sprouts, lettuce, and bell peppers are all things I dislike.



    



    "I can't eat that much."



    



    "......PD-nim."



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Where was I okay?"



    



    The intention behind the question is obvious.



    



    He was also anxious like me.



    



    When I think about it, I realize that I'm the same when it comes to not expressing myself, so I can understand why the CEO mentioned feeling jealous and liking Mr. Baek Woo-jin today.



    



    "At first, I didn't see him as a man."



    



    The way they have their mouth wide open is cute.



    



    "I thought he was just a strange person who says strange things."



    



    The mouth gets bigger.



    



    "However, as we started working together, things gradually changed." Even with wounds, knowing how to consider others, and even with pain, knowing how to rise again. I came to respect that attitude by observing it up close.



    



    He/she is embarrassed, rubbing his/her neck.



    



    "When I first found out about the feelings, I was taken aback, but eventually, I realized that despite those feelings, I had already kept them in my heart." I wanted to get to know you slowly, just as you said.



    



    Tilts the head slightly.



    



    It seems like it doesn't resonate.



    



    "At that time, it was a bit cool."



    



    "When?"



    



    "In front of the Hongdangmu Entertainment headquarters."



    



    The day I provoked Kim Seo-jin.



    



    I was going to take a hit, but I wasn't unafraid.



    



    At that time, I weighed about 34 kg, and if an adult man was determined to harm me, I couldn't resist.



    



    It was broad daylight and in an open space, and I was carrying a self-defense spray, but I was barely able to hold my trembling body together.



    



    I don't know how they found the courage to do that.



    



    No.



    



    To protect this person and to protect my relationship with this person.



    



    "And the way he never lost his smile while driving the Baek Seung's car was truly impressive."



    



    The CEO mumbles and then bursts out laughing.



    



    "I was a bit confused at first too."



    



    It's the first time we're having such an open conversation, so I'm curious about what we'll talk about.



    



    "What part was confusing?"



    



    "She handles contracts well, plans well, is diligent and sharp, and sometimes says something unexpected that makes us laugh."



    



    I still don't know what I want to say.



    



    "So I thought you liked it, but it turns out you didn't."



    



    "Then what is it?"



    



    "Just being together is nice." Whether we talk or not, it just feels good.



    



    "……."



    



    "Whether the PD is skinny or fat." Whether you do the job well or poorly. That doesn't matter, huh? When I had that thought, I felt certain.



    



    The representative's uvula moved up and down. It looks like he/she swallowed his/her saliva.



    



    "I really like you."



    



    After saying it herself, she eats a chicken breast salad and then makes a sad face again, as if embarrassed.



    



    They say that if a guy looks cute, he doesn't stand a chance.



    



    That's me.



    



    "Me."



    



    "Yes."



    



    "I have something I really want to try." Are you okay?



    



    Suddenly, he looks at me with a serious face.



    



    Every time, you make people flustered like this, but I don't dislike it.



    



    Slowly nodding and closing my eyes, I feel him approaching.



    



    "Ha!"



    



    "……?"



    



    It was strange, so I opened my eyes and saw that my phone, which was next to me, was gone.



    



    "I really wanted to try this D+ for a few days."



    



    "……."



    



    Are you a kindergartener?



    



    "Is it okay if I put it on my KakaoTalk profile?"



    



    Not knowing what was on someone else's mind, the way they asked with a big smile was so cute that it made me laugh.



    



    "I will set it up too."



    



    I opened KakaoTalk and started creating a profile D-Day.



    



    After finishing the setup and going to the CEO's profile, I found that the date is set incorrectly.



    



    "You have written the date incorrectly."



    



    Uh? Isn't today June 5th?



    



    "Today is June 5th, but it only displays correctly when set to May 8th." Like this.”



    



    When I showed my profile with D+29 written on it, the CEO tilted his head and furrowed his brow.



    



    "Isn't it from today?"



    



    "...Yes?"



    



    "Huh?"

  
    My House



    



    Tuesday.



    



    While I was hosting the broadcast, a chat message came up saying the taste of the ramen had changed.



    



    └It's really too bland.



    



    └Yeah, the taste has definitely gotten a bit worse.



    



    I really used to like ramen, but it seems like it's been a while since I last had it.



    



    └Is that so? I don't know.



    



    └These days, instant noodles just taste bland overall.



    



    I actually saw somewhere that the components have changed.



    



    Isn't it because you took out the MSG?



    



    "Really?" "Why are you taking out the MSG?"



    



    MSG is the only drug permitted by the government.



    



    I'm curious why they removed that wonderful seasoning that enhances the umami and flavor of any dish.



    



    I heard that they removed it because they said the MSG was bad.



    



    Really? Um. I'll look into this a bit. It seems like we could make this the main topic and talk about it for a whole day.



    



    I was curious too, so I thought I'd look into it and made it the topic for the next broadcast.



    



    I greeted the viewers, ended the broadcast, and then stretched.



    



    8 PM.



    



    I finished the broadcast a little earlier than usual, so I have some extra time. It seems like I can look up information about MSG.



    



    As I stepped out of the room, the back of Mukji came into view.



    



    "PD, we're going to cover MSG in the next broadcast."



    



    Tang-



    



    Mugunji took out the stack of documents and placed them on the desk. I was startled by the loud noise.



    



    "This is the information you need to check today."



    



    Um....... Thank you.



    



    I approached and gathered the documents.



    



    I glanced at his face, but he didn't even care and was just looking at the monitor. I was wondering what you were looking at so closely, and it turns out you're reading an article about MSG.



    



    It seems they were looking for it in advance while monitoring the broadcast.



    



    "I'll take care of this." I thought asking Ji-seung hyung might be a good idea since he seems to know well.



    



    "……."



    



    There was no response, and then I started typing on the keyboard, wondering if it was always this loud.



    



    "PD-nim?" "Um, would you like to leave work early today?"



    



    "There is no reason for that."



    



    "Why are there days like that?" "There's no particular reason, but it's just one of those days."



    



    The aged kimchi saw me for the first time today.



    



    "Do you really think there is no reason?"



    



    The old kimchi stood up.



    



    I found out yesterday that Mukji thought we were dating all this time.



    



    At first, I was flustered, but then I was happy to realize that I wasn't the only one with these feelings, and I understood that Jujiseung's words weren't said in vain.



    



    "How can you deceive for a whole month?" Do you even know how I've been all this time? 저만. Just me.



    



    Mukji couldn't bring himself to speak and glared at me with his mouth tightly closed.



    



    "I keep wanting to see you and just be with you a little longer." I think they just wanted to start a conversation for no reason.



    



    Mugunji frowned.



    



    "I felt the same way."



    



    I approached slowly.



    



    Since they didn't refuse, I cautiously hugged them.



    



    "I should have spoken up sooner."



    



    Mukji twisted his body, but he couldn't push on the day he lifted 80 kg on the bench press.



    



    "I want to see you more often, stay longer, and talk more since it's been so long." Isn't it okay?



    



    The old kimchi gave up trying to peel off and quietly wrapped around my waist.



    



    "Thank you."



    



    "It's so petty."



    



    "I just know what's more important."



    



    "……."



    



    "Shall we tidy up and go for a drive?"



    



    The aged kimchi nodded.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    The next day.



    



    I left the house with the aged kimchi.



    



    "Are you saying we should go to Hongdangmu Entertainment?"



    



    Yes. I have an appointment with Representative Hong Seong-il.



    



    It's about Byo Seung-jae, whom I was introduced to last time.



    



    I didn't contact you because I felt uneasy about it, but I told Muk-ji to convey my intentions to Hong Seong-il.



    



    Ah. "Then let's meet together."



    



    "No." Leave this task to me, and you can prepare for today's broadcast.



    



    "......Me."



    



    "You don't need to worry about it."



    



    "That's not it, it's the title."



    



    "Ah."



    



    I also couldn't continue the conversation any longer.



    



    I think it's strange to call each other "Director" and "PD," but you wouldn't know unless you've been in a relationship.



    



    I didn't know how to address them.



    



    "Please go ahead, CEO."



    



    "Uh."



    



    The first term of endearment that came to mind was "darling," but seeing the aged kimchi, I couldn't bring myself to say it.



    



    "Please let PD speak first."



    



    "I don't like it." Shouldn't the latecomer at least try to catch up a bit?



    



    "That's right."



    



    I kept gripping and releasing the steering wheel, then swallowed.



    



    "……Eunji."



    



    My face is burning up.



    



    I turned my head to the left out of embarrassment, but there was no reaction, so I turned it to the right again, and Mukjeong was squinting at me.



    



    “Uh? Not really?



    



    "It's different from what I expected."



    



    "What were you thinking about?"



    



    "I don't want to tell you."



    



    My mind is blank.



    



    I don't want to disappoint you, so I want to come up with a good nickname somehow, but none of the information stored in my brain for 35 years is helping.



    



    "Still, just calling my name and feeling embarrassed was quite something."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "Please depart." I'm late.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    I took the aged kimchi to Hongdangmu Entertainment and returned to the office.



    



    I was drinking coffee and researching MSG, but it seems like a verification process is necessary.



    



    It's more accurate to have an expert verify such matters.



    



    I called Joo Ji-seung.



    



    -Oh. Chanyong.



    



    "Hey, aren't you busy?"



    



    -It's okay. I'm eating and resting.



    



    I'm studying MSG right now, and I thought you might know a lot about it. "Are you okay?"



    



    -MSG?



    



    Okay. I looked it up, and it turns out the bad image of MSG started in the U.S., right?



    



    In 1968, the term "Chinese restaurant syndrome" was coined in the United States.



    



    L-glutamate sodium, or MSG, was a term coined by a doctor who claimed that consuming large amounts of it causes nausea and headaches, particularly in Chinese restaurants.



    



    -Right. But it's a bit ambiguous.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    If MSG itself were the problem, then not just Chinese food but most foods would be an issue. Because it is abundant in meat, fish, kelp, eggs, mushrooms, and tomatoes.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    When you think of food with a lot of tomatoes and mushrooms added to the meat, what comes to mind?



    



    "......pizza." Pasta?



    



    -Right. Pizza and pasta also contain a lot of MSG, just like Chinese food. So it's delicious.



    



    "But why specifically the Chinese restaurant syndrome?"



    



    -There are also claims that there might have been racism against Asians.



    



    Um. What was the basis for that?



    



    -At that time, the research was a bit crude. I've heard. This is just something I heard, so it hasn't been fact-checked.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    I injected MSG into the rat's eye with a syringe, and it went blind. What kind of experimental results are these?



    



    Eh? Isn't it wrong to inject something into the eye? Even if it's not MSG.



    



    -That's what I'm saying. But the funny thing is, those flawed research results were reflected, leading the FDA to impose consumption restrictions on MSG.



    



    "The FDA was a mess."1)



    



    -That's right.



    



    "So, the misinformation from the 60s in the U.S. is affecting us even now?"



    



    -Our country is a bit different. Ah, this is a bit complicated.



    



    Jujiseung hesitated for a moment before continuing the conversation.



    



    In 1993, a company called Lucky sold a seasoning called Matgreen, but at that time, Dashida and Miwon already had a firm grip on the market, right?



    



    "Yeah."



    



    -From Matgreen's perspective, they promoted that Dashida and Miwon contain the controversial MSG to secure market share.



    



    It's aggressive marketing.



    



    I learned about it while editing a channel that dealt with marketing-related information in the past; it's a flanking attack strategy that involves providing unfavorable information to market leaders or targeting unmet needs.



    



    They put forward the phrase "No more MSG, the chemical seasoning," but the term "chemical seasoning" was taken very negatively.



    



    "That makes sense." I found out while looking for it too, but in the end, they couldn't prove the harmfulness of MSG, right?



    



    -Oh. So, I received a corrective order. But those results aren't well known. I just remember the perception that chemical seasonings are bad, and MSG is bad.



    



    "Um."



    



    -Then, with the wellness boom, the aversion to MSG emerged. Actually, it's incorrect information, but they just believe it without checking. I saw it in an ad before.



    



    "Right." Right.



    



    By the way, do you know about the "Food X-Files"?



    



    "I know." While searching for MSG, I found it.



    



    -That was really popular. But since they demonize MSG there too, it's inevitable that the perception will stick.



    



    Even though the impact of TV media is not as strong as it used to be, TV programs still have an enormous influence.



    



    Let alone 10 years ago, it goes without saying.



    



    -It's frustrating because glutamic acid isn't different; it's a component of proteins. It can't be missing from the food.



    



    Yes. They say it's even in breast milk, right?



    



    -That's right. The most abundant component in breast milk is glutamic acid. Because it's 50%. Even babies who were breastfed and don't drink milk well are recognizing glutamate and choosing the breast milk that is suitable for them.



    



    "The fact that MSG is not harmful is something that the FDA has also announced."



    



    -But the problem is that they still don't believe it. Actually, if you add a little MSG, the taste improves right away, so you end up using less salt, right? Sodium intake is also reduced.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    -Where was it again? International Amino Acid Science Research Association. There is such a place.



    



    Yes. There is.



    



    I searched and found a research group called ICAAS.



    



    -There, it was revealed that MSG actually has a protective function for the gastric mucosa. Since so much research has already been done, scholars say there's no need for further study now.



    



    But if you still doubt, there's nothing I can do about it.



    



    People believe what they want to believe.



    



    "Is that why ramen companies are removing MSG?"



    



    -Right. I don't understand how you don't know how smart the ramen company's researchers are. However, since we can't change the customers' minds, we'll try changing things this way and that. This is my guess.



    



    "I think so too." They're all master's and doctoral students, right?



    



    -Right. And the reason the ramen taste has changed might not be solely because of MSG.



    



    "What does that mean?"



    



    -I told you earlier. MSG cannot be omitted from food. MSG and Dashida are just things you add more of.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    If that's the case, the company is probably trying to use MSG in natural foods because people are sensitive to the term "chemical seasoning." So, it means that the MSG content might vary a bit, but it's not completely absent.



    



    "The taste can vary depending on the content." What else is there?



    



    -Right. For example, even if the apples are the same variety, the taste can be different from this year to next year.



    



    "Really?" How much it rained. It would depend on how high the sun is.



    



    -Okay. Wheat, carrots, green onions, ramen—everything that goes into them is like that. So, even if the recipe is the same every year, the taste inevitably varies. Whether or not we catch that is another matter.



    



    "Wow."



    



    Moreover, the recipe is changing too. It's not just one problem.



    



    Wow. Bro, this is seriously amazing. Thank you so much.



    



    It seems that a single video could be made just from the 20-minute conversation with Joo Ji-seung.



    



    -Compared to you coming to Bucheon every Saturday.



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    I laughed out loud once.



    



    "Hey, can I post the call content when I upload the video?"



    



    -Yeah. Lift it up. Lift it up. Hey, what happened to you?



    



    "What?"



    



    -Mook PD.



    



    Ah. Uh....... I'll talk to you later.



    



    -Oh, this guy is really expensive.



    



    Uh . A bit expensive. Heheh.



    



    -Yeah, dude. I can tell just by hearing your voice. Congratulations.



    



    Thank you. Thank you!



    



    -Oh. Go in.

  
    My House



    



    "A friend without a greed for money."



    



    Hong Seong-il, the CEO of Hongdangmu Entertainment, said.



    



    Pyo Seung-jae, who introduced himself while apologizing for the Kim Seo-jin incident, was the top investment expert in the country.



    



    If you look at it from a 5 to 10-year perspective, it would significantly increase your assets, but I couldn't understand why you would decline.



    



    "You didn't come just to refuse me." Does this mean you want to receive something else?



    



    "That's right."



    



    The aged kimchi answered.



    



    Hong Seong-il quietly examined the aged kimchi.



    



    During my time at Hongdangmu Entertainment, the Planning Support Team was essentially run by Muk-ji.



    



    Moreover, not only was the Kim Seo-jin incident resolved rationally and promptly, but the place I moved to also achieved significant growth.



    



    There must have been an influence from the aged kimchi.



    



    ‘The more I see it, the more I feel it's a waste.’



    



    Even now, while making demands, he showed a humble attitude by yielding the initiative in the conversation to Hong Seong-il, which I couldn't stand.



    



    "Go ahead and speak."



    



    "To the representative of Banchan, a place is more important than money."



    



    "Place?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    The aged kimchi was accurately identifying the side dish store and the side dishes.



    



    Banchan-yong's wit, friendliness, and warmth drew people in.



    



    With his unique wit and friendliness, he managed to secure a core fanbase of 100,000 even with an irregular broadcasting schedule.



    



    One of them, Joo Ji-seung, willingly stepped forward to help Ban Chan-yong when he was having difficulties.



    



    Thanks to that, the side dish store was able to expand its audience in a short period of time.



    



    The reason why Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin helped with the side dishes was the same.



    



    Currently, both Jimkkun, with 2.67 million subscribers, and Ugenius, with 1.45 million subscribers, were not large channels from the start.



    



    Banchan Yong volunteered to be the editor for Cha Ji-chan, who hadn't even opened a YouTube channel, purely out of goodwill.



    



    Within the Jimkkun channel, there was no one who didn't know the role of banchan up to this point.



    



    Therefore, all the employees, including Cha Ji-chan and PD Ahn Sang-kyu, willingly rolled up their sleeves for any task that Ban Chan-young undertook.



    



    In the case of Ugenius, they couldn't establish a channel identity because they covered all sorts of topics, and they didn't get picked by the YouTube algorithm because they uploaded entire original videos that were 3-4 hours long.



    



    The person who offered a solution to Baek Woo-jin was Ban Chan-yong.



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who loves to explain, talked for three to four hours on a single topic, making it difficult to find an editor willing to take on the work, and there was no budget to hire staff either.



    



    Banchanyong helped Baek Woo-jin compress the long video to around 30 minutes and succeeded in transforming the previously unruly and chaotic Ugenius into the country's leading fact-checking channel.



    



    It took two years of purely goodwill to establish itself like that.



    



    Neither Cha Ji-chan nor Baek Woo-jin saw Ban Chan-yong as an editor.



    



    Since I regarded them as an irreplaceable benefactor and friend from being my startup partner, I treated them at the highest level in the industry once our respective channels stabilized.



    



    If they had met in a simple contractual relationship, Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin would not have been as enthusiastic about Ban Chan-yong's personal broadcast growth and health management as they are now.



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin split their own time and even turned down incoming work to help with the side dishes.



    



    The side dish store has secured 500,000 subscribers.



    



    The saying "you reap what you sow" was coming true just as it is.



    



    And just a month ago.



    



    Banchan-yong started sowing seeds once again.



    



    A meal that diabetes patients can enjoy without worry in an era with 6 million diabetes patients, a restaurant that can be visited without financial burden in an era of high prices.



    



    Even though he was already making sufficient profits, Banchan-yong tried in every possible way to address the issues he felt.



    



    This time, however, I wasn't alone.



    



    Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin, who had been watching over the side dishes for a long time, willingly joined in.



    



    The task that started with just three people for side dishes eventually involved thousands and tens of thousands of people.



    



    The aged kimchi that had been observed and shared in the process seemed as if a miracle had occurred.



    



    Citizens who responded to Baek Seung-yong's warm heart and goodwill voluntarily participated in the donations.



    



    The kind act passed from mouth to mouth became known nationwide through the news.



    



    Ban Chan-yong, who had already gained recognition through the airing of "Baekban Ttara" on WTV, was now on the verge of reaching 700,000 subscribers, thanks to news coverage by terrestrial broadcasting stations and the sympathy generated by the Kim Seo-jin incident.



    



    Mugunji trusted the path he had walked and his own eyes.



    



    "Please arrange a seat for the representative of Banchan at WTV."



    



    Representative Hong Seong-il didn't show it, but he was genuinely surprised.



    



    I wondered what they would say when they said they needed a place, but asking for a spot at one of the four major broadcasting companies in South Korea made me unsure if it was a big request or just too greedy.



    



    "I can recognize it, but..."



    



    It wasn't an unreasonable task for Hong Seong-il, who was already networking with each broadcasting station for his affiliated broadcasters.



    



    "Think about it again." If you trust that friend, you can earn 10% a year. If you suffer a loss because of Pyo Seung-jae, I will compensate you. "Why would you deliberately take on risks when there's an easy, risk-free path available?"



    



    Looking at it objectively, just because it was fixed on one program didn't necessarily mean it would lead to profit.



    



    Even if the program was well done, it could still be overshadowed by the side dishes.



    



    After all, everything is a means to make money. Hong Seong-il couldn't understand why Ban Chan-yong and Muk-geun-ji were willing to take the risk to go back.



    



    "A greater result will naturally follow."



    



    Muk Eun-ji looked at CEO Hong Seong-il and said.



    



    "Is it certainty?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Analysis and faith are different."



    



    Hong Seong-il did not conclude whether the answer given by the aged kimchi was trusted for its side dish or if it was due to a coldly analyzed conclusion.



    



    "One more question." Isn't there already Baekban Dara on WTV? I heard that PD Park Sang-cheol has also been secured. If it had achieved that kind of success, there would have been talk about a season 2. Is there really any reason for you to ask me for a favor?



    



    "Despite recording a viewership rating of 9%, Season 1 of 'Baekban Ttara' was cut short." As you mentioned, despite achieving sufficient results, I had no choice but to step down.



    



    It was because of money.



    



    It was WTV's programming department's choice to maximize revenue during the 15 minutes between the news and the drama.



    



    Hong Seong-il nodded.



    



    What are the capable young people, who had to be pushed out despite delivering results, thinking?



    



    He could fully understand because he had the same experience.



    



    "Good." Just consider this as paying off the debt.



    



    "Understood."



    



    The aged kimchi was certain.



    



    What side dish needed most was not the capital to start a big business.



    



    It was the space where his voice would be heard and the strength to protect it.



    



    If that were to happen, money and fame would merely be natural byproducts.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    ***



    



    "What are you talking about?" Money is the best, right?



    



    After finishing the MSG broadcast and chatting with the viewers about trivial matters, someone sent a super chat.



    



    └[Intermittent Fasting Vinegar has donated 10,000 won]: Thanks to Chan Yong, I've realized that money isn't everything. Please continue to do good things in the future.



    



    └hahahahahahahah



    



    Money is the best, damn it, lol.



    



    └Haha, money is everything, right? Haha



    



    "You've lived without me, right?" But seriously, it's all about the money first. The beginning is money. Think about it. What's the most important thing in the world? 목숨. That's my life too.



    



    The viewers repeatedly sent "eeung."



    



    How do I survive? You have to eat, dress, and sleep, right? Food, clothing, and shelter. But you need money to secure those basic necessities. Well, those who can go live alone in the mountains are fine. But if I'm alone in the mountains, I'll starve to death. 그래. I've been eating well, so I can probably last a few months.



    



    └A few months?



    



    Last time, they said it would last for 5 years, lol.



    



    It seems like it can last at least 10 years.



    



    └hahahahaha



    



    Anyway. If you really don't have money, you can't do anything. 그래. There's a saying that time is money, right? The "gold" being referred to here means money. You've heard of the gold standard, right? It means that if you don't have money, you can't even buy time.



    



    That's not what I meant.



    



    └This guy is talking nonsense again, lol.



    



    └Don's writing



    



    "So money is the beginning." To start something, it is absolutely necessary. Even time requires money. This is what I'm saying. But there's a saying that starting is half the battle. It's not all of it.



    



    I took a sip of water.



    



    "What's the reason for needing money?" Okay. You're here to buy me a meal, right? In the end, we earn money to buy time, and with that money, we eat. In other words, we live to eat. This is what I mean.



    



    I'm really feeling dizzy.



    



    └Hey! Make that dog stop barking!



    



    └But isn't that true? It's true that earning money is an action to buy time. Growing, harvesting, and distributing rice all take time, but you're just settling it with money.



    



    You should listen to this guy's words with one ear and let them out the other. If you listen to it, it seems right, but it always ends up being concluded strangely.



    



    These people always say that my opinions are wrong.



    



    "Therefore, dear Intermittent Fasting Vinegar, the money you gave will turn into barley rice today and go into my stomach." Thank you for the ten thousand won.



    



    └A refund, please.



    



    "No." No. No refunds. It's also written in the Civil Code. Civil Code Article 1. If there are no legal provisions regarding civil matters, customary law shall apply. We have a long and rich history, don't we? Gave it, but didn't take it back. "Once a card is drawn, it cannot be put back."



    



    I am a lawyer. Since Mr. Vinegar specified to use the super chat for a good cause, a refund request may be accepted if the conditions are not met.



    



    └LOL



    



    └The lawyer appears



    



    "Are you really a lawyer?"



    



    I was flustered and asked, but got two "E"s back.



    



    "There can be different perspectives on what the term 'good place' means, right?"



    



    └So pathetic.



    



    Earning 100 million won a month and being stingy with just 10,000 won.



    



    └You've lost the initial spirit for side dishes.



    



    └Nope. He was originally obsessed with money.



    



    └hahahahahahahaha



    



    └[Intermittent Fasting Vinegar has donated 100,000 won]: Use this to eat beef and do something good with the 10,000 won. You bad guy.



    



    "Oh my!" Vinegar, thank you.



    



    I was thinking it was about time to stop joking around and go eat some mukbang.



    



    Just as happy as when the barley rice restaurant owner gave me two fried eggs, something wonderful happened.



    



    └hahahahahahahahahaha



    



    I really can't tell what their true intentions are, lol.



    



    That's the concept. The kid who donates thousands of their own money wouldn't just do that with a measly ten thousand won, right? LOL



    



    └For real? The diabetes uncle was super rich.



    



    It's not thousands, but we did break a few hundred with the luxury cars. It's still public, so go check it out.



    



    └ When the lawyer bro came, he was all serious, but then he got 100,000 won and started grinning. So annoying, lol.
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    After finishing the broadcast and stepping outside, the aged kimchi had already returned.



    



    "Thank you for your hard work."



    



    "Thank you for your hard work." Did you have a good conversation with Representative Hong Seong-il?



    



    “네. You will be contacted within a few days.



    



    "What contact?"



    



    I thought you were just being polite by introducing Pyo Seung-jae, but I actually meant to decline.



    



    "We decided to receive the payment in a different way."



    



    I conveyed the conversation that Muk Eun-ji had with CEO Hong Seong-il.



    



    Both Muk Eun-ji, who requested a seat at WTV, and Hong Sung-il, who accepted it on the spot, are magnanimous.



    



    Or perhaps the last incident was that significant.



    



    Anyway, I was puzzled about whether I should meet in person to decline, but they brought up something I never expected.



    



    "Don't you like it?"



    



    "No." That's not it.



    



    "Money is the best."



    



    "Oh, that's just something people say."



    



    It was said in jest, but I don't think it's entirely wrong.



    



    I was just puzzled because I thought you were just going to refuse. To be honest, the victim of that incident is Ms. Eunji, so I feel embarrassed to accept it.



    



    "Weren't you the one who said we were the same victims?"



    



    I once told Mukji that since he thought I was suffering because of him, we were all victims.



    



    It seems she had the same thoughts as I did.



    



    "I received my share, and you should also be duly compensated."



    



    I think it would be right to get it from Kim Seo-jin, but when I think about it, there's no way that person has the ability to do anything for me.



    



    Perhaps Mukjin made that judgment and shifted all the blame onto Kim Seojin, creating a debt for Hongdangmu Entertainment to handle this matter.



    



    The more I thought about it, the more it seemed like a practical solution.



    



    "But why WTV?"



    



    "The advantages of terrestrial broadcasting are still valid even now, when the influence of TV media has diminished."



    



    I think the same.



    



    "Among them, WTV is the place where the CEO became known through Baekban Tara." If given another opportunity along with Season 2 of Baekban Dara, appearances on other broadcasting stations will naturally follow. Becoming someone WTV trusts and uses.



    



    "Ah."



    



    WTV has Baekban Dara Season 2 scheduled, so I thought it might be better to go somewhere else or that it might be nice to experience another place, but Mukkunji's words are right.



    



    If you appear on three programs at a place like WTV, that alone is a pretty impressive resume.



    



    Especially since another achievement is left aside from Baekban, one can be free from the praise that it was a success thanks to PD Park Sang-cheol.



    



    I was surprised. How did you come up with all those ideas?



    



    "It's just a usual task."



    



    I don't show it, but I avoid eye contact unlike usual.



    



    It seems like they are feeling shy.



    



    "From now on, the side dish store is home." You can think of WTV as a workplace. "Commute to work with WTV, and the earnings you make will help you grow your home."



    



    "You're saying we shouldn't forget about YouTube, right?"



    



    "That's right." If TV appearances become the main focus, you could lose your greatest weapon, sir.



    



    "Subscriber."



    



    The aged kimchi smiled faintly.



    



    "Not only the existing subscribers but also those who have joined in the last six months have a high level of intimacy compared to the period." The reason the banchan store, which was originally a mukbang channel, could handle various types of content such as discussions, information sharing, and casual chats is because of that. The content of the side dish store is not the food, but the CEO.



    



    This too, the aged kimchi knows exactly.



    



    Even for large channels, it is common for videos that differ from existing content to have low view counts.



    



    Because it is a video that deviates from the channel's identity.



    



    The reason for subscribing to a channel is because I am interested in the content.



    



    For example, if a cooking channel uploads an economics video, it won't get any views.



    



    People who visit that channel search for cooking and visit the channel, and if they think it suits their taste, they subscribe.



    



    So, when videos unrelated to cooking start appearing, I begin to ignore them, and if it continues, I end up unsubscribing.



    



    There are plenty of alternative channels.



    



    Unless the content is truly unique, there are so many similar channels, and new ones are popping up everywhere even now.



    



    On the other hand, people who subscribe because of the channel operator tend to respond well to whatever the operator does.



    



    Because I am attracted to the host rather than the content, I keep coming back to the channel whether it's about science or history.



    



    You could call such subscribers core fans, and thankfully, I have many of them.



    



    I was really worried that reducing the proportion of mukbangs would lead to a drop in views, but I was relieved to see that there was almost no viewer drop-off even when I covered other formats and topics like casual chats, exercise, and discussions.



    



    "So, TV is merely a means to secure subscribers for the side dish store."



    



    "You can work from anywhere, so take good care of the house."



    



    "That's right."



    



    The reason Mukji compared WTV to a workplace is also in the same context.



    



    Currently, I am building my reputation on WTV, but it's merely a means to get myself known and attract people.



    



    You can commute to NBC, CBS, or anywhere else.



    



    As Mukji said, the most important thing to me is home. The side dish store where my subscribers who like me gather can truly be called my home.



    



    "However."



    



    "……?"



    



    "When are you going to stop calling me 'CEO'?"



    



    The aged kimchi stared at me intently and then averted its gaze.



    



    "We decided to change it in the morning."



    



    "I have never agreed to that."



    



    "Then will you keep doing that?"



    



    "There are still tasks to be completed." "If you have nothing to say, please do not disturb."



    



    "I'm talking right now."



    



    "Please distinguish between public and private matters."



    



    "Is it because you're embarrassed?"



    



    "No." It's not a funeral.



    



    "Then go ahead and try."



    



    "……."



    



    "Can't do it, right?" It's embarrassing, isn't it?



    



    The aged kimchi turned its head to stare at me and then flinched. I was looking forward to it, wondering if the provocation had worked, and then I looked back at the monitor.



    



    "Why did you stop?"



    



    "I didn't intend to."



    



    "Are you really going to come out like that?"



    



    "If we had worked instead of bickering like this, we would have already finished and gone home."



    



    "I can't leave work." If you don't speak up, you won't be able to leave work.



    



    "We need to leave work early so we can be together, right?" "Please wait quietly."



    



    "......Yes."



    



    Returning to my room and looking through the window at the office, I noticed Mukji's lips slightly curling up.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    On the way to deliver the aged kimchi, the old perilla leaf debate was mentioned on the radio.



    



    -Next is a story sent in by 6475. We are a couple working at the same company. Last week, we had a team dinner, so we went to a barbecue restaurant. It's been a while since we had a team dinner, and everyone was having a great time because the atmosphere was good. However, the person sitting across from me couldn't separate the perilla leaf, so I helped them, and then we ended up arguing. Wasn't the perilla leaf debate something that was only talked about on the internet? Did I do something so wrong? How do you relieve anger?



    



    I turned off the radio.



    



    Since we just started dating, I asked Mukji what he usually thinks about.



    



    "What do you think, Eunji?"



    



    "Are you talking about perilla leaves?"



    



    "Yes."



    



    "I've never thought about it." It doesn't seem like there will be any major issues. What do you think, CEO?



    



    I think we absolutely have to catch him. "This doesn't even qualify as a controversy."



    



    Since there was no answer, I slightly turned my head and saw them glaring at me.



    



    It's a bit scary.



    



    "Why do we have to catch him no matter what?"



    



    You said it wouldn't be a problem, but it seems like you're worried.



    



    "Perilla leaf kimchi is really tricky to make because you have to season each leaf one by one, you know?" So there aren't many restaurants that give it, and even if they do, they only give a little.



    



    "......That's right."



    



    Mugunji thought deeply and then agreed.



    



    "So it's a side dish that you have to savor and eat sparingly." But you picked up two pieces of that perilla leaf kimchi? Are you having trouble getting it off? "This doesn't make any sense."



    



    "So what?"



    



    "Of course, it's a trick to eat two pieces." How dare you try to eat two precious perilla leaf kimchis? It's totally cunning.



    



    "Phat-hah!"



    



    I was startled.



    



    This is the first time Muk-ji has laughed so heartily.



    



    Feeling better, I glanced sideways and saw them covering their mouth with their fist.



    



    "So." Are you saying that I have to let go of it?



    



    "Of course." If you keep indulging that kind of behavior, a perilla leaf thief will become a mugwort thief.



    



    "Hahaha!"



    



    So you liked things like this.



    



    I should remember this.



    



    "You're the first person to approach me like that." That's right. It was a situation where we had to protect the precious perilla leaf kimchi.



    



    Yes. Think about it differently. While eating pork belly, someone grab two pieces. 어휴. Murder.



    



    Mugunji looked at me this time with just the corners of his mouth lifted.



    



    It's better not to do the third verse.



    



    "By the way, I'm worried." You didn't hear what kind of program it is, did you?



    



    I don't know what position to introduce at Hongdangmu Entertainment.



    



    "Don't worry." The problem is many, but it's a company that knows well how to consult YouTubers. I won't take this matter lightly.



    



    Even though they had such absurd experiences, it seems they take pride in the place they were involved with.



    



    Or they might see the cause of the problem as a personal issue rather than a company issue.



    



    "By the way, what happened to that person?" Did you say Oh Hyung-man?



    



    I'm curious about what happened to Oh Hyung-man, the team leader of the Planning Support Team, who also tormented Muk-ji.



    



    "CEO Hong Sung-il must have figured out who was the biggest problem in the Planning Support Team because of this incident." You cannot avoid responsibility.



    



    Still, it seems like things are going well.



    



    After being kicked out by Hongdangmu, criminally charged, and getting beaten up by the media, Kim Seojin became irreparably ruined.



    



    Even if it's not to that extent, it seems like Oh Hyung-man would also find it difficult to make a living in the management industry.



    



    As we chatted about various things, we had already arrived at Mukji's house.



    



    "You worked hard today too."



    



    "Please return safely."



    



    Mugunji opened the passenger door but didn't get out.



    



    I look around, wondering if I've forgotten something.



    



    "See you tomorrow, Chanyong."



    



    "……."



    



    Before I could even respond, he left and went into the studio apartment building.



    



    Just calling your name can make me this happy.



    



    The whole way home, I feel so good that I can't help but sing.



    



    Usage usage usage-



    



    I was startled by the sound of sirens and moved aside, and two fire trucks passed by.



    



    "Is there a fire or something?"



    



    The siren should be fading away, but I can hear it the whole way home.



    



    "Huh?"



    



    Vehicles are restricted from entering near my house, and there are a lot of people gathered, so I parked nearby and headed towards the building. Thick smoke was rising, and flames were shooting out of the window right above my house.



    



    "……my house."



    



    I hurriedly took out my smartphone, pressed the shutter button, and stared blankly for a while before coming to my senses.



    



    "My house!"
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    I suddenly felt a gaze while I was sleeping.



    



    When I opened my eyes, the aged kimchi was staring at me.



    



    Ah. Ms. Eunji.



    



    What happened? The clothes are the same. Did you sleep here?



    



    When I try to sit up, my whole body feels stiff. I slept with the chairs pushed together, and now there's not a single part of my body that doesn't ache.



    



    "There was a fire yesterday."



    



    "Yes?"



    



    When I went there, it was chaos because there was a fire in the apartment above. When I finished cleaning and went up, the floor was flooded, and the smell of burning was overwhelming. Sigh.



    



    "Are you hurt anywhere?"



    



    Yes. Sigh.



    



    A yawn comes naturally.



    



    "I don't even know where to start organizing." It could have caused a short circuit, so I couldn't even turn on the lights and couldn't do anything.



    



    "How can you sleep here like that?"



    



    "It's a waste of money to go to a hotel."



    



    "Didn't you come back?"



    



    The aged kimchi got a little angry.



    



    "It's too late." I thought you might have fallen asleep.



    



    "Are you kidding me?" "Can't I understand something like that?"



    



    The aged kimchi lifted me up.



    



    "Take a taxi to my house and get some sleep." "Please don't drive and make sure to take a taxi."



    



    "No." I have to go back home later and I also have to do the broadcast. You should also try contacting the landlord.



    



    The aged kimchi let out a deep sigh, then hugged my head and rubbed my back.



    



    "It's a bit embarrassing, but the effect is good."



    



    "It's noisy."



    



    The aged kimchi fell and spoke.



    



    "It would be best to rest today." Please post the announcement in the community.



    



    Not only did I not wash up, but I'm also completely out of it. My body aches, and I have a lot to take care of, so I think it would be best to take a day off from the broadcast, just like Mukji said.



    



    "I'll turn it on for a moment to explain the situation."



    



    Yes. I will look for a cleaning service. If possible, how can I be compensated?



    



    "Thank you."



    



    I went to the bathroom, washed my face, brushed my teeth, and then started the broadcast.



    



    └What brings you here at this hour?



    



    └What announcement?



    



    └Bird's nest hair



    



    └Half



    



    Why do you look so tired?



    



    Hello. I don't think I can do the broadcast today, so I turned this on to explain the situation briefly.



    



    Even while talking, I yawn again.



    



    "Yesterday, there was a fire in the apartment above." I'll show you a video for a moment.



    



    I transferred the fire video taken with my phone to the computer and showed it to the viewers.



    



    └Are you okay?



    



    You probably didn't even get a wink of sleep.



    



    └Wow



    



    └It turned out quite big, didn't it?



    



    └In the meantime, they took that picture



    



    └A person obsessed with YouTube



    



    └No, are you okay?



    



    "I don't know." I snapped out of it and realized I was taking pictures. I wasn't hurt, but when I got home later, it was a complete mess. The smell is also strong. Fortunately, there were no casualties. Yes.



    



    It occurred just after 10 PM, but it wasn't very late at night, so people were awake, the fire alarms worked well, and above all, the firefighters did a great job suppressing the fire, allowing us to get through it without any casualties.



    



    It's a blessing in disguise.



    



    "So, it seems like it might be difficult to properly broadcast today, maybe even until tomorrow." I'll post the announcement in the community as soon as it's organized. Alright, done. Everyone, please leave. If I watch the broadcast at this time, I'll get fired from the company.



    



    I'm not working at the company anymore.



    



    └It's lunchtime. You're an idiot.



    



    He left it on and went out, lol.



    



    You must have been surprised. Organize everything well and come slowly. I'll be reviewing on YouTube.



    



    └File a damage compensation claim against the upstairs neighbor.



    



    Hang in there, sir.



    



    I left a note in the community saying I would be taking a break for a day or two, and when I came out, Mukji was staring at the monitor.



    



    "How is it?"



    



    There is a fire cleanup company. But they say it's about ten million won per transaction.



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "Depending on how serious the house is, it seems that special work is quite expensive."



    



    "Oh, this is a big problem."



    



    There's a month left until the contract renewal, but I think I need to consider extending the contract.



    



    "It seems important to determine whether the fire was caused by the upstairs tenant's negligence or carelessness." This is a matter that can only be known after the investigation is conducted, and the damage assessment must also be done accurately.



    



    "I don't really know how much the damage amounts to either."



    



    "If there are many, it's better to consult a lawyer, and if not, you can handle it as the insurance company proceeds."



    



    "Since it's a monthly rent, do you think they took out fire insurance?"



    



    "Um."



    



    It's a rare occurrence, and since I didn't have time to look it up, it's only natural that I don't know.



    



    "I think I should get a consultation." Thank you for looking into it.



    



    "Now go inside and rest." You shouldn't drive.



    



    "Uh...." But is it really okay to go to Eunji's house?



    



    "Is there a problem?"



    



    "Because it's my first time going." It's kind of strange to go into a house alone when the owner isn't there, right?



    



    "Don't worry about it."



    



    "I think it would be more comfortable to just stay at a hotel."



    



    "Are you planning to stay in the hotel until the house is organized?"



    



    Boo-woong-



    



    My phone rang, and it was Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "Uh, hyung."



    



    Hey, I heard there's a fire.



    



    "Who did you hear it from?"



    



    Sang-kyu told me after watching your broadcast. Are you hurt anywhere?



    



    It seems that PD Ahn Sang-kyu watched my announcement broadcast. I was a bit moved to see a broadcast that was aired without any prior notice.



    



    Yes. Ah, but it's complicated. I need to look into cleaning, figure out the damages, and there's just so much to do.



    



    -Right? Where do you sleep?



    



    "I don't even know that."



    



    - Come to my house.



    



    "Huh?"



    



    - Come here. Just get by until it's resolved.



    



    "Is it okay?"



    



    -Then, dude, do you think I'd joke around with something like this? I'll send you the password, so take care of it yourself.



    



    "Hyung."



    



    - Why?



    



    "Did I do something wrong to you?"



    



    -What?



    



    "Or are you planning to mess up?"



    



    -You little brat. Have I ever done anything bad to you?



    



    "Make me walk from Yeouido to Gudi." They kept me from sleeping all week. This month, you made me walk from Seoul to Busan.



    



    I can't forget the time when, due to my diabetes, I had just started exercising and had to walk from Yeouido to Gudi on that cold day.



    



    I can't forget how three of us had to take on the editor's tasks for a week because he was sick.



    



    Moreover, in three weeks, I will have to walk all the way to Busan with a backpack.



    



    -Oh. Sang-kyu, what? Who is looking for me? In a hurry? Oh! I'm coming! Chanyong, I have work, so I have to hang up.



    



    "I know it's not there."



    



    The call was disconnected before I could finish speaking.



    



    "Is this Mr. Cha Ji-chan?"



    



    Muk-ji asked.



    



    “네. He said to stay at his house until everything is sorted out.



    



    Mugunji narrowed his eyes. You seem to be in a bad mood.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "No."



    



    Muk-ji turned the chair around and started working.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    "So, I decided not to extend it." We need to find a house by tomorrow.



    



    I met the landlord today.



    



    They said they wouldn't charge rent for next month and would also compensate for the damages, but since we didn't know how long the repairs and cleaning would take and the contract was only until next month anyway, we decided to move out.



    



    The landlord is kind, so I expect to receive compensation without any issues, but I think I'll be quite busy for a while buying new things, throwing away, fixing, cleaning, and moving.



    



    You worked hard. Take your time to find out.



    



    Cha Ji-chan said while sitting almost lying down on the recliner sofa.



    



    "But this is good."



    



    "Is that right?"



    



    I also tilted the sofa, and it was more comfortable than I expected, so I'm thinking of buying a sofa for the new house.



    



    "How do I find the house?"



    



    I don't know. I looked it up for a moment, and it turns out the rent for a place similar to mine is over 1 million won.



    



    "It's expensive." But it's not to the point where we can't handle it, right?



    



    "Even so, I need to save up to buy my own house quickly."



    



    “음. How admirable.



    



    Cha Ji-chan drank carbonated water with lemon juice.



    



    "How about the jeonse?"



    



    I don't know. These days, the jeonse issue is coming up a lot in the news. I couldn't do it because I was scared.



    



    "Really?" I was too busy to watch the news.



    



    “어. Even though I went through everything with the real estate agent and checked everything, there were still issues, you know?



    



    "You involved a real estate agent, and there's a problem?"



    



    "Uh."



    



    "You're out of your mind." "Anyway, there are always those who ruin the image of the profession."



    



    I drank the sparkling water that Cha Ji-chan made for me.



    



    I don't know what the hell people eat this for.



    



    "How about living together?"



    



    "Eh." How are you living now?



    



    "Is money the problem?"



    



    "Money is one thing, but no one is buying houses right now." I'm afraid it might drop further.



    



    "Still, hasn't it dropped a lot?"



    



    "Is that so?"



    



    Actually, I don't know much about the housing prices in Seoul.



    



    I once thought about saving up a lot of money to buy it, but since the range is so vast and above all, I never thought I could actually buy it, I figured that having around 500 million won would be enough.



    



    "Look."



    



    I took out my smartphone and looked for apartment listings for sale in Sillim-dong.



    



    There are many properties worth around 500 million won.



    



    "If it's too much, just move into an officetel."



    



    "If you're going to live somewhere, an apartment is better." Thinking about getting married later.



    



    There are even old apartments that are 26 pyeong and priced at 16 million won per pyeong.



    



    "This place is 430 million won, but it's the neighborhood I live in." I've seen it while passing by.



    



    There was no answer, so I turned my head, and Cha Ji-chan was frozen. Waving his hand in front of his eyes, he stutters as he asks.



    



    "Are you meeting with Eunji?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "Since when?"



    



    "This Monday."



    



    "But why are you telling me this now?"



    



    The voice is also good.



    



    It's a voice I've never heard before in my life.



    



    "Wow."



    



    "How? "Uh? What happened?



    



    "How is it going?" I just said I liked you. Eunji was the same too.



    



    Wow.You rascal. "Tell me in detail."



    



    "That's really all there is to it."



    



    "Didn't Eunji already know that you were dating?"



    



    "Huh?"



    



    "How did you know?" Ah, hurry up and tell me. I'm dying of curiosity.



    



    "Why do you know that?"



    



    Uh? What?



    



    There was a misunderstanding between Eunji and me. How do you know that, bro?”



    



    "Because Eunji mentioned it."



    



    "What are you talking about?"



    



    "They said it when they were talking about the Baek Seung-yoong car." We're dating, but since you don't believe me, I'm telling you directly. I look forward to working with you.



    



    "......When?"



    



    "Last week?"



    



    "But why didn't you tell me?"



    



    "......Do you want to drink more sparkling water?"



    



    No. "Why didn't you tell me?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan slowly averted his gaze, looked around, and suddenly stretched and yawned.



    



    “아. Maybe it's because I did leg day today, but I feel so weak. "I'm going to sleep first."



    



    "Stop right there."



    



    Cha Ji-chan hesitated.



    



    "Why didn't you say anything even though you knew?" Do you know how much I've been suffering emotionally? No. You know it well, right?



    



    "Hey, I didn't ask you to do that."



    



    "So, someone conspired to tell us not to talk, huh?"



    



    "Chanyong." It's me. 응? It's me. Relax.



    



    "Would you calm down if it were your brother?"



    



    "I can't do it."



    



    "Speak quickly." Who is it? Is it Joo Ji-seung or Baek Woo-jin?



    



    "Hey, I have loyalty, but would I ever betray you like that?"



    



    "Even so?"



    



    When I placed my right hand on the Lego next to the TV, Cha Ji-chan's eyes widened in surprise.



    



    Uh. Hey, get your hands off.



    



    "It's up to you, bro." Whether this magnificent spaceship will continue to showcase its grandeur or be utterly destroyed.



    



    "Hey, it took me three months to make that!"



    



    Without answering, he slowly tilted his head, and Cha Ji-chan, fidgeting nervously, eventually bowed his head and let out a deep sigh.



    



    "……Jiseung hyung is not the kind of person to say something like that."



    



    "Ah~ Baek Woo-jin?"



    



    "I didn't say anything?"



    



    "Okay." "I will take into account the fact that you honestly reported your accomplice and the lodging fees."



    



    When I took my hands off the Lego, Chajichan came over, pushed me aside, and cleaned the Lego.



    



    As soon as I meet Baek Woo-jin, I'll give him a good slap on the cheek.

  
    The person who is burdened



    



    Thursday.



    



    I was lying in wait next to the office door and ambushed Baek Woo-jin from behind as he came to discuss the white rice debate.



    



    "What is it?" Why are you doing this? 어?”



    



    "Blow it properly."



    



    "So what?" Ah! Don't do it!



    



    "Are you not blowing up quickly?"



    



    I held him so he couldn't escape and tickled him for a long time, but he just pretended not to notice, so I pulled his cheek.



    



    "I heard everything from Jichan hyung."



    



    "Mol?"



    



    "You told me not to talk about Eunji, right?"



    



    When he turned his head to face the old kimchi, only then did he confess his crime.



    



    "I was born in the month of the moon."



    



    "Do you know it's wrong?"



    



    "Isn't it okay if we share this?"



    



    When I let go of the ball, he crouched down, cupping the ball with both hands.



    



    "Why did you do that?"



    



    "Because I'm annoyed with you."



    



    "This."



    



    Just as I was about to grab his cheek again, Mukji unexpectedly spoke up.



    



    "It is indeed infuriating."



    



    "Right?"



    



    Yes. As we talked, we realized that thanks to Woojin, we had gone through a lot. It's despicable.



    



    Baek Woo-jin was looking at the aged kimchi and slowly turned his head.



    



    "I was just giving advice as a relationship expert."



    



    "Don't make me laugh!"



    



    "Hehehehe!" Stop! Ah! "Stop!"



    



    After tickling him until he was satisfied, they let go, and Baek Woo-jin squirmed on the floor.



    



    "Now it's a bit cooler."



    



    "You will regret it."



    



    "Not at all."



    



    Baek Woo-jin sluggishly sat up.



    



    "Is it really okay to treat a benefactor like this?"



    



    "Benefactor, my foot." "I've let it go this far because I've considered our past."



    



    "Sigh." Sure. If it comes out like this, I don't know either.



    



    "What's he relying on?"



    



    "You're looking for a house, right?"



    



    "Huh?"



    



    "My uncle urgently needed money, so he said he would put the house up for sale, and I told you about it, but let's just forget it."



    



    "……Where are you selling drugs?" "Uncle, are you making a living by digging up the ground?"



    



    "It's no different from digging a hole."



    



    "Huh?"



    



    No. I wonder why I have to go that far. Just pretend it never happened.



    



    "I love you."



    



    I hugged Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "What are you talking about?" I've already made up my mind.



    



    "Where is it?"



    



    "Didn't I already tell you my heart is gone?" "Do whatever you want."



    



    No. Where did your heart go? Go pick it up.



    



    As I tightened my grip with more strength, Baek Woo-jin struggled.



    



    "Ugh, gross!" "Let go of this!"



    



    "Eh." Why are you acting like this? Just between us.



    



    "Ow!" Eunji, please talk some sense into this guy!



    



    "……."



    



    As I lifted my head, the aged kimchi appeared and stared coldly at Baek Woo-jin.



    



    The atmosphere feels off, so I loosened my hands, and Baek Woo-jin is also watching Muk Eun-ji.



    



    "Please take your time and talk inside."



    



    The aged kimchi returned to its place. The sound of the keyboard is unusually loud.



    



    I quietly got up and went into the room.



    



    "Doesn't it seem like Eunji is angry?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    Uh. "Why?"



    



    "I don't know."



    



    I pondered for a while, but I couldn't figure out the reason.



    



    "Anyway, tell me in detail." What is it?



    



    "My uncle runs a business, but these days, he's been struggling because the funds aren't circulating." Even though they are in the black, they are about to go bankrupt because the payment isn't going through.



    



    I've been hearing that the economy is bad, but I never expected something like this to happen around me.



    



    "So?"



    



    "I have two houses, and I want to sell one urgently, but these days, no one wants to buy a house, right?" But then again, I can't just sell it for a pittance either. There's no point in selling it.



    



    "Yeah."



    



    Since I'm selling the house to raise funds, I can't sell it for much less than the market price.



    



    "So I brought it up because you said you were moving."



    



    "How much is it?"



    



    "Here."



    



    Baek Woo-jin showed an apartment on a real estate website.



    



    It is an apartment with a supply area of 100㎡. There are elementary, middle, and high schools nearby, and there's also a park, so the location doesn't seem bad.



    



    Even though it's a bit older, at 18 million won per pyeong, it's cheap, but that's only compared to the surrounding house prices.



    



    "Hey, where is this money of mine?"



    



    "Just borrow it."



    



    "Money? Just lend it to me?" It's done. "Done."



    



    I don't know for sure, but I believe that if your income is high, you don't meet the eligibility requirements for the stepping stone program.



    



    "I'll lend it to you."



    



    "What?"



    



    "I'll lend it to you interest-free, so buy it." The house is fine.



    



    "Wait a moment."



    



    It's embarrassing.



    



    It's strange that the problem is being solved so easily, but I can't understand what they trust to lend me money.



    



    Because we're close, it has long exceeded the limits of what I would do for a friend.



    



    "Is this kid really going to cause a big problem?" You shouldn't do this. Don't say things like that anywhere. Really.



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Why, why?" Hey, what kind of crazy person lends out hundreds of millions?



    



    "Because I'm your older brother."



    



    "It's frustrating." It's not about being close or anything like that. "Get a grip."



    



    Write a loan agreement. "Leave it as a record on KakaoTalk too."



    



    "What does that even mean?" Even if I want to pay back that money, what if I can't?



    



    "Why can't you pay me back?"



    



    "Not knowing what will happen tomorrow, let alone next month, is part of our job." You shouldn't just say you're fine right now.



    



    "If it fails, get a job at our company." I'll give you a lot of money.



    



    "This guy is really something." Stop it. I'll pretend I didn't hear it.



    



    "Do as I say." "Anyway, it's already awkward to find a jeonse right now."



    



    "Living in a monthly rental is better!" How am I supposed to lend you money?



    



    I had a hard life too, but so did Baek Woo-jin.



    



    Other people might not know, but I do.



    



    Knowing how he has come to this point and what wounds he carries, I cannot reach out my hand.



    



    "You cried and spoke in front of me." I thought he was a friend, but after I lent him money, he cut off all contact.



    



    It was just three years ago.



    



    As soon as Baek Woo-jin, who had been as broke as I was, started making a lot of money, people around him wouldn't leave him alone.



    



    Despite becoming a famous YouTuber and being asked, begged, and even threatened by all sorts of people, Baek Woo-jin, who had always stood by his principles, couldn't resist his best friend's tears of twenty years and ended up lending him all his savings of 30 million won at the time.



    



    The money I lent, believing the promise that it would be repaid when the savings account matures in three months, has still not been returned.



    



    The savings account with 90 million won was forged, and the borrowed money was squandered on stocks and gambling, and he just shrugged it off.



    



    Baek Woo-jin was greatly disheartened for a while after losing both a lifelong friend and money.



    



    "It's okay."



    



    "What's okay about it being okay?" "If you say one more word, I'll sew your mouth shut."



    



    "When I was having the hardest time, you helped me." If it weren't for you, UziNius wouldn't have grown this much. Me too."



    



    "That's right."



    



    I edited the 3-4 hour long video where he rambled non-stop, and I organized the channel that was filled with all sorts of clutter by creating a concept.



    



    It didn't grow as quickly as a porter, but it steadily gathered subscribers and started to be greatly loved two years ago.



    



    "Still, this isn't right."



    



    "Ah, just listen to me."



    



    "Listen to what!" I'm really going to get angry. Shut your mouth.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Sunday.



    



    Since the Baek Seung-yong car incident, it has become a routine for us to gather every weekend and chat.



    



    This morning, we gathered again to discuss channel management, industry updates, or share what I wanted to talk about.



    



    Cha Ji-chan is sitting quietly for once without talking about exercise, and Baek Woo-jin, who usually loves to talk, is also quiet.



    



    I was also silent, but Jujiseung looked around at the three of us and asked.



    



    "Are you guys acting a bit strange today?"



    



    "……."



    



    "Especially Chanyong and Woojin." Did something happen to you guys?



    



    "Hey, are you still acting like that because of that incident?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan mentioned the matter of hiding his dealings with Muk Eun-ji.



    



    I didn't want to answer, so I brought up something else.



    



    "By the way, is Ji-chan okay?"



    



    "I'm not okay..."



    



    "Why is Jichan acting like this?"



    



    The monk asked.



    



    "Walking all the way to that sky." They say there's an emergency because of the weather forecast.



    



    According to the weather forecast, it seems that it will rain a lot this summer.



    



    As the event name suggests, it's a walk to the sky, or rather, to Busan, but with the rain, it must be quite a dilemma for the organizers.



    



    "It's okay!"



    



    Cha Ji-chan slammed the table and said.



    



    "How much will it matter if they come?" Our schedule is in two weeks. "Surely, they won't stay for the whole fortnight."



    



    Cha Ji-chan tried hard to act okay.



    



    "Full moon, my foot." They say it's going to rain all month long.



    



    Baek Woo-jin said.



    



    "Are you coming that much?"



    



    The monk asked.



    



    "Look."



    



    Baek Woo-jin found and showed the weather forecast on his smartphone.



    



    From the departure date of "Walking to the Sky" on Friday, June 30, to the scheduled arrival date in Busan on July 14, there is rain forecasted every day except for one.



    



    Jujiseung leans forward to watch the weather forecast and rubs his eyes.



    



    "This is serious, isn't it?" It comes all through July.



    



    The monk clicked his tongue.



    



    "The weather forecast is not accurate." They say predicting the weather isn't an easy task. 어? It's okay. It's okay.



    



    He said he was fine, but his voice trembled more than usual.



    



    "What if he really comes?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    "200 people are participating." Isn't it like gambling to just hope they won't come and proceed?



    



    Joo Ji-seung nodded at Baek Woo-jin's words.



    



    I think the same.



    



    It's an event that requires a huge amount of capital, and the number of participants is also enormous. We must ensure that we have solid contingency plans.



    



    "No." "This can't be happening."



    



    Cha Ji-chan searched for the weather forecast on his smartphone.



    



    It seems you've already checked it several times, but you still find it hard to accept the reality.



    



    "Still, since it's an outdoor event, did you come up with any contingency plans in case it rains?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    "Did." But who would have thought it would get this bad?



    



    "Obesity?"



    



    Three people looked at me at the same time and then shifted their gaze.



    



    The word "obesity" particularly sticks in my ears because the plateau has been prolonged.



    



    "Even if it rains, how can you walk if it only drizzles a bit?" "Did you prepare the raincoat?"



    



    "Uh……."



    



    As if denying reality, Cha Ji-chan, who was looking up the weather forecast, replied weakly.



    



    "The raincoat is also a problem." When will I dry the rain-soaked raincoat?



    



    "Right." "It's too humid, so it won't dry well."



    



    "If we use disposable products, are we buying enough for 200 people, no, even enough for the crew's raincoats for half a month?" How do you even throw that away?



    



    Baek Woo-jin raised concerns.



    



    "Even if we wrap the camera in plastic to block it, what about the other equipment?"



    



    "Sigh." Right? If we shoot in a place where it rains for a fortnight, will the equipment survive?



    



    Jujiseung also looks at it skeptically.



    



    "Since it's being produced by the broadcasting station, they might be prepared for rainy days, but the problem is the people." Getting rained on and walking 40 km a day for half a month? "Is there really anyone who would say it with good intentions?"



    



    "Be quiet!"



    



    When Cha Ji-chan shouted angrily, Baek Woo-jin raised his arms in shock and leaned against me.



    



    I hesitantly pushed it to adjust my posture and opened my mouth.



    



    "It's tough, Ji-chan hyung knows it too." They've been having meetings about this since last week.



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin looked at Cha Ji-chan with pity.



    



    "But already too many people have been deployed."



    



    Cha Ji-chan bit his lip.



    



    "Ah."



    



    That's right. "Can it really stop just because you want it to stop?"



    



    It seems that Baek Woo-jin and Joo Ji-seung also understood.



    



    "Walking to the sky" has already reached a point of no return, whether it rains or not.



    



    If we cancel everything, there will be an enormous penalty.



    



    "Ah, don't really try to scam me!"



    



    On the phone that Cha Ji-chan had put down, rain clouds were drawn throughout the entire July calendar.

  
    The person who is burdened



    



    The time when Cha Ji-chan suggested to me that we embark on a great journey across the country together was last winter.



    



    It was when I was diagnosed with diabetes.



    



    Since it was such a large event, we invested a lot of time in business planning and fundraising, and as a result, WTV will broadcast it, with Lateral, one of the top content production companies in the country, collaborating with Jimkkun for the production.



    



    Thus, with WTV, Jimkkeun, and Letteral coming together, and with Netflix also being involved, the interest from internet broadcasters was inevitable.



    



    Out of over a thousand applicants, 200 were selected, and naturally, advertisements and sponsorships kept coming in.



    



    The program "Walk to the Sky," which received sponsorship from a total of 16 companies, garnered significant attention for its concept of accumulating funds based on the distance walked and donating them to socially vulnerable groups.



    



    Since the beginning of the year, the interests of countless people have become intertwined, reaching a point where it is already difficult to turn back.



    



    "Is the conversation happening now?"



    



    Jujiseung asked with concern.



    



    Cha Ji-chan, holding his head, remained unresponsive for a moment before speaking weakly.



    



    "It cost 1.1 billion won to act." Delaying it by a week costs 1.1 billion won.



    



    "……."



    



    It would be costs such as penalties for contract changes, labor costs, or equipment rental.



    



    I cleared my schedule for two weeks, but the contract was changed, so I won't be able to work during that time, which will incur costs.



    



    We were all so surprised that we couldn't say a word.



    



    "Okay." Let's say we postpone it for a week. Can we start then? It wasn't.



    



    The voice of Cha Ji-chan, who always exuded strength and confidence, trembled with fear.



    



    "......What about the cancellation fee?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin cautiously asked.



    



    If you cancel by next week, it's 20 percent. "If you cancel a week in advance, it's 50 percent."



    



    I can't even begin to imagine how Cha Ji-chan feels.



    



    A project that started with good intentions was on the verge of cancellation due to a month-long natural phenomenon of continuous rain, and now I even have to pay a penalty.



    



    The investment cost can be refunded, but...



    



    If the event cannot be held, they won't receive any advertising revenue, so Cha Ji-chan won't be able to recover a single penny of the costs he incurred.



    



    That's hundreds of millions of won.



    



    "Participants?"



    



    When I asked, Cha Ji-chan silently showed me the KakaoTalk.



    



    People asking if I'm okay because they heard it will rain all month in July, and those who say they probably can't participate, must be at least 30.



    



    Even while observing, I received more messages from the two people.



    



    "It's a big deal."



    



    Joo Ji-seung represented our feelings.



    



    The reason 'Walking to the Sky' was able to receive a large investment is the 200 influencers gathered by Jimkkun and Chajichan.



    



    Moreover, since it was a charitable event to help others, the company saw it as the perfect opportunity to promote themselves.



    



    However, if defectors like this emerge, there is a high possibility that companies that volunteered for advertising and sponsorship will withdraw.



    



    "We're recruiting for the second round of participants..."



    



    Cha Ji-chan couldn't bring himself to continue speaking.



    



    In fact, from the perspective of an internet broadcaster, not being able to do regular broadcasts for a whole fifteen days is an enormous burden.



    



    Nevertheless, many people wanted to participate because they thought "Walking to the Sky" was a big event and a place where they could showcase themselves.



    



    However, if I have to walk in the rain for a fortnight, that's a different story.



    



    Realistically, it's unreasonable, and if one were to get sick, it would mean losing an entire month, which especially for those doing small-scale broadcasts, would lead to livelihood issues.



    



    It might be only natural that the second round of participants are not gathering.



    



    "Phew."



    



    We all fell silent, and in the midst of the solemn atmosphere, Chajichan sighed.



    



    "If." If it really does fall apart like this. Then what will happen to the kids?



    



    Kids?



    



    I raised my head in confusion, and it seemed that Jujiseung and Baek Woojin were equally puzzled.



    



    "They said the kids were really happy that we were going."



    



    It felt like getting hit hard in the chest.



    



    In a situation where he might have to pay hundreds of millions, or perhaps even more, in penalties, Cha Ji-chan was thinking about the underprivileged children to whom he had promised toys and hamburgers.



    



    "Is that the problem right now?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin got angry.



    



    "Get a grip." Right now, people are watching each other. If you keep waiting to see who goes first and then decide to leave, you'll end up leaving even more. What if the sponsor pulls out too? "What are you going to do if you have to pay the penalty fee in that situation?"



    



    "Woojin is right."



    



    I also stepped up.



    



    You need to decide quickly. Even now, they say 30 people are leaving, but the moment people start talking, it could be 200 leaving instead.



    



    That's how it is when you work together.



    



    When everyone is together, the atmosphere sweeps you up and you get into the spirit of things, but when famous or close people start to leave one by one, it's easy to go with the flow as well.



    



    Moreover, it's a full moon schedule.



    



    There needs to be something worthwhile to gain from spending that time, but if everyone has gone through all the hardships and it doesn't add up in terms of cost-benefit, everyone can withdraw.



    



    For the same reason, if you even get out of the spawn, you can't control the flow.



    



    "Jichan, I understand how you feel, but I think it's best to wrap this up quickly." Even if you cancel right now, it's still 20%.



    



    Even the monk tried to stop him.



    



    It's fortunate that it's only 20% done since the event is three weeks away, but even that would be hundreds of millions of won.



    



    No matter how much money Chajichan and the porter have, losing hundreds of millions in cash will inevitably be a huge blow.



    



    We need to stop before the penalty increases.



    



    "......How do you quit?"



    



    "Jichan."



    



    "Hyung!"



    



    The places we decided to visit are 20 in total. If you combine the kids and the elderly living there, there are about 500 people. They came to my channel and asked when I'm coming, telling me to hurry up. But how can I quit now?



    



    "I know." Still, it's not something you can do out of a sense of responsibility. If everyone leaves like this, we'll have no choice but to cancel. Are you going to refund the full amount then? Then you're bankrupt!



    



    Joo Ji-seung also rarely got emotional.



    



    It's that serious of a situation.



    



    "Next time." Let's do it next time. 어?”



    



    The monk, who had raised his voice once, spoke as if to comfort.



    



    "When's next?" If it could be postponed, it was postponed. I want to do that too. But damn it, they say this fucking rain won't stop anytime soon!



    



    Unforgivingly, the monsoon continued relentlessly through July and August.



    



    Even if the weather forecast is wrong, no one knows how many days the sun will rise among all these days.



    



    "It's okay." There will definitely be people who want to do it. Even if it's just those people, we can gather them and go. When we were making lunch boxes, did you think people would help us?



    



    "The situation is different."



    



    I stepped forward.



    



    "Who invests a fortnight to do something without merit?" Bro, if this keeps up, we're really going to be in big trouble.



    



    "Shut up." If it doesn't work out, I'll go alone.



    



    Cha Ji-chan got up and headed outside.



    



    Baek Woo-jin tried to grab him, but he even shook off that hand and stepped out.



    



    "Sigh."



    



    Joo Ji-seung let out a big sigh.



    



    "Is there a reason why Jichan is going that far?" No matter what.



    



    Cha Ji-chan, who lost his parents early, was raised by his grandparents.



    



    So I kept silent, thinking that maybe I was drawn to children and the elderly, but it didn't seem like something I could bring myself to say out loud.



    



    Sigh. That guy's temper.



    



    Baek Woo-jin has returned.



    



    "Did you go?"



    



    Jujiseung asked.



    



    “Yes. It seems like you're really thinking of going alone.



    



    "Even if I had a sponsor, it would be better to do that, but there's no way I have one."



    



    "My point exactly." And in the first place, does it make sense to walk all the way to Busan in the rain?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked at me and asked.



    



    "What are you going to do, hyung?"



    



    The monk also sees me.



    



    Unlike Joo Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin, who said they couldn't participate this time due to scheduling conflicts, I had decided to join from the beginning.



    



    It's not just because of this matter, but I have been trying to build up my stamina all this time to go to Busan.



    



    "It's something that shouldn't happen to Jichan, but it's really not easy." "If you're going to be away for half a month, you should at least gain something."



    



    What's a full moon? "How can you expect to be fine after being out in the rain the whole time?"



    



    "……."



    



    Think carefully. The two-week gap is bigger than I thought. There are employees too, you know.



    



    The monk's words are right.



    



    Depending on the extent, if profits are affected, there may be a burden when paying wages.



    



    It's not just my problem.



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    'Walking to that sky.'



    



    The national trek event, prepared by YouTuber Jimkkun, who has secured 2.4 million subscribers, garnered significant attention as soon as participants were recruited.



    



    Every time a city is visited, 100 million won in sponsorship is accumulated, and when it arrives in Busan, a total of 1.4 billion won is donated to the underprivileged. This large-scale project has been discussed on various community sites, SNS, and YouTube, and has even been mentioned in the news.



    



    Thanks to the buzz, many people submitted applications to participate in the grueling schedule of walking a total of 611 km from Seoul to Busan over fifteen days.



    



    Some were spending June with their own motivations: some to make themselves known, some out of goodwill, and some to test their limits.



    



    As the monsoon was predicted to be unusually long in July and August, questions were being raised about the feasibility of holding the event.



    



    └What happened with this?



    



    └Seriously, the rain was no joke.



    



    Of course, it's canceled. You should come for a day or two, not stay for the whole month.



    



    └It's just an estimate, so wouldn't it be a bit different in reality?



    



    └I heard on the news that this forecast is nonsense?1)



    



    └What do you mean by "nonsense"?



    



    └It is said that with the current level of science, we can only predict about 10 days in advance. They say that the rain throughout July doesn't apply now based on old statistical data.



    



    └Korea Meteorological Administration vs Microsoft?



    



    So, can we just walk all the way to the sky?



    



    It's not just one or two people going; it's an event with 200 people running for half a month. Can we really take on that risk? If one or two people leave right now, they won't say anything, right?



    



    The problem is with the sponsor, not the YouTuber. A company is sponsoring an event that might not even take place.



    



    └That's right. If the sponsor drops out, the YouTuber will drop out too.



    



    If the YouTuber drops out, the sponsor drops out too.



    



    Even if there's a 50% chance, it's going to rain for 7-8 days, how can we walk normally?



    



    That's right.



    



    └Chajichan is ruined. This must have cost quite a bit.



    



    └There are a lot of people among YouTubers who can't go either.



    



    Wasn't your participation confirmed?



    



    The weather is like that, what can we do? The porter who couldn't predict the weather from the beginning is also responsible.



    



    When preparing for an outdoor event, of course, you check the weather. But who would expect it to rain for two whole months?



    



    └Is it really going to rain continuously for two months?



    



    └I don't know. Since I don't know, I should cancel it. What are you going to do if it starts raining?



    



    Someone said something above. It could be nonsense, but from the moment the possibility was raised, it became an event that had to be walked to the sky.



    



    What should we do about Chajichan?



    



    └The video is up. [link]



    



    └Someone summarize this, please.



    



    └Take a look. It'll only take a few minutes.



    



    It's true that it's not an easy situation, and we understand those who can't participate. That said, I can't let down those who are waiting. I'll only go with those who want to go. Those who will participate, let's meet on Saturday and come up with a plan. This is the saying.



    



    └Are you really going to do this?



    



    └That's crazy. Is there anyone going?



    



    └I don't know. But if people don't gather, it's totally useless.



    



    The broadcasting station will probably lose all its sponsors. Even if Cha Ji-chan is famous, his popularity decreases when he's alone. Since there are as many as 200 people, it's a done deal.



    



    Amidst rampant speculation, Chajichan and the porter were spending their time in a daze.



    



    Even with all the former porters from WTV and Letteral working tirelessly, there was still a shortage of manpower, not only from the companies that promised advertisements, sponsorships, and PPL, but also from the organizations that pledged support and the hotels and restaurants that had made reservations.



    



    In the midst of all this, Cha Ji-chan was sweating profusely while dealing with the largest sponsor of "Walking to the Sky."



    



    "Is it really possible?"



    



    Kim Ki-tae of WH Electronics asked Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "It is possible."



    



    Cha Ji-chan said firmly.



    



    "As I mentioned over the phone, it's true that many participants have dropped out, but it won't affect the event's progress."



    



    Director Kim Ki-tae put down the documents he was holding and clasped his hands.



    



    "Ji-chan's will, you know." However, I am worried about others. If the participants do not gather, it will be difficult for us to provide support.



    



    After taking a long breath, Cha Ji-chan lifted his head.



    



    "How many people would it take?"



    



    "At least 100 people need to gather before I can talk to the company."



    



    "100 people."



    



    Cha Ji-chan swallowed.



    



    The number of people who have personally expressed their intention to cancel has already exceeded 140.



    



    Since there were 60 people left, we needed to gather 40 more by Saturday.



    



    "I will contact you on Saturday."



    



    "No." I will also go to the venue.



    



    "Yes."



    



    After seeing Director Kim Ki-tae off outside the building, Cha Ji-chan confirmed that he had left and lowered his head.



    



    For a while.



    



    Cha Ji-chan slapped his own cheeks.



    



    "Get a grip."



    



    Having steeled himself once again, he hurriedly went up to the office.

  
    The person who is burdened(3)



    



    Really? It can't be helped.



    



    -I'm sorry, bro.



    



    "No." "Then, let's meet next time."



    



    -Yes.



    



    Cha Ji-chan put down his smartphone and leaned on the desk.



    



    I made dozens of calls since morning, but not a single person gave a positive response.



    



    It wasn't difficult because the people I used to be close with didn't respond.



    



    What made Cha Ji-chan despair was the fact that he knew all too well that this matter was not something that could be appealed to emotionally.



    



    They were people who had cleared their personal broadcast schedules for half a month to walk all the way to Busan.



    



    They all willingly agreed to collaborate because of the advantage of being able to appear on WTV and Netflix, but now it has reached a point where production itself is impossible.



    



    WTV also showed a skeptical attitude, and the production company Letteral advised them to look for another company, saying they wouldn't charge a penalty fee.



    



    Only WH Electronics, which highly valued Cha Ji-chan, remained, while all the other sponsors who had lined up promised to return next time.



    



    "Phew."



    



    Cha Ji-chan sighed.



    



    There was no next.



    



    If "Walking to the Sky," which caused a nationwide uproar, gets canceled and they have to pay a huge penalty.



    



    The situation where it couldn't even be held and ended up in vain would remain in the minds of the entire nation.



    



    Even if Cha Ji-chan comes up with a good plan next time, he will still carry the stigma of someone who couldn't even start a major event.



    



    Chajichan knew better than anyone that opportunities are given to those who succeed.



    



    "Boss."



    



    Producer Ahn Sang-kyu opened the door and came in.



    



    "……."



    



    Cha Ji-chan didn't even have the strength to answer.



    



    "I contacted all 141 people."



    



    Cha Ji-chan leaned on the desk and asked with his head bowed.



    



    "Speak."



    



    "I couldn't reach the 17 people, so I left a message, and I spoke with 124 people." They said they would attend for 23 minutes.



    



    Producer Ahn Sang-kyu conveyed the situation with great difficulty.



    



    In an effort to fill the 100 spots promised to WH, I called all the first-round applicants, but the number of participants kept decreasing, and now, with the strategy meeting just a day away.



    



    Eventually, most people ended up giving up.



    



    Cha Ji-chan and PD Ahn Sang-kyu couldn't say anything either.



    



    After such prolonged silence, Cha Ji-chan finally spoke.



    



    When I was in 9th grade, our class came in last. I was in Class 8, but I came last in all the midterms and finals of the first semester.



    



    "……."



    



    "You can't study worth a damn, but you still get in a bad mood?" It's infuriating because they even call the homeroom teacher a jerk. I felt like I wanted to show you something.



    



    "……."



    



    "So I told the class." Let's aim for first place in our sports day. Let's get together and practice during the summer vacation.



    



    "……."



    



    "There's no way." They won't even listen to it. Still. 음. "Still, it wasn't the whole class, but I used to meet up with my close friends every morning to play soccer and basketball."



    



    "……."



    



    "But on the first day, let's work out for an hour or two and then go to the PC bang." I have to come in first. So I said, let's try harder, let's work harder. But they said it's a hassle. When I asked if he wanted to be first place, he said, "So what if I do?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan turned his head.



    



    "I guess I was still being overly dramatic on my own."



    



    PD Ahn Sang-kyu didn't know how to comfort him.



    



    It was impossible to win Cha Ji-chan's heart with just a few words. Realistic issues like penalties or already paid money were even more so.



    



    "Seong-kyu."



    



    "Yes."



    



    "Back then, I couldn't understand, so we fought." Don't you have any pride? Let's try to get first place, something like that. I resented it too. But now I understand. Everyone has their own circumstances, right? There are also dependents.



    



    "Boss……."



    



    "Still." Still, I will do it. When have we ever received sponsorship from a big corporation? Do you remember when you first joined the company?



    



    Without money to rent an office, we lived together in the one-room where Cha Ji-chan lives and grew the current 2.4 million subscribers of Jimkun TV.



    



    "First."



    



    Cha Ji-chan spoke with determination.



    



    "If this goes wrong, the next one will be in 10 years."



    



    Ahn Sang-kyu had the same thought.



    



    Once broken, trust could not be easily restored. It was a metaphorical expression saying that it would take twice as long because it was done based on the image built over five years.



    



    Second. 2.467 million people are watching. My wealth is all of that. "Is there really an idiot who would lose all their money just because they're scared of losing 400 million?"



    



    Ahn Sang-kyu swallowed hard.



    



    The cost the porter invested in this matter was 410 million won.



    



    It wasn't an amount that would immediately determine the fate of the Jimkkun channel, but it wasn't something to be ignored either.



    



    The company's reserve fund was 500 million won, and since most of it had been used, there was no capacity to respond in case of an emergency.



    



    Some might call him foolish for throwing away 400 million won, but Cha Ji-chan was seeing the situation more clearly than anyone else.



    



    Cha Ji-chan judged that subscribers, rather than buildings or cash, were the true assets of a porter.



    



    "Walking to the sky" was a situation that anyone could see had to be canceled, but still, there were bound to be people who would be disappointed.



    



    "None."



    



    "Yeah." There will be people who understand and people who are disappointed. However, being remembered as someone who didn't keep their promise is a blow.



    



    "Yes."



    



    Third. 500 people are waiting.



    



    "……."



    



    They were the people living in the organization that had promised to donate.



    



    "I can't pretend not to know."



    



    Ahn Sang-kyu could not answer.



    



    If it seemed foolish, it was foolish; if it seemed great, it was great for a reason.



    



    "I won't let you and our kids go hungry." If it doesn't work out, I'll just sell it off.



    



    Cha Ji-chan scanned the room and said.



    



    Even PD Ahn Sang-kyu hardened his resolve at the mention of selling the five-story building that encapsulated the past five years of Cha Ji-chan and the porter.



    



    So, trust me this time too. "Follow me."



    



    "Of course."



    



    Cha Ji-chan smiled slightly.



    



    "Prepare a lot of refreshments for tomorrow." Do you happen to know? If you make it look convincing, they might come looking for it.



    



    "Yes."



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    Saturday, June 17, 2023.



    



    Despair hung in the seminar room of the porter's office.



    



    It was because no one had shown up just 10 minutes before the 'To the Sky on Foot' strategy meeting.



    



    Yesterday, it was reported that "Walking to the Sky" was removed from the WTV schedule, and even the 23 YouTubers who had initially planned to participate expressed their intention to withdraw last night, early morning, and this morning.



    



    As the event start time approached, the sponsors who had been sought after began to leave in droves, and the staff were at a loss for what to do.



    



    "Director."



    



    A WH Electronics employee spoke to Director Kim Ki-tae.



    



    "We should be on our way back too."



    



    Director Kim Ki-tae let out a long sigh.



    



    WH Electronics has been trying to change smartphone purchasing trends recently. It was because the younger or younger generations were gradually distancing themselves from WH's smartphones, causing a sense of crisis.



    



    While preparing and implementing countermeasures in various areas, Kim Ki-tae's eyes fell on Cha Ji-chan.



    



    Young passion, success, and positive influence—all the images that Kim Ki-tae desired were embodied.



    



    Because of this, while observing Cha Ji-chan, Baek Seung-yong's car hit the jackpot, giving Kim Ki-tae confidence.



    



    He convinced the higher-ups that WH Electronics could revitalize its image with "Walking to the Sky."



    



    Even though it was excluded from the WTV schedule, they did not give up any hope.



    



    However, now there was truly no sign of hope.



    



    "At least say hello before you leave." We've worked together all this time.



    



    "Yes."



    



    Kim Ki-tae approached Cha Ji-chan with an employee in tow.



    



    "Jichan."



    



    "Director."



    



    I'm sorry. It's unfortunate.



    



    "No." Thank you for all your help so far.



    



    Kim Ki-tae doubted his eyes.



    



    Even in this desperate situation, Cha Ji-chan was smiling.



    



    "It seems like things went well for you."



    



    Kim Ki-tae changed the subject to the penalty fee. They judged that they could be so relaxed because they had either prevented or reduced significant damage.



    



    It got incredibly messed up. Because it looks like I'm going to have to go alone on the trip that was supposed to be with 200 people.



    



    "Yes?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan just smiled slightly and nodded without saying anything else.



    



    It meant that I hadn't misheard.



    



    "I heard that the production has been canceled."



    



    "I originally did it alone."



    



    "……."



    



    "Even though it's a bit disappointing, it's just returning to the way things were, so you don't need to worry."



    



    It was reckless.



    



    "Are you planning to go through with it alone just to get some sympathy votes?"



    



    Kim Ki-tae saw Cha Ji-chan's choice as nothing more than an action relying on luck.



    



    For that reason, no one would extend a hand to Cha Ji-chan.



    



    Go. Zero Coke.



    



    At that moment, someone's voice echoed in the silent seminar room. Even though I didn't make a sound, it seemed unusually loud.



    



    "Side dishes?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan leaned his face towards Kim Ki-tae and called for the side dishes.



    



    Banchan-yong raised his hand to greet and awkwardly bowed his head after making eye contact with Kim Ki-tae.



    



    "Are you working?"



    



    Banchan-yong asked cautiously.



    



    "Uh……."



    



    When Cha Ji-chan couldn't give a clear answer, Kim Ki-tae took a step back.



    



    Let's have a chat. We'll be on our way now.



    



    "Please come in." Thank you for coming.



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Kim Gi-tae shook hands.



    



    Jichan approached Banchanyong.



    



    "What is it?"



    



    "What do you mean, what?" "Come today."



    



    "You said you wouldn't come."



    



    "Me?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan pondered for a moment.



    



    I contacted others, but I didn't call Banchan-yong.



    



    It was because of the conversation we had on Sunday that we judged Ban Chan-yong wouldn't participate.



    



    "Always talking about loyalty, and look at you now." What is this? Are we going together?



    



    "Side dishes..."



    



    "Use a separate room." 어? I can't sleep with my brother.



    



    "This bastard!"



    



    Cha Ji-chan jumped up and put a headlock on Ban Chan-yong.



    



    Ah! "Let go of this!"



    



    This cute little guy. 어? You're so cute, I could die.



    



    As Cha Ji-chan was delightedly choking Ban Chan-yong, two people entered the seminar room.



    



    "Hyung Sang-kyu, is Margaret not here?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked PD Ahn Sang-kyu, who was standing at the door.



    



    "Uh, yeah."



    



    "How come Marguerite isn't here while we're preparing the refreshments?" You're a real piece of work.



    



    Baek Woo-jin took the beans and sat down.



    



    "Baek Woo-jin."



    



    Cha Ji-chan released his arm that had been around Banchan-yong's neck and called out to Baek Woo-jin.



    



    Baek Woo-jin ate his snacks and looked at his smartphone, not caring about what anyone else said.



    



    "Hyung."



    



    Cha Ji-chan shifted his gaze.



    



    Joo Ji-seung, who was sitting at the same table as Baek Woo-jin, just raised his hand and smiled.



    



    "How did you get here?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked Ju Ji-seung.



    



    "How could I possibly come?" We were going together. "Is there no seat?"



    



    There's nothing missing. It's everywhere.



    



    Baek Woo-jin pouted and said.



    



    "You said you had something to do."



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked Joo Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "I don't know." Ah, hurry up and start. There's no time.



    



    Seeing Baek Woo-jin mumbling, Cha Ji-chan smirked and put him in a headlock just like he did with Ban Chan-yong.



    



    “아! 아! 왜! Whywhywhywhy!



    



    "Why is this so cute?" 어?”



    



    "Jiseung hyung!" 형! "Help me!"



    



    "Chanyong, where was the Diet Coke?"



    



    "Excuse me." I'll bring it to you.



    



    "Is there anything else?"



    



    "Narand cider."



    



    "Isn't it good with me?"



    



    “악! Chajichan!



    



    "Jichan, do you want to go out for a drink with me?"



    



    The moment the side dishes arrived, Kim Ki-tae, who had stopped in his tracks, stared at the suddenly noisy seminar room for a while.

  
    The person who is burdened



    



    "So, are you really going to walk?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    "Seriously, just walk."



    



    "Why?"



    



    "Why?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan was momentarily at a loss for words.



    



    In fact, there were more than enough reasons.



    



    The intention was to provide opportunities for internet broadcasters, who mostly work from home, to exercise, foster friendships, and do some good at the same time.



    



    I also received a sponsorship promise from a sponsor.



    



    As they passed through each city, the donations accumulated, allowing them to eventually distribute a large sum to the vulnerable groups, which is why YouTubers willingly participated. However, now that all the sponsors have left, the significance has faded.



    



    You need to think carefully. "Walking alone has no meaning."



    



    Everyone nodded in agreement with Baek Woo-jin's point.



    



    "We'll just have to do it ourselves." "Anyway, there's no sponsorship."



    



    Banchan-yong has stepped up.



    



    "Just us." Sounds good.



    



    Cha Ji-chan smiled, but he couldn't shake off the lingering regret.



    



    Baek Seung-yong and the car had already agreed to donate ten million won each when "Walking to the Sky" was being prepared.



    



    40 million won is a significant amount, but it falls far short of the promised 1.4 billion won when the event was held as scheduled.



    



    "Okay." The amount is important.



    



    Joo Ji-seung was about to say that the amount didn't matter, but upon seeing his friends' expressions, he immediately changed his mind.



    



    "It doesn't matter." It's important, so we should do as much as we can. "Even so, I can't do it as well as before."



    



    Just because it was regrettable, Baek Seung-yong's car couldn't cover the entire 1.4 billion won.



    



    "Okay." You have to accept what you have to accept. "Let's do as much as we can."



    



    Cha Ji-chan also accepted reality.



    



    "So again." "Why do we have to walk?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked once more.



    



    The reduction in sponsorship funds was unavoidable, but there was still no reason to walk.



    



    "Just donate ten million won each." That's a total yes. But we need a reason to walk all the way to Busan, you know?



    



    "Wooin is right." We have to have a reason that we can convince ourselves of while getting soaked in the rain all the way to Busan. Otherwise, you'll definitely want to quit.



    



    Joo Ji-seung had the same thought.



    



    Baek Seung-yong's car fell into silent contemplation.



    



    "Seong-kyu."



    



    Cha Ji-chan called PD Ahn Sang-kyu.



    



    There was no response, so I looked around and another employee answered.



    



    "PD-nim went out to see off Manager Kim."



    



    Really? You guys? "Don't you have anything on your mind?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked the other employees, but they also couldn't think of anything special.



    



    How about this?



    



    In the midst of the ongoing silence, Banchanyong spoke up.



    



    "We were going to donate ten million won each anyway." "If you complete the run to Busan, I'll give you ten million won as promised, but if you fail, you'll owe me ten million won plus an extra ten thousand won."



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin tilted his head.



    



    "If you go all the way to Busan, you can save ten thousand won." "I have to walk no matter what."



    



    "What is that?"



    



    If I fail to walk to Busan, I don't understand the intention behind donating an extra ten thousand won.



    



    "That's nice."



    



    Cha Ji-chan stepped forward.



    



    "If you dig the ground, does ten thousand won come out?" I have to walk no matter what. Isn't that right?



    



    "That's true."



    



    When even Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan agreed, Baek Woo-jin jumped up in surprise.



    



    "What's right about it!" I'll just pay an extra ten thousand won!



    



    "Uh-huh." Ten thousand won isn't even money?



    



    Banchan-yong cornered Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "It's not like we have to walk all the way to Busan!"



    



    "Baek Woo-jin lost his original intention just because he made some money." I didn't realize I was wasting ten thousand won.



    



    When Banchan-yong shook his head, Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan clicked their tongues as well.



    



    "Tsk tsk." These days, kids.



    



    "Ugh." Tsk tsk tsk tsk."



    



    "You guys are just like the current generation!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin shouted loudly.



    



    Sure! Let's do it! It's just something we decide! "What merit does that have?"



    



    "We used to be like that." Setting missions and giving penalties. We used to broadcast like that, remember?



    



    Banchanyong answered.



    



    It was a common occurrence during mukbangs.



    



    If I can't eat 6 packs of ramen, I won't drink cola; if I can't finish a bowl of jajangmyeon in 30 seconds, I won't eat pickled radish. Most of the content was carried out with conditions and penalties set by myself.



    



    "That's right." I did too. If I couldn't finish 10 sets, I would walk home and stuff.



    



    "That's true." If Mikael says it's not tasty, I have to do a cosplay penalty on the next broadcast, so I've been living like a fortune teller.



    



    "Heh-heh."



    



    Baek Woo-jin jumped at the calm demeanor of Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Ban Chan-yong.



    



    "Are those two the same?!" You fools! What kind of person walks all the way to Busan just to save ten thousand won?



    



    The side dish was sitting blankly and then turned its head.



    



    After receiving the gaze, Cha Ji-chan turned his neck to look at Ju Ji-seung, and Ju Ji-seung looked back at Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "What's going on?" I'm not an idiot.



    



    "No." Just coming here is already stupid enough.



    



    “어. Our Woojin is really stupid.



    



    "Don't talk like it's a compliment!"



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan teased Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "……We're going to be broadcasting anyway while walking."



    



    The side dish opened its mouth.



    



    "Let's donate the Super Chats we received until we reach the next city along the way. That way, there’s a reason for walking, right?"



    



    "Sounds good. I mean, it probably won't be much, but still, it's something," Cha Ji-chan agreed with Ban Chan-yong's suggestion.



    



    "What do you think?" Ju Ji-seung asked Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "Ah, I don't know. Whatever we say, they won’t listen anyway, so what's the point?"



    



    "Wow, Woo-jin's gotten smart, huh? Looks like he's starting to understand the situation."



    



    "Seriously."



    



    "Eeek!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin vented his frustration by headbutting Ju Ji-seung's arm.



    



    "Director."



    



    PD Ahn Sang-gyu called out to Director Kim Ki-tae, who was just about to leave the building.



    



    "Yes?"



    



    "About 'Walking to the Sky.' We couldn't gather the promised 100 participants, but could you reconsider?"



    



    "PD, that's..."



    



    A WH Electronics employee tried to draw the line, but Director Kim Ki-tae stopped him.



    



    "I'm not as invested in this as you are, but I also feel disappointed about how things turned out. However, the terms were already difficult to negotiate. I hope we can meet again under better circumstances."



    



    Kim Ki-tae lightly bowed his head and was about to leave when PD Ahn called out to him once more.



    



    "The Baek Seung car lineup is quite competitive."



    



    "......"



    



    "Last month, 24 videos related to lunchboxes were uploaded across four channels. In total, they garnered 30 million views. It may not be 100 participants, but it's still a solid combination to promote WH Electronics."



    



    "Hmm."



    



    Kim Ki-tae was at a loss.



    



    Certainly, he felt a bit disappointed as he suddenly became lively and energetic while looking at the seminar room and the white luxury car.



    



    I judged that it would be a sufficiently winnable endeavor if they worked together, but that was only if everything went according to plan, all the way to the sky.



    



    The sensationalism has already been verified, but the act of them walking all the way to Busan during the long monsoon seemed impossible.



    



    "It's actually a good opportunity."



    



    Ahn Sang-kyu and Kim Ki-tae turned their gaze towards the direction of the voice.



    



    "Director Mook."



    



    When Ahn Sang-kyu acknowledged him, Muk Eun-ji bowed and greeted Ahn Sang-kyu and Kim Ki-tae.



    



    "Hello, I am the aged kimchi from the side dish store."



    



    Ah. Yes...



    



    Kim Ki-tae replied hesitantly.



    



    If it were a side dish store, it was the name of a YouTube channel for side dishes that has recently appeared in various media and gained recognition.



    



    I was already familiar with Kim Ki-tae, but it was my first time meeting the PD from that place.



    



    "Walking to the sky has gained attention for the image of successful young people making a positive impact." Even WH Electronics took notice, so it's safe to say that South Korea was abuzz.



    



    Kim Ki-tae examined the aged kimchi.



    



    Certainly, he felt a bit disappointed as he suddenly became lively and energetic while looking at the seminar room and the white luxury car.



    



    I judged that it would be a sufficiently winnable endeavor if they worked together, but that was only if everything went according to plan, all the way to the sky.



    



    The sensationalism has already been verified, but the act of them walking all the way to Busan during the long monsoon seemed impossible.



    



    "It's actually a good opportunity."



    



    Ahn Sang-kyu and Kim Ki-tae turned their gaze towards the direction of the voice.



    



    "Director Mook."



    



    When Ahn Sang-kyu acknowledged him, Muk Eun-ji bowed and greeted Ahn Sang-kyu and Kim Ki-tae.



    



    "Hello, I am the aged kimchi from the side dish store."



    



    Ah. Yes...



    



    Kim Ki-tae replied hesitantly.



    



    If it were a side dish store, it was the name of a YouTube channel for side dishes that has recently appeared in various media and gained recognition.



    



    I was already familiar with Kim Ki-tae, but it was my first time meeting the PD from that place.



    



    "Walking to the sky has gained attention for the image of successful young people making a positive impact." Even WH Electronics took notice, so it's safe to say that South Korea was abuzz.



    



    Kim Ki-tae examined the aged kimchi.



    



    Kim Ki-tae moved his feet, no longer wanting to exchange words with Muk Eun-ji.



    



    "The reason WH will be with Baek Seung-yong has become clearer." "Now that the entire world, including production companies, sponsors, and broadcasters, has turned its back on young people, if only WH would protect them, the image transformation you desire will happen."



    



    Kim Ki-tae turned around.



    



    "You're speaking so easily." It's true that Baek Seung-yong is an influential crew member, but not everything goes so smoothly.



    



    "Isn't challenging that difficult task exactly the image that WH desires?"”



    



    Kim Ki-tae was momentarily at a loss for words.



    



    "It was just an event where the existing 'Walking to the Sky' with 2.4 million subscribers was sponsored by various companies through major broadcasting stations and excellent content production companies." It was a good deed, but it was hard to find the emotional element. But right now, the porter is about to go completely broke.



    



    Mukjin intentionally used provocative words to describe the current Jimkkun channel.



    



    "Everyone who was supposed to be with us has left, and even the broadcasting station and production company that were solidly supporting us have departed." The sponsors who had been a great support have turned their backs, and even the weather isn't helping. Nevertheless, they do not stop their reckless act of walking all the way to Busan. I intend to carry out a task that no one has forced upon me, solely with good intentions.



    



    At the explanation of the aged kimchi, Kim Ki-tae pondered for a moment and then smiled.



    



    "I fully understand the image that Baek Seung's car has." However, bringing in their image to WH is a separate matter.



    



    The brand image did not change easily.



    



    Baek Seung-yong's actions are commendable and will surely attract attention, but for WH Electronics, it's not possible to only do good deeds.



    



    If 200 YouTubers participated, I thought it could symbolize the younger generation in itself, so I accepted the proposal.



    



    It was questionable whether WH Electronics could gain a youthful image of challenge, innovation, and ambition solely through the Baekseung vehicle.



    



    "It's not a youthful image."



    



    The aged kimchi answered.



    



    "We will become a fence that embraces the young who are taking on challenges."



    



    There was strength in the voice.



    



    "The job market is impossibly high, and in the workplace where we barely manage to get in after giving up hobbies, friends, and even love, the future is nowhere to be seen." Prices and real estate costs that can never be caught up with through labor income. I thought maybe things would get better if I invested, but all I see on the HTS are blue letters. Now they say the pension is gone too, but still, I get up and go to work steadfastly.



    



    Listening to Mukkunji's words, my heart felt heavy.



    



    Kim Ki-tae himself was also in the same situation.



    



    "When I see those who are trying to survive against all odds in a world that seems to be collapsing and forcing them to give up, it feels like I'm looking at myself."



    



    The aged kimchi reflected myself, but there was no way it didn't also represent all of us.



    



    The old kimchi hung on the wall, and I gazed at the poster that reached up to the sky.



    



    "When all the companies turned their backs, if WH, the top company in our country, stands by us, even if we don't gain a youthful image, we will be deeply remembered as the only company that embraced them."



    



    The aged kimchi, having finished speaking, bowed its head.

  
    The person who is burdened(5)



    



    Even while Muk Eun-ji and Ahn Sang-kyu were persuading Kim Ki-tae, Baek Seung-yong's worries continued.



    



    Got it. "I understand how you feel, but for now, it's better to stop walking and just stay here."



    



    Baek Woo-jin persuaded his friends.



    



    Think about it. It's hard enough just walking, and now it's raining too. It's not just coming; it's for the whole month. What are you going to do if something happens?



    



    "……."



    



    Baek Woo-jin's opinion was valid.



    



    We couldn't overlook safety issues during the month-long monsoon.



    



    Cha Ji-chan let out a long breath and closed his eyes.



    



    He also knew the problems that could arise if the event were forced to proceed, so he couldn't just go ahead with it blindly.



    



    Above all, if Jujiseung, Banchanyong, Baek Woojin, and the porters got hurt or were put in danger, I wouldn't be able to forgive myself for leading them into such a situation.



    



    "Okay."



    



    Cha Ji-chan opened his eyes.



    



    "My stubbornness is right."



    



    Baek Woo-jin was delighted by Cha Ji-chan's decision.



    



    He also wanted to comfort Cha Ji-chan a little, knowing how much he must have struggled.



    



    You thought well. No one would dare say anything to you, bro. Let's just go to the place we promised to donate to and help out.



    



    Banchan-yong placed his hand on Cha Ji-chan's shoulder.



    



    I felt sorry because I knew well what he had prepared and how hard he had worked for this.



    



    Cha Ji-chan gently patted the side dishes with the back of his hand and stepped forward.



    



    I'll stop here. Thanks for coming.



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded at Cha Ji-chan's words. Although they usually bicker, they sincerely cared for Cha Ji-chan and welcomed his decision.



    



    "Are you okay?"



    



    "Of course, it's fine." "What's not okay?"



    



    When Jujiseung asked, Baek Woojin looked back and forth between Cha Jichan and Jujiseung and spoke.



    



    "That's not it."



    



    Banchan-yong answered.



    



    The current public opinion was divided between those who acknowledged that walking to the sky was realistically impossible and those who supported and sympathized with Cha Ji-chan.



    



    Among those supporting Chajichan, there were quite a few who blamed WTV, Lateral, the companies that promised sponsorship, and those who canceled their participation.



    



    "What will happen if everyone finds out that no one came today?"



    



    At Ban Chan-yong's question, Baek Woo-jin furrowed his brow.



    



    It was obvious that a fight would break out between the fans of the YouTuber who was supposed to attend and the fans of Cha Ji-chan, arguing over who was right or wrong.



    



    "Even now, there are many people blaming YouTubers who announced their absence from WTV, Lateral, and sponsors."



    



    Because of the broadcasting station, because of the production company, because of the companies and YouTubers, there were too many people who wanted to believe that the walk to the sky had been halted.



    



    Regardless of whether it's true or not.



    



    Because they cared deeply for Cha Ji-chan, his fans were looking for someone to blame and resent.



    



    Even now, when the decision on whether to proceed with the event has not been made, comments like "Why are you backing out now after making a promise?" and "Isn't it too much considering you grew with the collaboration with Cha Ji-chan?" are being left on the YouTubers' channels who have changed their minds.



    



    Such actions were bound to create resentment, and the atmosphere between the subscribers of other YouTubers and the subscribers of Jimkkun was gradually becoming hostile.



    



    If this continues, the porters will be thoroughly isolated in public opinion.



    



    "Jichan hyung didn't do anything wrong."



    



    "Ji-chan hyung didn't do anything wrong." WTV, Lateral, sponsors, and even the people who said they would participate, are not at fault.



    



    Banchan-yong drew a line.



    



    If there is a problem, the first is the abnormal climate phenomenon, and the second is those who, in order to defend Chajichan, shift the blame onto others.



    



    "Okay." We all know, right? "Who is the problem?"



    



    "Ji-chan hyung isn't the type to say anything to his subscribers."



    



    Banchan Yong nailed down Baek Woo-jin's rebuttal.



    



    A brief silence followed, and then Cha Ji-chan smiled.



    



    "Brat." I know it well.



    



    Banchan-yong let out a small sigh.



    



    "Okay." How can you say anything about people who like me just because they made a mistake? Just saying that I ended it at my own line is a way to resolve things well all around.



    



    Cha Ji-chan looked at Baek Woo-jin while pinching his philtrum against his nostrils.



    



    "Whatever the reason, you tried to participate in a good cause but had to quit out of necessity." I don't want the people who tried to help me to get criticized. WTV, Letteral, sponsors, and YouTubers too. "It's right for me to stop."



    



    Cha Ji-chan judged that the situation would be smoothly resolved if he took responsibility and stopped the work.



    



    It was hard for Ju Ji-seung, Ban Chan-yong, and Baek Woo-jin to gauge how miserable it would be inside.



    



    "Ha."



    



    Baek Woo-jin sighed.



    



    Because of the weather, everything that was going well has gone to ruin.



    



    It was unfair that the innocent Cha Ji-chan had to bear all the responsibility.



    



    "Let's wrap this up like that." You have to do what needs to be done.



    



    The three people, who were listening to the story with a complicated heart, looked up in surprise.



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    "I've resolved the matter of causing trouble to others, so I should do what I promised."



    



    The three people couldn't understand Chajichan's words for a moment.



    



    "You're not really going, are you?"



    



    When Baek Woo-jin asked, Cha Ji-chan nodded as if it were obvious.



    



    "No, you said you wouldn't." I just told you I'm canceling the event.



    



    "I'll fold up to that sky on foot." But it's okay if I go alone, right?



    



    "Exactly!" I told you earlier! I told you there's no reason to go, right?



    



    "Why isn't it there?" It's a promise.



    



    Baek Woo-jin was left speechless by Cha Ji-chan's answer.



    



    "I decided to do it." I'll visit the subscribers and the people at the welfare facility, so let's meet and hang out. We promised to eat something delicious. There were people who offered Pocari and others who said they would walk with me.



    



    Donation was a one-sided affair.



    



    It was hard to tell whether the offer of a drink or walking together was sincere or not.



    



    Nevertheless, Cha Ji-chan regarded each comment as a promise.



    



    "I'm going."



    



    Cha Ji-chan looked around at his friends and said.



    



    "To stop walking all the way to the sky just because you're alone, really." 어. It must have been miserable. Thank you for coming. Really.



    



    Chajichan was sincerely grateful to his friends.



    



    If it weren't for the three of them, I would have gone through with the event out of sheer stubbornness, but knowing that I had even a little support helped me regain my composure.



    



    Still, there were at least three people who wanted to join, so I decided to go ahead with the event.



    



    Ah. I knew this would happen.



    



    Banchan-yong let out a deep sigh.



    



    "You're going to leave in the end, aren't you?" "Why do you beat around the bush and make people anxious?"



    



    "Right." I was happy thinking you weren't going.



    



    Jujiseung also chimed in.



    



    You don't have to go. I told you we're not having the event, right?



    



    Cha Ji-chan stopped the two people.



    



    "You're leaving, right?" Am I someone who would walk all the way to Busan just for an event? "Since my brother is going, I'm going too."



    



    "Banchan."



    



    "This is also a promise, isn't it?" Isn't that right?



    



    Banchanyong looked at Jujiseung and Baek Woojin and asked.



    



    Joo Ji-seung smiled and nodded, while Baek Woo-jin tore at his hair. The words "Can't you just take a car?" rose to the tip of my tongue.



    



    Baek Woo-jin was just about to speak.



    



    PD Ahn Sang-kyu opened the seminar room door and shouted.



    



    "Boss!"



    



    While everyone was puzzled, Director Kim Ki-tae, who they thought had left, followed in and said.



    



    The reason he returned was something Baek Woo-jin could have predicted without needing to hear it, and he was in despair.



    



    "Don't do this." "Don't do this!"



    



    Please provide the text you would like to have translated.



    



    A notice video has been uploaded to the Jimkkun channel.



    



    -Saturday, I will start by sharing the results of today's emergency meeting. I will finish walking to that sky from here. I'm sorry.



    



    In the video, Cha Ji-chan bowed his head.



    



    Due to unexpected weather issues, we considered various problems such as the safety of the participants and the feasibility of the event, and we thought it was right to conclude here.



    



    Cha Ji-chan calmly explained the situation.



    



    This decision was communicated to all 21 partner companies and 200 participants scheduled to attend, including WTV, Lateral, WH, EI, and Baroque, before the video was uploaded. I would like to express my gratitude to everyone who has been with us so far, and please refrain from excessive speculation beyond this video.



    



    Cha Ji-chan let out a snort.



    



    It's disappointing that the event didn't go as originally planned.



    



    Cha Ji-chan's lips twitched.



    



    -But still, I intend to keep the promise I made to all of you. 네. I will go. I will visit all the places I initially planned and share a little bit. The content has changed a lot from the original plan and is lacking, but...



    



    Cha Ji-chan clapped his hands once to lighten the mood.



    



    -Thankfully, Brother Jiseung from Banyasikgyeong, Chanyong from the side dish store, and Woojin from Woojinious have agreed to join us. If I succeed in reaching Busan, I plan to donate ten million won, and if I fail, I plan to donate ten million one hundred thousand won.



    



    Cha Ji-chan smiled slightly.



    



    -Additionally, you have agreed to continue supporting a portion of the sponsorship funds promised by WH to reach the sky. I would like to take this opportunity to express my gratitude. I will organize and post the detailed information in the community.



    



    Although the large-scale charity event "Walking to the Sky," featuring 200 internet broadcasters and sponsored by various companies, was canceled.



    



    Cha Ji-chan, Baek Woo-jin, Ju Ji-seung, and Banchan Yong, who have been boosting their stock prices with their lunchbox business, are joining forces once again.



    



    In a situation where all the sponsors had withdrawn, the news that WH, the top company in South Korea, promised to sponsor was enough to create a huge stir.



    



    └Are you really going to do this???



    



    └Only WH is sponsoring this, lol.



    



    Wow, only the good stuff is left.



    



    └Putting everything else aside, I'm worried about my health.



    



    └Exactly. It's already tough enough to go, and you're saying you'll go in the rain?



    



    └They said they were originally going to do it alone anyway. They said they had become successful with the help of those around them, but now they're just back to where they started.



    



    └No way, lol. Why is it ten million won if you succeed and twelve million won if you fail, lol?



    



    A firm determination to save ten thousand won



    



    └I will support you no matter what.



    



    └Baek Woo-jin posted on the community.



    



    └Reasons to walk: 1. Because I'm getting healthier, 2. Because it's something I've never done before. 3. Because I need to save ten thousand won. 4. Actually, there's nothing like that, I was kidnapped by the older guys. 5. Please save me.



    



    └hahahahahahahahahaha



    



    └That's impressive. Even though the broadcasting station and the sponsorship have all dropped out, they're still doing it.



    



    └It seems like they can do that because they received help with what they originally intended to do. If the goal was to avoid a big event, it would have been impossible.



    



    WH's sponsorship is significant.



    



    └They're all backing out without any loyalty. The guys who were making a fuss about wanting to do it.



    



    It's strange to participate in a charity event with no merit when their livelihood is at stake. The kids who didn't show up are normal, but the ones who did are strange.



    



    └It's always these kinds of people who won't even share a thousand won of their own money, lol.



    



    └Crazy.



    



    └No way, lol. The lunchbox too, why are they acting like that, lol?



    



    └I found the side dishes the most fascinating, haha. They always say they're just looking out for their own interests, but they always end up participating in those things.



    



    └For real, it's really unexpected.



    



    └No... What about Ju Ji-seung? If you get caught in the rain, your hair falls out. Please take care of the monk.



    



    There is no hair left to fall out.



    



    └hahahahahahahaha



    



    └No, ㅠㅠ it grows a bit, but it doesn't look good, so I'm just shaving it off. ㅠ



    



    └This time, it seems like all the hair follicles will fall out, so I won't have to shave anymore.



    



    You were really bad, lol.



    



    └It's a pity. You must have been really looking forward to it at the orphanage and the nursing home.



    



    └It can't be helped. A company should also have some profit. It's a relief that WH is still around.

  
    Walking (1)



    



    June 30.



    



    On Friday morning, everyone gathered at Seoul Station in Baek Seung-yong’s van.



    



    To prepare for any potential accidents, a van was always on standby nearby, and we each attached GoPro cameras to our heads to broadcast on our smartphones.



    



    “Oh. Baek Woo-jin, you look pumped up, huh?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan said to Baek Woo-jin, who was connecting a power bank to his smartphone.



    



    “Shut up. This is such a hassle.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin grumbled as he thoroughly prepared with a raincoat, waterproof backpack, and waterproof shoe covers.



    



    “Are you really not taking that?”



    



    When I turned my head, Choi Mi-kael was offering a walking stick to Jo Ji-seung.



    



    “Why on earth would you bring that?”



    



    “It might be necessary.”



    



    “If you’re giving him a stick, at least give him a decent one.”



    



    “This may not look like much, but it’s actually quite useful.”



    



    “Forget it. It’ll just be extra baggage.”



    



    Choi Mi-kael reluctantly packed the walking stick.



    



    It seemed like that person lived just to tease Jo Ji-seung.



    



    “Let’s get moving.”



    



    As I was checking the sound, Muk-ji asked me to move around a bit.



    



    “How does it sound?”



    



    I asked while shifting my body this way and that, and Muk-ji tilted his head.



    



    “It picks up quite well.”



    



    It seemed that the sound of the raincoat rustling was fairly loud when I moved.



    



    “Anyway, it’s hard to eliminate all the noise because of the rain and the sounds of passing cars. It’s not like we’re doing a talk-heavy broadcast, so we’ll just have to do some editing later.”



    



    “Got it.”



    



    Muk-ji approached and held my hand.



    



    “If it hurts, you must take a break. You have to go to the hospital, too. If it’s really tough, you can always come back.”



    



    I couldn’t leave the office completely empty.



    



    In the two-week schedule, the only points where I would meet with the producers were at one of the stopovers, Mungyeong, and the final destination, Busan.



    



    Since I couldn’t take a break from YouTube for two weeks, Muk-ji would stay back to run the side dish store.



    



    “Don’t worry. I’ve been exercising a lot.”



    



    I could feel Muk-ji’s grip tightening.



    



    His concern was clearly conveyed.



    



    “If I give up, they’ll tease me even more. I can’t stand that.”



    



    “If you were really worried about that, you shouldn’t have said you wanted to go.”



    



    “I’ve already made up my mind. They always call me an idiot, so I want to show them I can do this properly.”



    



    “In my opinion, you are an idiot.”



    



    “…….”



    



    “Do you really have to go?”



    



    Even when I mentioned that I would be with Cha Ji-chan the day before the emergency meeting, and when we had dinner together last night, Muk-ji supported my decision.



    



    Now, just before the departure, he asked about my determination, probably because he wanted to respect my choice but was still worried.



    



    I felt respected and loved.



    



    I squeezed Muk-ji’s hand tightly.



    



    “There are plenty of reasons not to go, but there are also many reasons to go.”



    



    He stared at me intently.



    

    













“I can’t leave Ji-chan alone. I’ve prepared for so long, and I don’t want to give up like this. Plus, Eun-ji and Sang-kyu have given me reasons to go.”





On the day of the emergency meeting, something completely unexpected happened.





Director Kim Ki-tae from WH Electronics returned and proposed to renew the sponsorship contract. It turned out that Muk-ji and Ahn Sang-kyu had persuaded him.





After some consideration, Kim Ki-tae decided to use part of the marketing budget he could manage.





In the end, we secured a promise of 140 million won and 140 of the latest smartphones.





While that’s only a tenth of what we would normally get, having a donation of 10 million won for each city and receiving 10 entry-level latest smartphones was a huge boost for us.





“I think I did something unnecessary.”





“Not at all. You made this project even more valuable. Thank you.”





“That just makes me regret it even more.”





In my joy, I hugged him.





Thinking we wouldn’t meet for a while, the embrace lingered a bit longer, and Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin stood side by side, glaring at me.





“Who would live with that kind of sadness?”





Cha Ji-chan complained, and Ahn Sang-kyu tried to pull him in for a hug.





“What are you doing?”





“Just let me hug you once.”





“Get away from me! Before I throw you out.”





As the sentimental Ahn Sang-kyu insisted on hugging him, Cha Ji-chan ran away, leaving first.





“Want me to hug you?”





Producer Lee Ji-hye of U-Jeenius asked Baek Woo-jin.





“No.”





“Okay. See you tomorrow.”





“Tomorrow? You’re going to follow me?”





“Why would I?”





“Then?”





“You’re going to give up before the day is over, so I’ll see you in the office tomorrow.”





At Producer Lee Ji-hye’s words, Baek Woo-jin rolled his eyes.





“What do you mean?”





“I mean it literally. You, who have never exercised a day in your life, are going all the way to Busan? Right.”





“Take that back.”





“Did I say something wrong?”





“What if I actually walk to Busan?”





“You can’t do it.”





“Wow. Let’s make a bet. If I walk to Busan, you won’t have a summer vacation. But if I fail, I’ll give you three extra days off. You can either chicken out or take the bet.”





“Deal.”





“Joon-ho, did you hear? You’re the witness.”





Baek Woo-jin and Lee Ji-hye made a strange bet.





I thought that Lee Ji-hye would probably have a very relaxing summer vacation.





“Come on!”





In the distance, Cha Ji-chan stopped and waved his hand.





“Uwaaaaaah!”





Baek Woo-jin, who had made the bet, let out a scream and dashed forward, while Ju Ji-seung finally grabbed the cane.





“I’m going.”





I nodded at Muk-ji, leaving some reluctance in his hand, and moved forward.





About two hours after departing from Seoul Station…





“Ugh.”





As Baek Woo-jin crossed the Banpo Bridge, he squatted down in front of the crosswalk.





“Hurry up.”





“I can’t go. You guys go ahead.”





“Get up. We have to get to Seongnam today.”





“Seongnam? Are you crazy? How are we supposed to walk that far?”





Baek Woo-jin plopped down helplessly.





I wondered how he planned to make it to Busan.





“Looks like PD Ji-hye will have a good vacation.”





“Yeah. Tell her to go ahead. I can’t.”





Baek Woo-jin took out the smartphone he had hung on his backpack.





“Should we take a short break?”





Ju Ji-seung suggested resting.





Feeling sorry for Baek Woo-jin, I pulled him to a spot where we could shelter from the rain.

















After taking a sip of water, I checked to see how many viewers were watching and found that there were 20,000 people online.





“What’s going on? Why are there so many?”





└ LOL Baek Woo-jin is out.





└ Haha, how can someone who can’t even be bothered to go to the convenience store walk all the way to Seongnam? LOL.





└ Are you giving up? Giving up 140 million won?





The viewers were teasing Baek Woo-jin, and I couldn’t help but be surprised by the significantly higher number of viewers than usual.





“Why are so many people watching this? What’s the deal?”





I asked while looking at my smartphone.





We weren’t even talking; we were just walking, and the camera was shaking so much that it would be hard to see anything properly.





I couldn’t understand why so many people were watching this boring video.





└ I just left it on because I was frustrated in the office.





└ White noise.





└ I’m curious when you’ll give up.





└ Hey, aren’t you tired?





└ Oh, now you’re reading the chat.





└ I’m comfortably in the office, and it’s funny seeing you struggle.





└ I hope there are lots of donations.





“Seriously, is it that entertaining to watch someone else struggle?”





The comments kept coming in.





“Have there been many donations? I’m sorry; I can’t check and greet you right now. Thank you so much! The PD will greet you on my behalf.”





“Are you all really trying to disrespect me? When I was in the military, 40 kilometers was a piece of cake.”





Baek Woo-jin was bickering with the viewers before suddenly standing up.





“What are you doing? Get up already.”





I couldn’t tell if he was difficult to handle or easygoing.





“Shall we set off?”





Ju Ji-seung pushed himself up using the cane. It looked convenient, and I felt a bit envious.





“Let’s go.”





I stood up too, and perhaps he had recovered already because Baek Woo-jin passed by me looking quite energetic.





“Should we sing while we go?”





Cha Ji-chan suggested nonsense.





“Let’s sing military songs while marching! A military song for a great man!”





“Oh, come on.”





As if singing wouldn’t be enough, he suggested military songs, and I felt like I was about to get PTSD.





“Hot two, three, four! Hot two, three, four!”





“I’m not doing it. Don’t.”





“Cool! A man!”





“There are many, but!”





Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin sang with enthusiasm.





People around us turned to look, probably wondering what was going on. Feeling unfairly judged for doing nothing, I shouted as well.





“It’s me! A man!”





***





After arriving at our first-day destination, Seongnam, we were two hours behind schedule.





“You did well. Go wash up and rest a bit. I’ll call you when dinner arrives.”





Cha Ji-chan handed out the room keys.





Baek Woo-jin was nearly exhausted and lay sprawled on the lobby floor while receiving his key.





“What’s for dinner?”





“Soft tofu stew and rolled omelet.”





“Sounds good.”





I accepted the key and helped the half-dead Baek Woo-jin to his feet as we headed to our rooms.





After confirming that Baek Woo-jin crawled into his room, I stepped into mine.





As I took off my shoes, a sense of liberation washed over me, and fatigue flooded in.





I folded the raincoat that had kept me dry all day and tossed it into the trash can. As I tried to take off my wet clothes, they clung to my body.





I couldn’t tell if I was soaked from the rain or sweat, but I needed to wash them.





After taking a hot shower, I felt drowsy and collapsed onto the bed.





“…….”





Bzzzz- Bzzzz-





I must have fallen asleep.





When I came to from the ringtone, I saw Cha Ji-chan’s name on the screen.





“Hey, hyung.”





Did you sleep? The food has arrived, so come to my room.





“Yeah.”





Baek Woo-jin isn’t answering his phone. Wake him up and come with him.





“Okay.”





I sat on the bed, dazed, and finally gathered my senses.





Knock, knock—





“Baek Woo-jin, wake up.”





No response.





“Let’s go eat.”





Still no response. He could be dead.





“Baek Woo-jin.”





After knocking a few more times and calling him, the door slowly opened.





He looked up at me and dragged his legs out, beginning to walk slowly.





“You’re alive.”





“I was dead.”





“Are you okay?”





“I’m not okay.”





“After eating, put your laundry out and get some rest. I’ll run the washing machine for you.”





Baek Woo-jin shook his head.





“Don’t be stubborn. Just do it.”





“I’ll do it! I will!”





I was quite exhausted after consistently exercising for over six months, but this guy had barely done any exercise aside from a few trips to the gym in the past.





I worried that he might really collapse.





“Are you really going to be okay?”





“What do you mean?”





“I’m asking if you can walk.”





“I’ll manage.”





Baek Woo-jin showed me his smartphone.





Tomorrow is supposed to be sunny with a low chance of rain.





Hearing this was somewhat comforting and lightened my mood, but then Baek Woo-jin manipulated the phone to show me another screen.





It was a screenshot from the broadcast we had running while we were walking.





The viewership for Ujinus was nearing 40,000.





“Huh?”





“I was curious why people were watching a video of just rain sounds, but it seems everyone was interested. The people who were supposed to join us said they’d watch our broadcast once they finished theirs. A lot of them were hosting us too.”





I had been wondering why our broadcast had so many viewers, and finally, my curiosity was satisfied.





The YouTubers, streamers, and BJs who couldn’t join us were promoting our broadcast.





“How could we not do this?”





“Right?”





I couldn’t help but laugh.





Maybe it was the little bit of rest I had, or perhaps it was the thought that, even in different forms, everyone was with us that lifted my spirits.





Bzzzz—





My smartphone rang, and it was a message from Muk-ji.





She asked if we arrived safely and mentioned the total amount of Super Chats received during today’s broadcast.





157,000 won in just one day.





As I was about to reply, Muk-ji sent a thumbs-up emoji.




































  
    Walking (2)



    



    After walking in the rain for nearly ten hours and taking a hot shower, the sundubu jjigae (soft tofu stew) I ate while enjoying the air conditioning was extraordinary.



    



    With each spoonful of the spicy broth, the accumulated fatigue melted away.



    



    “Ah, this is good.”



    



    As I scooped up more stew, the soft tofu hidden beneath the broth revealed its white flesh.



    



    I placed it on top of my rice and mixed it all together; the combination of the broth-soaked white rice and tofu was exquisite.



    



    “Isn’t this just too delicious?”



    



    Everyone nodded at Cha Ji-chan’s comment.



    



    “Is this really sundubu jjigae?”



    



    In response to Baek Woo-jin’s question, I took a closer look at the stew. It did contain soft tofu, but I noticed there were more eggs and beef.



    



    Above all, the flavor was much stronger, similar to gochujang jjigae (red pepper paste stew).



    



    “Why?”



    



    “I don’t have any soft tofu.”



    



    “That can’t be.”



    



    When I looked into Baek Woo-jin’s stone pot, it was true—there was no soft tofu, only eggs, beef, and zucchini.



    



    “Is this beef stew then?”



    



    “There’s no such thing as beef stew.”



    



    “Why not? In Gyeongsang-do, they eat beef stew.”



    



    “Then did we order it wrong?”



    



    I asked, and as Baek Woo-jin answered, Cha Ji-chan countered.



    



    None of us could find the answer, so we looked at Ju Ji-seung, who provided a clear response.



    



    “Can you wait until the food comes again?”



    



    “No.”



    



    “No.”



    



    Normally, we would say that it seemed the order had been mixed up, but right now, none of us had the courage to ease our hungry stomachs.



    



    Baek Woo-jin seemed to accept it as he furiously scooped up the stew, which was still a mystery.



    



    “Phew.”



    



    He finished a bowl of rice in no time and leaned back in his chair.



    



    Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin all had happy faces despite their exhaustion.



    



    “What time is it tomorrow?” Ju Ji-seung asked.



    



    Tomorrow, we planned to visit the orphanage with the toys we had prepared in advance.



    



    “9 o’clock. We need to leave by 8 at the latest, right?”



    



    I checked the time in response to Cha Ji-chan’s comment.



    



    It was just past 9 PM.



    



    Maybe it was because we had experienced a whole day.



    



    Although we set out with high spirits, I felt overwhelmed about whether we could reach our destination, Dongtan, by tomorrow.



    



    Baek Woo-jin, sharing the same sentiment, suddenly fell silent.



    



    “Are you okay?” Cha Ji-chan asked Baek Woo-jin.



    



    He seemed worried, having struggled throughout the day and just moments ago fainted after taking a shower.



    



    “Do you think I’m okay?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin responded sarcastically.



    



    “It’s raining. I’m sweating. It’s humid. It’s hot. On top of that, my legs hurt. My shoulders hurt. I feel like I’m dying.”



    



    “Ha ha ha.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung chuckled at Baek Woo-jin’s complaints.



    



    “But what can you do? We can’t quit now.”



    



    Everyone looked at Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “You saw how the people who were supposed to join us promoted us today. Thanks to that, we hit 40,000 viewers. How can we give up this opportunity?”



    



    “……”



    



    For a moment, Baek Woo-jin was at a loss for words, and then he laughed.



    



    “Pfft!”



    



    “What’s so funny?”



    



    “It’s just so you. So that’s why you’re doing well with the broadcast?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin seemed to have somewhat expected that YouTubers, streamers, and BJs would help out.



    



    “Of course! Do you think I’m crazy for doing this?”



    



    Curious about what he was going to say next, I looked at him, and Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan silently waited for his response.



    



    “I’ve said it before. If you want to support, you just send money; if you want to volunteer, you can drive comfortably and give it your all. There are only two reasons to walk to Busan: to support WH and for the broadcast.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin took a sip of water.



    



    “Yeah, that’s not wrong.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan pursed his lips, deep in thought, before finally speaking up.



    



    “Isn’t it cool, though?”



    



    “What’s cool?”



    



    “Doing it even without a reason. Just because you like it. It’s a dream, right?”



    



    “More like a delusion.”



    



    Even as Baek Woo-jin grumbled, Cha Ji-chan merely smiled.



    



    “What about Chan-yong?”



    



    Ju Ji-seung asked.



    



    “Me?”



    



    “Yeah. You must have some reason for doing this.”



    



    At Ju Ji-seung's question, Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin turned their heads toward me.



    



    “I don’t really have a reason.”



    



    “See? He knows what romance is too.”



    



    “I don’t think so.”



    



    When I refuted Cha Ji-chan’s statement, Baek Woo-jin chuckled softly.



    



    “I used to wonder why I did things like exercise. It was just hard work, and I often questioned the point of it.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded vigorously.



    



    “But since I was kind of forced to do it, I started feeling better. You guys and Woo-jin know, but I was dealing with depression pretty seriously, right? Ever since I started exercising, I’ve been feeling really good.”



    



    “I know. You actually move your body.”



    



    As Baek Woo-jin tried to explain something again, he was interrupted by Ju Ji-seung.



    



    Thanks to that, I could continue the conversation.



    



    “Also, during my 20s, I really didn’t have any friends. While others went on MTs and trips to the beach or ski resorts during college, I just stayed at home. I felt it was a bit regretful. It’s not bad, but wouldn’t it have been nice to have experienced those things at least once?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan smiled at me.



    



    “Helping others is nice, but I also worry about whether I can handle the difficulty, yet in the end, I really want to give it a try. I’m curious about the romance you mentioned, Ji-chan.”



    



    “So, how is it?” Ju Ji-seung asked.



    



    “It’s tough.”



    



    I feel like I’m dying.



    



    ***



    



    The next day.



    



    Maybe because I slept like a dead person, I didn’t feel as bad as I expected.



    



    It seems like all the exercise I’ve been doing wasn’t for nothing.



    



    Once I finished getting ready and stepped outside, I found Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan already waiting, but Baek Woo-jin was nowhere to be seen.



    



    “Good morning.”



    



    “The side dishes look fine?”



    



    “Yeah. They’re better than I thought. What about you?”



    



    “Do I even need to say?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan puffed out his chest and lifted his chin.



    



    “Is it raining?”



    



    I glanced outside, but it was dark, so I couldn’t see clearly.



    



    “Yeah. It’s drizzling a bit.”



    



    “Ugh. If it wouldn’t rain, I think we’d be okay.”



    



    “Hello.”



    



    I let out a sigh as PD Ahn Sang-kyu, driving the safety vehicle, walked into the lobby.



    



    Since there were a lot of staff around, he decided to help us out by taking care of things we needed, like distributing disposable raincoats, the electrolyte drinks for our journey, and making reservations for our accommodations and meals.



    



    “How are you doing? Is it manageable?”



    



    PD Ahn Sang-kyu asked.



    



    “Yeah. Surprisingly, it’s going well.”



    



    “Really? Wow, it seems like Chan-yong isn’t the only one who has improved.”



    



    “Have I really improved?”



    



    “Ahn-kyu, don’t spoil him. Don’t say things like that.”



    



    “What do you mean spoil? Compliments help him stay motivated.”



    



    I shot back at Cha Ji-chan, and PD Ahn Sang-kyu nodded with a grin.



    



    “You really have improved.”



    



    “Woo-jin.”



    



    Just as I was feeling good from the unexpected praise, Ju Ji-seung called out to Baek Woo-jin.



    



    When I turned my head, I saw Baek Woo-jin walking out with a disgruntled expression.



    



    “What’s wrong?”



    



    “I got a blister.”



    



    Despite wearing stockings to avoid blisters, it seemed that it was all for nothing.



    



    Worried, I checked on him as he straightened his back.



    



    “Ugh, I really hate this. Let’s get moving already.”



    



    “Then pretend it doesn’t hurt.”



    



    “How can I pretend it doesn’t hurt when it does? And it’s not pretending; it really hurts!”



    



    “From the way you’re yelling, it seems like you’re still okay.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan chuckled as he practically snatched Baek Woo-jin’s backpack.



    



    “Oh, I’ll carry it.”



    



    “Shut up, will you? Just keep up with us. Let’s go.”



    



    On our way, we bought and ate kimbap rolls, and we soon arrived at the orphanage.



    



    The director and teachers welcomed us warmly, but when we went to see the kids, it felt surprisingly awkward.



    



    I didn’t expect an overwhelming welcome, but I didn’t think there would be no reaction at all.



    



    “Didn’t they say they were waiting for us?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin whispered to Cha Ji-chan, nudging him in the side.



    



    “Yeah. Um, do the kids know this uncle?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan tried to start a conversation to break the ice, but there was no response.



    



    Most of the kids just stared blankly or seemed completely uninterested.



    



    “Seung-jun, you said you were excited to see the uncle from the delivery team.”



    



    “No!”



    



    It seemed there was at least some response. The teacher spoke to a child named Seung-jun, who denied it, seemingly shy.



    



    “You’re Seung-jun, right? You said you wanted to play soccer with the uncle.”



    



    As Cha Ji-chan blurted out nonsense, I jabbed him in the side and gestured out the window.



    



    Seeing the raindrops hitting the glass, Cha Ji-chan awkwardly smiled.



    



    “What should we do? We can’t play because it’s raining.”



    



    The expression on Seung-jun’s face grew increasingly glum.



    



    We realized how naive and careless we had been to think the children would automatically be happy and welcoming just because we brought gifts.



    



    “It seems the kids are shy. They were looking forward to this so much. Come on, kids, it’s the delivery uncle!”



    



    Despite the teacher’s efforts, there was still little reaction. It seemed awkward for the teacher to see the kids being distant with the sponsors, and she cautiously asked a few of them.



    



    “Hi-joo, haven’t you watched the diabetes uncle’s YouTube?”



    



    The child named Hi-joo nodded.



    



    She looked to be in middle school.



    



    “Really? You watched my broadcast?”



    



    I couldn’t help but raise my voice a little out of excitement.



    



    “...Yes.”



    



    “When did you start?”



    



    “Baekban Discussion. With chocolates and candies.”



    



    “Really? Thank you so much! I was really struggling back then. Your support meant a lot to me.”



    



    Hi-joo looked back and forth between me and Baek Woo-jin and pointed to Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “I like Woo-jin uncle more.”



    



    “See! Even she knows who makes the discussion dirty! Right?”



    



    Hi-joo laughed and nodded.



    



    “Who makes it dirty! Speak without any gunk in your eyes!”



    



    I shouted at Baek Woo-jin, and the kids started laughing.



    



    Once the laughter started, it was enough to break the tension, and the kids bombarded Cha Ji-chan with questions as if nothing had happened.



    



    “Uncle, what did you do with the octopus you caught?”



    



    “I ate it.”



    



    “Eek!”



    



    “That's mean!”



    



    “Wasn’t the uncle next to you pretending to be an octopus?”



    



    “Ha-ha!”



    



    Ju Ji-seung’s expression, caught off guard, was so funny that we all burst into laughter.



    



    “What do we do, hyung? You’ve been found out.”



    



    “Found out? What do you mean found out?”



    



    The kids surrounded Cha Ji-chan and Ju Ji-seung, while Hi-joo approached Baek Woo-jin to take a picture.



    



    One child came up to me.



    



    “...”



    



    They spoke so softly that when I leaned down, they whispered, “Uncle, you were on TV, right?”



    



    “Oh! Did you see it?”



    



    The child nodded.



    



    “I went to Gangneung when I was little with my mom.”



    



    Hearing the child say “when I was little” made me feel a surge of emotion.



    



    *Starting this month, I’ve begun regular small donations.



    



    I wanted to contribute, even in a small way, to the actions of those creating a warm society. I feel embarrassed that it’s too late and too insignificant.



    



    But slowly and steadily, I will take bigger actions from now on.

  
    

    













Walking (3)





"That sounds nice."





The child nodded vigorously.





I don’t know when this memory is from, or how this child remembers their mother, but it’s clear that it’s a precious memory.





"What did you eat?"





"Sundae."





"Sundae? I like sundae too."





Now that I think about it, it’s been a while since I had sundae. Since tteokbokki is a food that raises blood sugar levels significantly, I haven’t been able to go to a snack bar, but I suddenly craved sundae, lungs, and liver dipped in tteokbokki sauce.





"I also had tteokbokki and fried food."





"Really?"





"And, and, I also had oden."





"Crazy! I really want to eat that. Wow."





"Have you never tried sundae and tteokbokki before?"





"I have! I love it. But I can’t eat it well now."





"Why not?"





I was about to explain that it was because of diabetes, but I thought the child might not understand, so I said it a bit simpler.





"Because I gained weight."





"Hehe!"





The child burst into laughter.





Looking around, I saw Cha Ji-chan showing off his biceps.





One child asked if they could hang on him, and when he said yes, a whole bunch of them rushed over, and he was having quite a time.





Ju Ji-seung was wearing a Gungye eye mask, but the reaction was dismal.





The kids who didn’t know who Gungye was just stared blankly at him, and Ju Ji-seung had no choice but to start tossing out gifts immediately.





Baek Woo-jin was in the middle of a lecture.





“Why don’t you have a mom? You have a mom.”





“Really?”





“Of course! If you didn’t have a mom, how could you be here? You have a mom. Make sure to explain this to the kids who say you don’t have one. No one is without a mom. Don’t make such foolish comments.”





I’m not sure what conversation led to that, but since the kids looked happy, it turned out well anyway.





“Wow!”





Once I got close to the kids, time flew by quickly.





Even Ju Ji-seung, who looked the most awkward at first, became the closest to the kids by playing with his daughter and shared a lot of knowledge about cartoons that kids watch these days.





He talked non-stop about cartoons I had never heard of, like Mystic Apartment, Carbot, and Secret Juju.





Moreover, since he handed out related toy products, it wasn’t surprising that he became one of the most popular among the kids.





On the other hand, the most popular Cha Ji-chan was busy teaching the kids exercise methods, and while the struggling kids came to Ju Ji-seung, Baek Woo-jin, and me, Seung-jun only played with the other kids.





Seung-jun, who had enjoyed watching Jimgun, had the loudest laughter.





Baek Woo-jin was playing role-playing with robots and dolls, connecting well with the kids.





As for me, I was talking about favorite foods with the kids and gathered their opinions on what they wanted to eat the most today.





In the end, we ordered a ton of hamburgers and pizza for lunch.





“Thank you for the meal!”





Watching the kids gather in their little groups to eat lunch warmed my heart.





***





“Ugh. Guh.”





It was time to part ways after lunch.





I worried the kids might be upset, but surprisingly, they were cheering us on to go, while only Baek Woo-jin was quietly crying.





"Uncle, don’t cry."





The kids comforted him not to cry.





I wondered if the roles had somehow reversed.





"I'll come again. Let’s play together again."





"It’s okay. Uncle said he’s going to other places."





One child who was comforting Baek Woo-jin said.





I felt a little sad that we were just starting to get close, but knowing he was going to another area made it understandable.





I learned so much from these kids today.





"You can take your time coming back after you’re done."





"Yeah. Okay."





The kids expressed their lingering feelings by saying it was fine to take their time, understanding that we had to go to other places.





Baek Woo-jin, feeling emotional, hugged each of the kids one by one.





"Uncle."





Hee-joo approached me.





"Yeah, Hee-joo."





"When you get healthy, let’s eat sundae and tteokbokki together."





I couldn’t help but smile.





"Yeah. I’ll get healthy and buy lots of sundae and tteokbokki."





Hee-joo nodded.





1 PM.





If we delayed any longer, we’d arrive at our destination too late.





Leaving the orphanage behind, I suddenly looked back and saw the kids still waving at us.





Seeing that, Baek Woo-jin started crying again.





"Ugh. Guh."





"Stop crying already."





"I want to play more."





"We’ll come again next time."





Baek Woo-jin nodded while wiping his tears.





"But where are we going today?"





"To Dongtan. We have to hurry."





According to the map, it would take 7 hours and 30 minutes, but it would probably take about 8 to 9 hours.





If we included meal times, I figured we wouldn’t get to our accommodation until at least 10 PM.





"I just want to stay here."





"No, you can’t."





"Ahhh! How are we going to get there!"





"By walking."





Baek Woo-jin glared at me, puffing up his eyes, while Cha Ji-chan started singing.





He seemed to be in a good mood after playing with Seung-jun, his subscriber.





"To the sky! Doo-roo-roo doo-doo-doo. Doo-roo-roo doo-doo-doo. Doo-doo tu-du."





"The snow falls every night."





Ju Ji-seung continued the song, and Baek Woo-jin shouted.





"It’s raining! Rain! Not snow!"





"But this is actually pretty good."





Ignoring Baek Woo-jin, I pointed to Cha Ji-chan’s backpack.





It was the waterproof bag Cha Ji-chan had prepared, which wrapped around the bag to block the rain and was fluorescent, making it visible even in the rain or when it was a bit dark.





It seemed safe to walk on the side of the road instead of the sidewalk.





"Right? ...Why does your face look like that?"





Cha Ji-chan asked as he looked at Ju Ji-seung.





Turning my head, I saw that Ju Ji-seung had put sunscreen on his face and head. He had applied it thoroughly, even on his scalp, which looked quite bizarre.





"Sunscreen. Aren’t you guys wearing any?"





"It’s cloudy."





"You should still apply it."





It seemed that without hair, his scalp burns easily.





"Ji-seung's right. Even if it's cloudy, there's UV light, and it's bad for your skin. If you're doing outdoor activities for a long time, you need to wear sunscreen."





Baek Woo-jin said.





"But do you really have to apply that much?"





"Of course. You need to protect your skin this way. You all should apply it too."





"I have to tan anyway."





"Wow. That's so ignorant. Tanning and burning are different. Give me some."





Baek Woo-jin scolded Cha Ji-chan and took the sunscreen to apply it to his face.





"Chan-yong too."





"Uh..."





He took it when it was offered, but seeing Ju Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin with thick layers of sunscreen made me hesitant, even if it was good for me.





Both had applied it all over, not even sparing their eyebrows or lips.





I had no choice but to apply it carefully when Cha Ji-chan burst out laughing at Ju Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin.





"Ha ha ha ha ha!"





"What are you laughing at?"





"Look at you! How can you not laugh?"





Cha Ji-chan clutched his belly and laughed.





"If you're going to put it on, you should apply it like a side dish! What’s this? Ha ha ha ha!"





Cha Ji-chan captured Ju Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin on his GoPro, then took out his smartphone to check the chat.





I was curious too, so I took out my smartphone to look at Ju Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin, and the reactions were pretty good.





└??????





└LOL, this is insane





└Are you crazy? LOL





└Who applied sunscreen like that? LOL, look at those pale lips!





└Wow, Ji-seung applied it even on his scalp.





└Bald people have to apply more sunscreen.





Seeing people laugh made me want to join in.





"Hyung, give me a bit more."





"Okay. You have to apply it like us, right?"





Just like Ju Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin had done, they rubbed sunscreen all over my face and held it still.





└Ugh





└Uncle, can you please move your face?





└LOL, why are you following along? LOL























































└Oh, can’t you just show us the street scenery?





└It’s so frustrating with the rain, I turned it on but I regret it.





└Don’t get greedy for things like this! LOL





The phone screen was too small to see the chat clearly, but I could see the “ㅋㅋㅋ” (laughing) comments piling up, so it seemed like they were enjoying it.





“Uh?”





The viewer count was over 23,000.





***





7 PM.





We sat side by side at a convenience store, waiting for our cup noodles to cook.





I found myself staring blankly at the kalguksu (knife-cut noodle) restaurant across the street.





“Kalguksu looks delicious.”





“It probably is.”





We only had to cross the street, but I couldn’t see where the crosswalk was.





As I walked along the path I had taken to eat kalguksu earlier, I realized I didn’t have the strength to do it again, so I had to settle for convenience store ramen.





I can’t believe I’m giving up something delicious.





I never thought days like this would come.





“This is such a hassle. Ah, my back hurts.”





Baek Woo-jin complained about his back pain.





This morning, he had blisters on his feet, and now in the evening, his back hurt too. I wasn’t sure if he could keep going on this journey.





“I told you to pass the backpack to someone else.”





Cha Ji-chan said.





Baek Woo-jin just shook his head without responding further.





“But it really shows our preferences.”





Ju Ji-seung commented while looking at the cup noodles we each picked.





I had tempura udon, Baek Woo-jin had instant beef bone soup, Cha Ji-chan had spicy ramen, and Ju Ji-seung had Samyang ramen.





“Isn’t the spicy ramen too hot?”





When I asked, Cha Ji-chan clicked his tongue.





“You should be able to handle this much. We’re not kids anymore. What’s with the tempura udon?”





He tore open the wooden chopsticks, loosened the noodles, and took a big bite.





It hadn’t even been three minutes yet, but he seemed to like his noodles undercooked.





Sometimes the unique texture is fine.





“Spicy taste is pain, you know. People who like spicy stuff are all weird like that. I’d rather have a kid’s palate than be a weirdo.”





Ju Ji-seung chuckled softly.





“Spicy taste is pain?”





I asked, puzzled, and both Ju Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin nodded.





“Yeah. It’s pain, not taste.”





Baek Woo-jin, who loved to explain things, jumped in. It seemed he wanted to share something he knew.





“In the 2021 Nobel Prize in Physiology or Medicine, researchers discovered the molecules that help the body sense heat and pressure. They also found out that capsaicin stimulates that part of the body. Interestingly, the way pain receptors react when you eat something spicy is the same as when you eat something hot. So, the English expression of spicy as ‘hot’ is actually connected to that.”





“Wow.”





It was something I hadn’t known before.





"Well, it’s true that it’s harder to eat something that’s both spicy and hot."





Everyone nodded in agreement.





"Exactly! So, Ji-chan, who loves hot and spicy ramen, isn’t just a weirdo; he’s a super weirdo."





Baek Woo-jin made a surprisingly relatable comment.





"Right? If you think about it, that guy is really weird! He’s always lifting heavy things, going 'Oh, this feels great! Oh, I love this!'"





"Haha!"












































  
    Walking(4)



    



    "Hey, even if Baek Woo-jin is like that, don't you know how I feel by now?"



    



    "Yeah, I don't know."



    



    I couldn't care less if Cha Ji-chan was sulking.



    



    It's been three minutes.



    



    As I peeled back the lid of the cup ramen, steam wafted up, revealing the elegant appearance of the fried udon.



    



    While the dried squid tempura is a delicacy, the true value of fried udon lies in its rich broth and the pepper that follows.



    



    "Ah, ah."



    



    As I picked up the perfectly cooked noodles, blew on them, and took a big bite, memories of my student days came rushing back.



    



    Back then, I would sit side by side with my classmates in a convenience store, having fried udon for a meal before heading to the academy.



    



    “Ah, why do they want to see me eating ramen? Just listen to the sounds.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin said to the viewers.



    



    I was mostly trying to ignore the chat, but this guy was expressing how difficult it was while still showing his face.



    



    That kind of attitude is definitely something to learn from.



    



    I took out my smartphone to check the chat, and there were quite a few people saying they wanted ramen.



    



    └So, Jin Ramen is the spicy flavor.



    



    └Opposing Jin Sun’s hate.



    



    └It’s not hate; it’s the truth.



    



    └I liked Jin Sun’s soy sauce flavor, but it got spicy, so I’m disappointed.



    



    └Jin Mae is the right one.



    



    └But is Jin Sun getting persecuted? I heard they had record sales last year.



    



    └Rather than suffering from spicy pride, Jin Sun is better.



    



    “…”



    



    I don’t understand why these guys come into someone else’s room to debate Jin Sun vs. Jin Mae.



    



    Since I wasn’t talking, they were happily going back and forth amongst themselves.



    



    What’s bothering me more is the viewer count.



    



    It was about 23,000, but it has increased by around 1,000 in the meantime.



    



    “I really don’t get it. Everyone, why are you here?”



    



    I understand that people who originally planned to join the "Walk to the Sky" event are promoting our broadcast, but I genuinely can’t comprehend it.



    



    My broadcast usually has a wide variation in viewership—around 3,000 when it’s low and exceeding 10,000 when it’s high.



    



    Even on special days like the Baekban Debate, this many people have never tuned in.



    



    It’s understandable that having 200 people promote the broadcast would have an effect, but I’m purely curious about what’s so entertaining about a show where we’re just walking and not saying much.



    



    └Why are you even here? LOL



    



    └You shouldn’t be saying that!



    



    └Since it’s a debate, the host should step back a bit.



    



    └I’m not keeping it on because it’s fun; I just need something to play in the background, and since it’s quiet, I’m not turning it off.



    



    └There’s just enough noise.



    



    └I think it’s interesting. When I look over while working, I’m like, “Where is this?”



    



    └It’s been raining so often lately that I haven’t been going out much, so I think it’s made me feel a bit down. It’s a substitute for that.



    



    └I want to support you.



    



    └I’ve written ten times not to eat ramen.



    



    └I watch because I want to see the uncle struggling, but why is he walking so well?



    



    └This is really perfect white noise. It’s neither boring nor too loud, making it optimal as a background sound while working.



    



    └The kids are cute.



    



    └Hearing the kids’ laughter somehow makes me feel good.



    



    “Oh.”



    



    That’s surprising.



    



    In fact, even before the banchan (side dish) store grew, there were reactions like doing laundry, washing dishes, and playing games while listening.



    



    It seems many people consider the sounds of rain, wind, passing cars, and occasional conversations for 8–10 hours to be a pleasant distraction.



    



    Even now, the chat is relatively slow compared to the viewer count, so everyone is probably listening while doing something else.



    



    With the rain making people hesitant to go out, it might be comforting for those staying home. Others might be playing it to fill the time while feeling like they’re wasting it or wanting to enjoy the Jin Sun vs. Jin Mae debate among themselves.



    



    Some people said they put it on to show support, while others enjoyed the sound of the kids they met at the orphanage and still others said not to eat ramen.



    



    “Ramen is fine. I checked my blood sugar in the morning and afternoon, and it was normal. I think it’s because I walked a lot. I’ll eat this, and I’ll have to walk for another four hours anyway, so you don’t need to worry.”



    



    I took another bite of the fried udon.



    



    After the Baekban Debate, I’ve been focusing on compressed fun, but honestly, with just me and Mukunji’s creative ideas, there’s a limit to what we can do, and I had been wondering if I should recruit one more person.



    



    However, realizing that there’s a demand for this kind of broadcast, I thought it might be okay to proceed in a way that feels like I’m taking a break one or two days a week.



    



    If that happens, the planning burden will lessen, allowing me to put more effort into editing YouTube videos.



    



    Editing is also my biggest strength.



    



    Right now, I’m just checking in, and the channel is run by Mukunji and four freelance editors.



    



    If I can get more involved, it will be easier to adjust things in the direction I want compared to now.



    



    “Slurp.”



    



    After gulping down the broth, I feel unsatisfied in my mouth and stomach. Instant noodles are great, but the downside is they disappear after just two bites.



    



    “Should I eat something more?”



    



    When I turn my head, Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin are all staring at me intently.



    



    “What? Why?”



    



    “I forgot that this guy can finish jajangmyeon in 30 seconds.”



    



    “What kind of magic is that?”



    



    “Try this too.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin say one after the other.



    



    Baek Woo-jin pushes his remaining sa-ri-gom-tang (instant noodle soup) towards me, encouraging me to try it again.



    



    “Ah, enough. I’m really hungry. I need to eat something more.”



    



    “Right? We’ve walked for five hours, so one ramen isn’t enough, is it?”



    



    We all get up together.



    



    I head straight for the lunchbox section, but it seems like most of the options are gone, and there aren’t many left.



    



    It’s been a long time since I’ve had a convenience store lunchbox, and I’m not sure what’s good, so I pick the last remaining “Richam Set.”



    



    It costs 4,600 won, and while the sides are quite diverse, I’m a bit worried since it’s mainly processed meats.



    



    “Isn’t it salty? Is it healthy?”



    



    That’s a pretty tempting tagline for a lunchbox advertisement.



    



    Checking the ingredients list, I see it contains 1,254 mg of sodium and only 7 g of sugars, so it seems fine for me to eat.



    



    I wonder what the others are eating, so I look over, and I see Cha Ji-chan is staring at a pack of chicken breast.



    



    “That’s disgusting. Really disgusting.”



    



    “All these little choices add up to that body, you know. Are you managing your diet? What about protein?”



    



    “It has about 25 g in it.”



    



    I show him the nutritional information from the lunchbox, and Cha Ji-chan raises his chin.



    



    I remember that a pack of chicken breast typically contains about 20–25 g of protein.



    



    “You already had ramen. If you eat rice too, you’ll be overloading on carbs.”



    



    “That’s actually good. They say you need carbohydrates for energy.”



    



    Anyway, I’ll have to walk for over four hours again later.



    



    We place our selected items on the display shelf: Joo Ji-seung picked chocolate cream bread and white milk, Baek Woo-jin chose a chocolate old-fashioned donut and Melona (ice cream).



    



    Cha Ji-chan looks at it with curiosity and asks Baek Woo-jin, “Is that good?”



    



    “The donut?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    “Of course it’s good.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan licked his gums with his tongue and picked up a chocolate old-fashioned donut from the counter opposite the register, placing it on the checkout.



    



    “You said you were going to manage your diet?”



    



    “I don’t know. I’m starving.”



    



    It seems that Cha Ji-chan found marching for two consecutive days difficult as well.



    



    After paying, I opened the lunchbox lid and heated it in the microwave for two minutes.



    



    Inside were stir-fried sausage and vegetables, two pieces of grilled Richam (processed meat), stir-fried kimchi, something unidentifiable, kimbap, fried dumplings, and two jeon (Korean pancakes).



    



    I took a big bite of the Richam and immediately followed it with some rice, but the taste was nothing like I had expected.



    



    “It’s really not salty at all.”



    



    The ham in this kind of lunchbox was completely unsalted, which was a bit disappointing. I was hoping for a decadent flavor, but it tasted too healthy.



    



    Putting that disappointment aside, I popped a seasoned kimbap into my mouth, and that was finally satisfying.



    



    The sausage was delicious, and the stir-fried kimchi was good too.



    



    “This is the taste.”



    



    “Is it okay?”



    



    Joo Ji-seung asked.



    



    “It said in the advertisement that it wasn’t salty, and it really isn’t at all. It feels a bit strange since it’s healthy-tasting ham, but everything else is good.”



    



    “This is tough. Remember when we sold lunchboxes? A lot of people asked for more meat side dishes.”



    



    “There were also people who said it was too healthy.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin chimed in while eating his donut.



    



    “Right? I also feel a bit disappointed because it’s not stimulating enough.”



    



    When I was making and selling lunchboxes, I thought it was good for them to be healthy, but now that I’m in the consumer's position, I find it a bit unsatisfying.



    



    “I’m in trouble. It’s a dilemma.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung downed his white milk.



    



    “What’s up? Were you really thinking about it seriously?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked Joo Ji-seung.



    



    He had wanted to challenge the food business while running the Baek Seung-yong lunchbox shop, so it seems he still has various concerns.



    



    “Of course. I want to try making healthy lunchboxes like we did, but it’s not easy. You know the saying: if it’s salty, people will say it’s salty; if it’s sweet, they’ll say it’s sweet; if it’s spicy, they’ll say it’s spicy, but if it’s bland, they won’t come.”



    



    I nodded in agreement.



    



    “I also stopped going to bland places before I got diabetes.



    



    Since everyone has different standards, I think people in the food industry must have a lot of concerns.



    



    “When you go to a place that serves soup, they usually set salt or pepper on the table, right? They let you adjust the seasoning yourself. Can't it be resolved like that?”



    



    At my words, Baek Woo-jin brightened up.



    



    “True. In cold noodle places, you can add vinegar or mustard yourself.”



    



    “Hmm. That feels different from what I’m aiming for. Ah, this is a dilemma.”



    



    We all briefly lifted our heads to ponder, but soon returned to focusing on eating.



    



    The first impression of the grilled Richam was ambiguous, but after the second bite, I found that I was somewhat accustomed to the bland flavor, and it wasn’t bad.



    



    However, the mysterious topping on the stir-fried kimchi, which turned out to be a mixture of tuna and onions, was definitely not good.



    



    “This is delicious,” Joo Ji-seung exclaimed.



    



    The Yonsei milk bread had gained popularity in the past, and I had wanted to try it, but I forgot about it after developing diabetes.



    



    “How good is it?”



    



    “Should I give you some?”



    



    “No. I still don’t have the courage for that.”



    



    I had walked a lot and still had to walk more, but it was scary to eat bread filled with cream like that.



    



    I once made the mistake of eating bread and ended up going overboard.



    



    “Why have you been quiet since earlier?”



    



    At Baek Woo-jin’s words, I turned my head to see Cha Ji-chan frozen with both hands holding the donut.



    



    He was holding a half-eaten donut, and upon closer inspection, he had wide eyes and was shaking.



    



    “Hyung.”



    



    When Baek Woo-jin poked Cha Ji-chan, he slowly turned his head to look at us. Then he shifted his gaze back to the donut and raised his head again.



    



    “Why is this so delicious?”

  
    Walking (5)



    



    He chewed slowly, then crammed the remaining donut into his mouth and silently moved his jaw again.



    



    Looking into his eyes, it seemed like he was concentrating all his attention on the Old Fashioned donut rather than on us.



    



    In my experience, that state is more dangerous than dancing around excitedly because something tastes good.



    



    Sure enough.



    



    He stood up and came back with another one of the same donut.



    



    “Are you sure it’s okay? You said you were preparing for a competition,” Joo Ji-seung asked Cha Ji-chan.



    



    Cha Ji-chan has been preparing for a competition scheduled for September since the beginning of the year.



    



    Even though it’s a special event, it’s a place where many famous bodybuilders from around the world participate, so he’s been looking forward to it.



    



    “It’s just one,” Cha Ji-chan said without hesitation as he tore open the bag.



    



    ***



    



    On the third day, we welcomed the morning in Dongtan and arrived in Ansung around 2 AM the next day.



    



    Since it rained heavily yesterday and the accumulated fatigue took its toll, everyone in the group went straight to their rooms without saying goodbye as soon as we entered the accommodation.



    



    I charged my external battery first, and when I checked my smartphone, Muk-ji had sent a KakaoTalk message just five minutes ago.



    



    I immediately called him.



    



    “Hello?”



    



    “Were you not sleeping?”



    



    “How is your body feeling?”



    



    “I’m tired. I’m starting to feel overwhelmed.”



    



    “Wash up and get some rest.”



    



    “Let’s talk a bit more.”



    



    It’s only been a few days since I last saw him, but I miss him.



    



    I want to hear about his day, whether he ate well, and what he’s been up to.



    



    “Did you have a good dinner?”



    



    “I’m managing well. Please wash up and sleep.”



    



    “……”



    



    He’s probably trying to be considerate of me because I arrived late today.



    



    “I miss you.”



    



    “I’m fine.”



    



    “Excuse me?”



    



    “Because I’m watching you on the broadcast. Don’t say anything, just go to sleep.”



    



    I feel a strange sense of defiance.



    



    “Okay. I love you too.”



    



    “……”



    



    There’s no response.



    



    “I’ll just hear what I want to hear and go to bed.”



    



    “……I love you.”



    



    “Hehe.”



    



    “Why are you laughing?”



    



    “I’m happy. You don’t have to monitor for too long tonight. You worked hard today. Sleep well.”



    



    After ending the call, I headed to the shower.



    



    It was a struggle to move my heavy body. After somehow washing up, I lay down on the bed, already worrying about tomorrow.



    



    While Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan, who have been training for a long time, still seemed to have energy left,



    



    I was quite exhausted, and Baek Woo-jin was almost in a state of collapse.



    



    The blisters on my feet from the past two days had grown larger, and he was complaining of back pain, making me wonder if it was really right to continue this way together.



    



    I almost forgot, but I have to take him to the hospital no matter what when we wake up in the morning.



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    I was definitely thinking about what I needed to do when I woke up in the morning.



    



    Suddenly, my morning alarm went off.



    



    When I came to my senses, it was 8 AM.



    



    I must have really fallen asleep like I fainted.



    



    I got out of bed to go have breakfast without even washing my face, and my feet hurt.



    



    “Ah.”



    



    I noticed some discoloration yesterday, and it ended up forming blisters.



    



    Even though I carefully applied the powder that Baek Woo-jin gave me, it seems I couldn’t prevent the blisters from appearing after all.



    



    I gently popped them with a sterilized needle, applied some ointment, and put on a blister bandage.



    



    There was no one in the accommodation’s dining area.



    



    Yesterday was really tough, so it’s no surprise.



    



    As I was getting my tray and utensils and filling my plate, Joo Ji-seung came down.



    



    “Did you sleep well?”



    



    “Ugh. I passed out. Just passed out.”



    



    “Me too.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung looked around.



    



    “Is Woo-jin okay?”



    



    “I think we need to take him to the hospital today.”



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    Although the buffet was simple with not many food options, it had everything necessary.



    



    There was black rice, sausages, scrambled eggs, pork bulgogi, kimchi, bean sprouts, and toast available.



    



    After putting a bit of everything on my plate, Cha Ji-chan came in carrying a white bag.



    



    “Uh?”



    



    “Here.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan took a seat at the table where Joo Ji-seung and I were sitting.



    



    “Did you go to the convenience store?”



    



    The bag had the convenience store logo on it.



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan pulled out donuts from the bag.



    



    Not just one or two, but eight of them, which surprised both me and Joo Ji-seung.



    



    “Wow, you couldn’t stop thinking about them since yesterday?”



    



    “Bro, this is a big deal. You shouldn’t start eating sweets.”



    



    “I know, man. But if we’re going to be walking a lot, we need to replenish our energy. Otherwise, we’ll lose muscle.”



    



    “...Is that really true?”



    



    I asked Joo Ji-seung.



    



    “Yeah. Walking for long periods requires a lot of energy. If we’re walking close to ten hours a day for several days, our muscles or fat get used up. The only way to reduce that is to eat well.”



    



    “Isn’t that going to affect the competition?”



    



    “It’s fine.”



    



    “It doesn’t sound fine to me.”



    



    “Yeah, you’re right. I really can’t resist this.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan pulled out a new donut.



    



    This is ridiculous.



    



    “Did you know all the places we stayed had gyms?”



    



    Joo Ji-seung asked.



    



    “I didn’t know.”



    



    “He’s been working out every morning. I think he only booked hotels with gyms on purpose.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung shook his head as he spooned some seaweed soup.



    



    “Even now?”



    



    When I asked in surprise, Cha Ji-chan swallowed what he had in his mouth.



    



    “I don’t do it like usual. Just a light workout.”



    



    I knew he was crazy, but this was next-level insanity.



    



    “Woo-jin is coming.”



    



    At Joo Ji-seung’s words, I turned to see Baek Woo-jin approaching, dragging his legs.



    



    His shoulders were slumped, and his eyes were half-closed as he picked up food; it was clear he wasn’t in good shape.



    



    “Hey.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan called out to Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “Stop being stubborn and go back up.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin started eating without replying.



    



    “You’re really going to get hurt like this. It’s already a big deal that you made it this far without working out. Just go back.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who had been silently listening, finally looked up.



    



    “I want a donut too.”



    



    It seemed he was craving one.



    



    “No way.”



    



    “Just one.”



    



    When Cha Ji-chan shook his head, Baek Woo-jin buried his face back into his food.



    



    “Woo-jin, are you really okay?”



    



    “I heard your back hurts too.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung and I both chimed in, making Baek Woo-jin annoyed.



    



    “Ah, seriously! I’m fine!”



    



    “You’re not fine.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin sat quietly for a moment before touching his forehead.



    



    “How can I stop now?”



    



    “If it’s for the broadcast, you can manage on your own.”



    



    “……”



    



    It’s frustrating, but it’s the reality.



    



    Even healthy people struggle to do what we’re doing in this terrible weather.



    



    If he keeps pushing himself and his immunity drops, who knows what illness he might catch next?



    



    Putting aside all those concerns, simply walking is already a huge challenge for Baek Woo-jin, who has avoided exercise.



    



    “If you’re hesitant to stop now because of how far we’ve come, think about it. We’ve barely made it halfway.”



    



    “That’s why. We shouldn’t have even started in the first place.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin was being stubborn.



    



    “Woo-jin.”



    



    “How can I quit after seeing the others?”



    



    I tried to reason with him, but I was momentarily at a loss for words.



    



    Then I burst into laughter.



    



    “What’s so funny?”



    



    “Nothing. You’re just exactly like Ji-chan hyung.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin frowned.



    



    “Wow, Baek Woo-jin, you’re finally starting to understand how your hyung feels.”



    



    “Don’t joke around. Seriously. It’s annoying.”



    



    “Let’s stop by the hospital. You need to get your feet and back checked.”



    



    When Joo Ji-seung said that, Baek Woo-jin nodded without arguing.



    



    ***



    



    Dinner.



    



    After arriving at the accommodation, we decided to unpack our things and gather in Cha Ji-chan's room.



    



    We told Baek Woo-jin to rest, and the three of us came together. While waiting for Joo Ji-seung, I checked the viewer count on my smartphone, and about 20,000 people were connected.



    



    Usually, around dinner time, other broadcasts start, leading to a peak in viewership during the afternoon, which gradually declines as the night goes on.



    



    └What’s this?



    



    └Why is everyone here?



    



    └Is Baek Woo-jin okay?



    



    └Are they at the hospital now?



    



    └Is everything okay after going to the hospital earlier?



    



    The viewers started asking various questions, so it seemed best to provide a straightforward explanation of the situation.



    



    “Should I talk?” I asked as Joo Ji-seung entered the room, and both of them nodded.



    



    “We're currently in Jincheon, Chungbuk, and we gathered to inform you all about something. For those who have been watching the broadcast, you may know that Woo-jin isn’t in good condition.”



    



    We had gone to the hospital in the morning, but it didn’t help.



    



    Accumulated fatigue and blisters need to be addressed with proper rest, but after walking for ten hours in that condition, it’s not surprising that Baek Woo-jin could collapse.



    



    “We tried to convince him a lot, but his determination is incredibly strong. He feels he can’t give up, thinking about those who are waiting for his help. It’s not that either Ji-seung, Ji-chan, or I don’t understand that feeling, so we didn’t press him further. Instead, we decided that he will rest tomorrow. If his condition doesn’t improve, we’ll talk about going back.”



    



    └Sounds like he’s not doing well.



    └Wow.



    └It seems like he’s really pushing himself.



    └What’s going to happen with the WH sponsorship?



    └We’ve been walking in the rain for four days.



    └How is he feeling unwell?



    



    “The WH sponsorship issue is something we’re discussing now, so I can’t provide an immediate answer. If we reach a decision, I’ll let you know right away. This will be the end of today’s broadcast.”



    



    I ended the broadcast.



    



    “What did WH say?”



    



    “Sang-kyu has mentioned it, but he doesn’t seem optimistic. The situation was originally supposed to be dropped, but Kim Ki-tae stepped in to proceed, and it seems challenging to continue without meeting conditions.”



    



    I completely understand Kim Ki-tae’s position.



    



    “This is a bigger problem than WH.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung showed me his smartphone.



    



    Several communities, which had been overwhelmingly supportive, had started posting some negative comments.



    



    └I knew this would happen.



    └It’s unreasonable for someone who doesn’t usually exercise to take on a national trek, especially in the rain.



    └If he says he’ll do it and then drops out, what will happen to WH and the orphanage?



    



    Amidst all the support and concern, it’s strange how only these types of comments stand out.



    



    Cha Ji-chan brushed his hair back, trying to calm his anger, while I let out a sigh of frustration.



    



    “……Do you think Woo-jin will keep going?”



    



    “Knowing his personality, would he just sit back after reading these comments?”



    



    When Joo Ji-seung asked, Cha Ji-chan answered.



    



    It’s true he hates to lose and is quite emotional.



    



    To prove the haters wrong and for those waiting for help, he wouldn’t give up no matter what.



    



    “Hyung! Open up!”



    



    It was Baek Woo-jin’s voice.



    



    After arriving at the accommodation, we unpacked our bags and decided to gather in Cha Ji-chan's room.



    



    I told Baek Woo-jin to rest, so it was just the three of us. While we waited for Joo Ji-seung, I checked the viewer count on my smartphone, which showed over 20,000 people were online.



    



    Typically, by dinner time, other broadcasts start, and the number of viewers peaks in the afternoon before gradually declining as the night goes on.



    



    └What’s this?



    



    └Why is everyone here?



    



    └Is Baek Woo-jin okay?



    



    └Are they at the hospital now?



    



    └Was the hospital visit okay?



    



    As viewers began asking questions, I felt it was better to explain the situation directly without beating around the bush.



    



    “Should I say something?”



    



    As soon as Joo Ji-seung walked into the room, I asked, and both of them nodded.



    



    “We’re currently in Jincheon, Chungbuk, and we gathered here to share some news. Those of you who have been watching the broadcast know that Woo-jin is not doing very well.”



    



    We had gone to the hospital in the morning, but it didn’t help.



    



    With the accumulated fatigue and blisters, he really needed some rest. After walking for 10 hours in that state, it wouldn’t be surprising if Baek Woo-jin collapsed.



    



    “We tried to persuade him a lot, but his determination is really strong. He feels he can’t give up, considering the people who are waiting for his help. I understand how he feels, so we decided not to push him further. Instead, we agreed that he would take a rest tomorrow. If his condition doesn’t improve even after resting, we’ll discuss going back.”



    



    └Sounds like he’s really not doing well.



    



    └Oh no.



    



    └He does seem to be overdoing it.



    



    └What’s going to happen with the WH sponsorship?



    



    └After walking for four days in the rain, how is he even still standing?



    



    “The issue with the WH sponsorship is something we’re discussing right now, so I can’t give you an answer right away. If there’s a decision, I’ll let you know immediately. That’ll be all for today’s broadcast.”



    



    We ended the broadcast.



    



    “What did WH say?”



    



    “Seong-kyu mentioned it, but he didn’t seem optimistic. Originally, Kim Ki-tae was supposed to stop it, but it seems like it would be awkward to proceed while ignoring the conditions.”



    



    I could fully understand Kim Ki-tae’s position.



    



    “This is a bigger problem than WH.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung showed me his smartphone.



    



    In various communities that had been filled with support, some negative reactions were starting to appear.



    



    └I figured that would happen.



    



    └It’s unreasonable for someone who doesn’t usually exercise to attempt a national trek, especially in the rain.



    



    └If he says he’ll do it but then backs out, what happens to WH and the orphanage?



    



    With so much support and concern, it was puzzling how only these negative comments stood out.



    



    Cha Ji-chan ran his fingers through his hair, trying to calm his anger, while I just sighed in frustration.



    



    “……Do you think Woo-jin will keep going?”



    



    “Knowing his personality, would he just let it slide after seeing comments like that?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan replied when Joo Ji-seung asked.



    



    He definitely hates to lose and has a lot of pride.



    



    He wouldn’t give up for anything, whether it’s to prove something to those who left negative comments or for the people waiting for his help.



    



    “Hyung! Open up!”



    



    It was Baek Woo-jin’s voice.
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    Morning of July 5th.



    



    While having breakfast, PD Ahn Sang-kyu approached. He had gone to ask WH's Kim Ki-tae to ease some conditions, but judging by his expression, it was hard to tell how it went.



    



    “How did it go?”



    



    “He said it’s fine.”



    



    Fortunately, it seemed to have been well received, and everyone in the group let out a sigh of relief.



    



    We had overcome a hurdle.



    



    “The only thing left is the viewers.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung put down his chopsticks and spoke.



    



    Even if WH allows Baek Woo-jin to ride a bicycle, it means nothing if the viewers cannot accept it.



    



    “It's okay. Leave it to me.”



    



    “What are you going to do?”



    



    When I stepped forward, Cha Ji-chan asked.



    



    “Everyone saw he was sick. If I appeal to their emotions, some people will sympathize. It’s not a bad thing.”



    



    There aren’t many people who would be so unyielding as to refuse to accept something like a bicycle just because we want to do something good.



    



    Most viewers of this journey support our intentions.



    



    “Some may question if it’s too easy for him. So, we need to emphasize that this is the last time and then set conditions for Woo-jin. Like winning the Baekban Discussion or something.”



    



    “Will that work?”



    



    “It depends on how you phrase it. If said plainly, it could be received negatively, but I think our record is 22 wins and 4 losses?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin quickly turned his head and glared at me.



    



    “If I provoke him by mentioning our record, the reaction will be fine.”



    



    The same words can be interpreted very differently based on tone and attitude.



    



    If we’re not careful, reactions like, “If you’re going to ride a bicycle, why not ride an electric one?” or “Why not just ride a motorcycle?” could follow.



    



    That would lead to a direction completely opposite to the purpose of this event.



    



    We need to clarify our goals and conditions ourselves and remind everyone that this is the last time.



    



    “But if he loses, it’s all for nothing, right?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked.



    



    “I will win.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin straightened his back and replied confidently, only to bend over in pain immediately afterward.



    



    ***



    



    “Who do you like more, your mom or your dad? Are you a 'dipping' or 'pouring' type? You will get a taste of the most intense debate in the history of the Korean Peninsula for the last half a millennium. Hosting today’s Baekban Discussion is Joo Ji-seung.”



    



    “Cha Ji-chan here.”



    



    Afternoon of July 5th, 5 PM.



    



    While heavy rain poured outside, Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan took on the roles of hosts for the Baekban Discussion and delivered the opening remarks.



    



    Although the content already had a large viewer base, the buzz generated by the morning's debate between Berry vs. Apple seemed to attract even more attention. Perhaps it was due to the fact that all viewers from Baek Seung-yong's show had tuned in, as the live broadcast viewer count reached 60,000.



    



    Even though the content had been running for over half a year, this was the first time there were so many viewers, which made me a bit nervous.



    



    └ It’s obviously WH vs. Pineapple, right?



    



    └Is this an ad for WH?



    



    └Isn’t Baek Woo-jin going to win for sure? There’s no way he’d lose at an event sponsored by WH!



    



    └Even without that, Ban Chan-yong seems like he would purposely let him win.



    



    └ㅇㅇ It looks like Baek Woo-jin isn’t in great shape, so they’re probably trying to give him a chance to ride a bike.



    



    Indeed, the viewers are not fools.



    



    They may have avoided directly naming it Berry Phone vs. Apple Phone, but no one is unaware that it refers to WH and Pineapple's smartphones.



    



    Therefore, Baek Woo-jin cannot afford to lose, especially for the sake of WH, his only sponsor.



    



    Additionally, he must create a justification for himself to be able to ride the bike.



    



    Since the viewers likely understand this situation, I cannot take it easy.



    



    I must push hard to ensure that everyone clearly believes in Baek Woo-jin's victory, to prevent any talk of manipulation or other controversies.



    



    “Today, we have Berry vs. Apple. We’ve invited two experts to discuss which is more delicious,” Joo Ji-seung announced, mentioning today’s topic.



    



    “...Are we really doing this?” Cha Ji-chan asked as he looked at the hastily written script, prompting Joo Ji-seung to poke him in the side and hurry him along.



    



    Cha Ji-chan began to sing with a reluctant expression.



    



    “Red, red taste. Curious, honey. The Berry, which melts away as you bite into it, is presented by our Berry enthusiast, Baek Woo-jin.”



    



    The atmosphere dampened with the awkward singing from a muscular 1986-born man weighing 46 kg of skeletal muscle.



    



    “Isn’t this funny?”



    



    “Ha ha ha ha!”



    



    Although the song was a failure, the lively reactions led to laughter.



    



    “Cha Ji-chan, in support of Baek Woo-jin, if he wins today, he will have a dinner of protein-rich beef. However, if he loses, he will be restricted from protein intake for three days.”



    



    “Hey, get it right! Got it?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan urged Baek Woo-jin, now facing the threat of forced muscle loss in case of defeat.



    



    “Don’t worry.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin tightly shut his mouth and nodded heavily once, clearly determined to win and earn the bike.



    



    “Next is the face of an apple. Quite pretty too. Our Apple fanatic, Ban Chan-yong, joins us.”



    



    As Joo Ji-seung introduced him, Ban Chan-yong raised his hands above his head and waved, moving awkwardly in rhythm to the 1985 bald man's tune.



    



    I was astonished by how poorly he executed the opening script.



    



    Now I somewhat understand why Choi Michael enjoys teasing Joo Ji-seung for fun.



    



    “Joo Ji-seung, supporting Ban Chan-yong, notes that if Ban wins, he can leave his backpack with the transport vehicle tomorrow, but if he loses, he won’t be able to shave for three days.”



    



    As Cha Ji-chan finished explaining, Baek Woo-jin raised his hand.



    



    “I have a question.”



    



    “Yes?”



    



    “Why is not being able to shave for three days a penalty?”



    



    “Because the hair follicles will grow back in those areas.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung replied, patting the back of his head.



    



    It’s said that it’s less embarrassing to be completely bald than to have hair only on the back and sides while the crown and front remain bald.



    



    “I understand.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded his head.



    



    “Then, I ask both of you to discuss with a rational attitude and respect for each other. I will give the first speaking opportunity to Baek Woo-jin,” Cha Ji-chan announced, handing over the floor.



    



    “First of all, let me explain what a berry is. Berry is a term that refers to fleshy fruits that contain moisture. Examples include strawberries, raspberries, blackberries, and blueberries.”



    



    “That sounds messy.”



    



    “Not at all. If delicious fruits have the name berry, it actually indicates how tasty they are.”



    



    I waited silently for him to rev up.



    



    “It’s not just fruits. There’s Cure Berry from Fresh Precure, Shirayuki Berry from Berry Berry Mu Mu, and Berry from Shining Star, as well as Daysha Berry from D.Gray-man. Various cartoons and animations also use the name berry.”



    



    “...So?”



    



    “It’s named that way because children like it.”



    



    “Children like it?”



    



    “Not just children, but adults too.”



    



    He raised his palm.



    



    After allowing him to express himself fully, I would then stomp him down.



    



    “Boberry, Runeberry, Rudeberry, Solzberry, Berry Man. The individuals I just mentioned have all left their names in their respective fields.”



    



    “Is that berry really a berry?”



    



    I asked, suspecting it wasn’t really a berry, but Baek Woo-jin scoffed.



    



    “It's called berry, right?”



    



    “Are you going to go there?”



    



    “Don’t throw unnecessary challenges my way. Delicious fruits, lovable characters, and people who have achieved great things all have the name berry attached to them. This indicates they are that good.”



    



    “Thank you for your comments. So, you are arguing that because many people and fruits have the name, berries are good and delicious, correct?”



    



    “Exactly.”



    



    “However, to my knowledge, there is another person with the name berry.”



    



    “Who is it?”



    



    “Lavrenti Beria.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin's eyes widened dramatically.



    



    └Who?



    



    └What are you talking about?



    



    └Crazy Berry



    



    └Speak clearly!



    



    “He was in charge of the Great Purge under the Stalin regime in the Soviet Union and is responsible for the Katyn Massacre. It’s said that hundreds of thousands died at his hands.”



    



    “Wait a minute.”



    



    “If the name berry is truly associated with wonderful, delicious, and good things and people, how do you explain Beria?”



    



    └Oh no,



    



    └Mass murderer



    



    └Be careful, if you make a wrong joke about the Soviet Union, you're done for



    



    └As expected, incitement and fabrication!



    



    “Answer me! Is the name berry truly wonderful, delicious, and good?”



    



    “No, um. Um?”



    



    Just one person. Bringing up someone who doesn’t even use the letters in berry doesn’t strengthen my argument.



    



    However, no one would be unfazed by the framing of defending a Soviet mass murderer.



    



    No, while others might not be affected, it would definitely resonate with Baek Woo-jin, who has faced countless slanders over the past six months.



    



    “Baek Woo-jin!”



    



    “Cancel that.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin took a step back.



    



    “Upon reflection, not everything that has the name berry is wonderful or good.”



    



    “Right?”



    



    “Are you even trying?!”



    



    Cha Ji-chan yelled, losing his temper.



    



    “Do you know what happens if you can’t eat protein for three days? Huh?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan, now facing the crisis of not being able to consume protein, was in a frenzy.



    



    └Cha Ji-chan is having a meltdown



    



    └How can you stay calm when you’re about to lose muscle?



    



    └This is a lost cause.



    



    └Come on, just give in a little! Are you trying to help Baek Woo-jin?



    



    └ There’s no way that’s happening.



    



    └Quickly surrender already.



    



    Cha Ji-chan was soon subdued by Ju Ji-seung, and the viewers were demanding Baek Woo-jin’s surrender.



    



    Continuing this atmosphere, I planned to thoroughly scold Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “Then this time, I’ll speak first,” Baek Woo-jin said, clenching his fists and shaking with rage. He seemed really furious.



    



    “Berry and Apple. In fact, Baek Woo-jin knows best which is better.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin frowned and glared at me.



    



    “I know that Baek Woo-jin received scholarships throughout his university years.”



    



    “What are you trying to say now?”



    



    “Is this true or not?”



    



    “...It’s true.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin reluctantly acknowledged it.



    



    “You are college classmates with PD Lee Ji-hye from Ujinious, right?”



    



    “What are you getting at?”



    



    “A few years ago, I heard from PD Lee Ji-hye that Baek Woo-jin cried after receiving a B in a liberal arts course. Why on earth did you cry?”



    



    “Why are you bringing up old stories?”



    



    “Why did you cry?”



    



    “Because my grades didn’t come out.”



    



    “No, that’s not it. According to PD Lee Ji-hye’s testimony, Baek Woo-jin sobbed about how he ‘got a B’.”



    



    └Berry-named



    



    └Oh, he said he got a B



    



    └What do you mean by that?



    



    “Despite hating berries so much, why are you defending them?”



    



    “No, that ‘got a B’ is not the same as the berry!”



    



    “Is that not true? Then how do you explain this?”



    



    “What?”



    



    “You received an A+, that is, an ‘A-ple,’ and you’ve been on scholarships. How can someone like you side with berries?”



    



    “Uh?”



    



    “Are you deceiving your alma mater and the donors who provided you with scholarships?”



    



    └Apple



    



    └What’s ‘A-ple’?



    



    └A-plus, A-ple, Apple



    



    └ The praise has begun



    



    └You should return your scholarship



    



    └You received a scholarship for getting an Apple? But now you’re siding with berries?



    



    “What are you talking about!”



    



    “I asked if you’re deceiving your alma mater and the donors who supported your education during tough times.”



    



    Once again, I pressed him, and his pupils shook.



    



    “Answer me! Have you ever received an Apple? Yes or no!”



    



    He slowly nodded his head.



    



    “...Yes.”



    



    “Then how can you deny the Apple! Hurry and apologize, no, Apple!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s gaze darted around until it landed on the camera.



    



    “I’m sorry.”



    



    “You shouldn’t apologize, you fool!”



    



    Cha Ji-chan shouted loudly.



    



    “Is this a complete mess? Are you not doing this right? Do you want me to lose my mind watching this!”



    



    └This is thrilling.



    



    └Honestly, isn’t it more entertaining that Cha Ji-chan can’t eat protein than Baek Woo-jin not being able to ride a bike?



    



    └I’ve never seen Cha Ji-chan like this before
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“Now, now. Cha Ji-chan, please calm down. You two continue the discussion,” Ju Ji-seung intervened.





Baek Woo-jin, feeling thirsty, took a sip of water and cleared his throat.





“Commissioner Ban-chan, you like ice cream, right?”





“Yes, I do.”





“You especially preferred Baskin-Robbins to the extent that you would eat a half-gallon size by yourself. But don’t you find it strange?”





“In what way?”





“Berry Berry Strawberry is always sold, but why is apple flavor sold only as an event, like Apple Mint or Apple Country Hello Kitty, mixed with other flavors? Haven't you thought about that?”





Thinking back, that is indeed the case.





“Strawberries are preferred over apples. Let’s take a look at the data.”





At Baek Woo-jin's signal, Cha Ji-chan displayed reference materials on the screen.





“This is the result of a 2017 survey conducted by Gallup Korea and the Farmers' Newspaper regarding the favorite fruits of Koreans. Unsurprisingly, the number one fruit was strawberries.”





Baek Woo-jin explained the data thoroughly.





“Women preferred strawberries, peaches, and watermelons in that order, while men preferred watermelons, strawberries, and apples. If we break it down by age group, those in their 20s to 40s preferred strawberries. Those in their 50s preferred watermelons. Apples barely made an appearance.”





└Strawberries and watermelons were the most popular.





└No tangerines?





└What about bananas?





└Apples came in fourth overall.





“This is disappointing.”





Baek Woo-jin’s expression hardened as he initially felt triumphant.





“The reliability of survey results varies depending on which organization conducted them and when they were conducted.”





“...And?”





“My findings differ significantly from yours. Take a look at this.”





Ju Ji-seung showed the image file I had prepared to the viewers.





“This is the 2018 Food Consumption Behavior Survey report published by the Korea Rural Economic Institute.”





“Ah.”





Baek Woo-jin gasped, realizing his mistake.





“Of course, apples came in first. They accounted for 25.3% of the total. The second-place watermelon was 8.5% behind, making it a significant difference.”





Baek Woo-jin frowned deeply.





“Third place was grapes, fourth was tangerines, and fifth was peaches. Where is the strawberry? Is it in sixth place? No, sixth place is pears with 6.3%.”





└Did it really change that much in just a year?





└These survey results are way too different!





└Strawberries seem to be only preferred among the younger crowd.





└Right? In the 19-29 age group, strawberries are first, but overall they drop significantly.





└What are we supposed to believe???





“My data is based on the 2018 survey, which is a year later than the 2017 data presented by Baek Woo-jin. Moreover, this data comes from a public institution under the Economic and Social Research Council of the Prime Minister's Office, making it inherently more reliable.”





“Well…”





“Also…”





I interrupted Baek Woo-jin’s counterargument.





“It seems like you’re trying to hide the truth, but the fact is that strawberries cannot compete with apples.”





As I gestured, Ju Ji-seung displayed another piece of data.





“This chart shows the quantity of fruit produced worldwide in 2021.”





“The number one fruit was bananas, with about 124 million tons produced. Apples came in third with about 93 million tons. Let’s look for strawberries. Oh, they’re so far down that it’s hard to see. Please scroll down a bit.”





Ju Ji-seung scrolled down to show where strawberries were located.





“Strawberries were in 21st place, with a production of 9.18 million tons, just about 10% of apples.”





Baek Woo-jin covered his face.





“In ice cream, especially within a specific brand, strawberries might rank above apples. But when you look at global production, isn’t the difference glaringly clear?”





└Even if you combine raspberries and blackberries, it’s still under 20%.





└This is a loss.





└Wait, weren’t you supposed to be helping him?





└This is overwhelmingly in favor of Baek Woo-jin!





└Ban-chan really has no mercy





└Yeah, there’s no bike~





The truth is, it’s hard for me to lose in this debate.





The production quantity difference between apples and berries is absolute.





Unlike Baek Woo-jin, who had dealt with relatively mild and rational viewers, I had learned to endure attacks and manipulation from the viewers.





I cannot be defeated by logic based solely on facts.





Moreover, since I cannot afford to leave the impression that I’m giving leniency now, I am not showing any acknowledgment.





The only way for Baek Woo-jin to win this debate is if he realizes something. If he doesn’t, he’ll have to return to Seoul just like this.





“...1986.”





Baek Woo-jin, who had been covering his face, spoke softly.





“South Korean agriculture faced a tremendous crisis.”





With a serious demeanor and a slightly trembling voice, Baek Woo-jin slowly raised his head.





The most essential condition when inciting is learning how to appeal to emotions.





“Ninety-three countries gathered in Uruguay began discussing multilateral trade agreements. South Korea faced a situation where we were obligated to import certain agricultural products, leading to a price crash for those items. Naturally, rural areas stopped cultivating low-priced products, resulting in a significant drop in food self-sufficiency.”





Baek Woo-jin slammed his hand on the table and stood up.





“In response, the Agricultural Cooperative shouted one slogan: ‘The food grown in the land I was born in is best for my body.’”
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Baek Woo-jin slowly looked around before saying, “Sinto berry.”





└What does that mean?





└Hahaha, what the heck?





└What is that?





└Shinto Buri, haha!





└Oh! I’m getting nationalistic vibes!





“Our products are the best! Why do you defend apples instead of excellent domestic products? Are you a traitor?”





This is the logic that instead of using the American-made Apple phone, we should use WH’s Berry phone.





It seems that through the discussions so far, I’ve grasped the basics of incitement, but it’s still a bit clumsy.





“Thank you for your words.”





“Are you admitting defeat now?”





“No. However, I completely agree that we need to protect the self-sufficiency of our rural areas.”





“But?”





“For many years, we have valued domestic products under the belief that we should protect our industry. But what about now?”





Baek Woo-jin blinked.





“Why did the term ‘domestic discrimination’ arise? Is that all? Prices go up due to rising costs, yet when costs drop, you use the issue of existing stock to keep prices the same.”





His eyes wavered.





“How long will you force consumers to sacrifice? Times have changed. Consumers will make the best choice whether it’s berries or apples. You cannot convince consumers with a sense of belonging to the country or patriotism alone!”





Baek Woo-jin trembled slightly.





└Right, right.





└Haha, he’s going to use Apple.





└I just use berries because they’re convenient.





└For real, I also use a Berry phone, but it’s not because it’s Korean.





└Wait, why am I so mad even though he’s making a valid point?





└He sometimes pretends to be normal while saying nonsense, that’s why!





└When he’s dishing out compliments, it’s one thing, but when someone else does, he gets all serious.





└You need to push like that for incitement and manipulation!





└But what happens if Baek Woo-jin loses?





└That’s quite a walk.





└If Baek Woo-jin goes back, what happens to WH's sponsorship?





At this point, he should have understood, but his reaction was still weak.





I needed to uproot any seeds of hope and make him realize there was only one path left.





“I’ll ask one last time. Is it wrong to use an Apple phone?”
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“Well…”





“Say it clearly! Are you saying that using a Berry phone makes me a patriot, while using an Apple phone makes me a traitor to my country?”





“I never said that!”





Baek Woo-jin jumped up.





└This is crazy! Hahahaha!





└I thought he was being normal! Hahaha!





└Is Baek Woo-jin really going off the deep end? Why is the "American traitor" coming up? Hahaha!





└Seriously, why does it have to go this far? Hahaha!





└What a nutcase!





└Look at his eyes. He’s crazy.





└Come on, just tone it down a bit! You want to do good, but do you have to go this far?





“What do you want to say then? Clearly! Don’t beat around the bush, just speak the truth!”





I pressed him, believing that someone who had been in sync with me all this time would understand my intention.





The glare from his eyes was growing more teary.





“...You really want me to go back?”





After a brief silence, Baek Woo-jin spoke with a trembling voice.





“I know! I knew it was going to be hard from the beginning and I opposed it!”





“...”





“But what do I do now that I’ve found out? Do you know how many people are waiting for me?”





It seemed he had found the last path available to him.





“Yeah! I know it’s a workaround! I said I’d go, and I acted like it was okay, but now I’m asking for a bike! It must seem ridiculous! It must be absurd! But I want to go too! I want to joke around with my brothers, eat ramen at the convenience store, greet my subscribers if I run into them! I want to see the kids! I want to play Go-Stop with the grandmas and grandpas! I don’t want Ji-hye to go on vacation either! I want to do all that! But… but do we have to go this far? Huh?”





Baek Woo-jin dropped tears as big as chicken droppings.





What a perfect timing.





“I think we should end the debate here. Since neither side is conceding, let’s decide by vote.”





I spoke while looking at Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan.





The two, who had been watching us with pained expressions, seemed to have understood my intention as their eyes widened.





“The debate time has ended with both sides being very close. If you think berries are better, please choose number 1, Baek Woo-jin. If you think apples are better, please choose number 2, Ban Chan-yong. We’ll conduct the voting until 6 PM.”





I checked the time and saw there were 5 minutes left until 6 PM.





Baek Woo-jin wiped his tears and glared at me, and when our eyes met, Cha Ji-chan nodded.





└I'm torn.





└Looks like Ban Chan-yong is going to win by a landslide! Hahaha!





└Poor Woo-jin, he got wrecked again today.





└But Ban Chan-yong is being a bit much today.





└Seriously, does he have to go this hard? He wants to go so badly.





└The "traitor" frame was set up by Woo-jin first! Hahaha!





└Is he seriously saying that? Hahaha!





└He did go a bit further than usual.





The chat reactions are quite positive.





It seems a significant number of people were moved by Baek Woo-jin’s genuine desire to do good.





In the end, the win or loss of the debate isn’t that important.





The key is whether the viewers, the public opinion, will allow Baek Woo-jin to have the bike.





If we stage it awkwardly, the viewers will definitely notice, and then we would end up getting criticized for trying to do something good.





In that case, it’s better to honestly appeal to emotions.





He really wants to go but can’t because his body won’t cooperate—asking for understanding and help.





Our viewers are not so heartless that they would ignore that voice.





“……”





However, this is merely my hope and expectation; I can’t know for sure what the actual outcome will be.





As I waited anxiously, the clock struck 6 PM.





“I will now end the voting. The results are in.”





Ju Ji-seung paused for a moment before displaying the debate results on the screen.





 
	




 
	Baek Woo-jin (Berries) 29,377 votes














 





 
	




 
	Ban Chan-yong (Apples) 28,591 votes














“Baek Woo-jin has won by a margin of 786 votes!”





“Wowwwww!”





Cha Ji-chan let out a loud scream. Overjoyed that he could have protein, he rushed over and hugged Baek Woo-jin, causing a commotion.





“Huh?”





Baek Woo-jin looked bewildered, as if he expected to lose.





“Nice strategy!”





Ju Ji-seung approached and casually commented.





“What do you mean?”





“I know everything.”





Ju Ji-seung grinned. I can’t handle this guy.





“Did you figure it out?”





“At first, I didn’t, but as I listened, I noticed you were being a bit more intense than usual. It seemed strange.”





Cha Ji-chan was spinning Baek Woo-jin around while lifting him over his head.





“We had to vote. If I concede, it would imply favoritism. If Woo-jin concedes, he would be hurt.”





Neither option yields a particularly good outcome.





“If we vote and a different result comes up, it’s what the viewers decided. The negative people would accept it to some extent.”





“And Woo-jin wouldn’t feel guilty either.”





Nodding, I felt a pat on my back from Ju Ji-seung.





“Nice job, Ban Chan-yong.”
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    “Waaahhh!”



    



    As Cha Ji-chan, who had protected the protein, let out a loud scream, Muk-ji shifted his gaze.



    



    It hadn’t been a week since they left Seoul, but the subscriber count for the side dish store had noticeably increased.



    



    860,000.



    



    This was a jump of 150,000 compared to when they started.



    



    Both Ban Chan-yong and Muk-ji concluded that this steep rise was a temporary phenomenon.



    



    They viewed it as a result of the 200 YouTubers, streamers, and BJs who were participating in "Walking to the Sky" promoting Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, Ban Chan-yong, and Baek Woo-jin.



    



    However, it was increasingly clear that the number of live stream viewers was rising day by day, making it hard to regard this as just a temporary phenomenon.



    



    Search volumes for keywords like Baek Seung-yong’s car, side dish store, and Ban Chan-yong skyrocketed, with most of the search results being favorable.



    



    At first, it seemed like the good deeds of successful young people were being positively received, similar to when they launched their lunchbox project.



    



    But as time passed, other reasons for their success began to surface.



    



    People who felt frustrated by the continuous rain found a sense of openness by tuning into ASMR.



    



    Those who had experienced the long trek during their youth reminisced, and locals were pleased to see it.



    



    Today, Muk-ji could clearly see how Baek Seung-yong’s car had achieved its success.



    



    The four seemingly ordinary men in their 30s often bickered but also cherished one another.



    



    While the lunchbox idea was Ban Chan-yong’s and the long trek idea was Cha Ji-chan’s personal concept, all four willingly stepped forward for a good cause.



    



    There were moments of joy and sorrow throughout their journey.



    



    Walking in the rain for 10 hours every day was no easy task, but the laughter never ceased when they played with the children from the orphanage.



    



    They all felt heartache seeing the hidden wounds in the children’s innocent faces, and to prove this, when Baek Seung-yong’s car distributed toys and smartphones, the total sponsorship across all four channels approached 10 million won.



    



    When they distributed fans and lunchboxes to elderly people living alone and listened to their stories, everyone became solemn.



    



    When the overworked Baek Woo-jin had to go to the hospital, they all worried together, and when Cha Ji-chan, facing muscle loss, rolled his eyes and shouted, everyone laughed.



    



    There was a sense of humanity in the air.



    



    As life became increasingly desolate, watching the activities of Baek Seung-yong’s car made Muk-ji feel alive, laughing and crying together.



    



    At least for Muk-ji, he judged the success of this event by the warmth of human connection.



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    Muk-ji stretched.



    



    When they announced that they would proceed with "Walking to the Sky," there were many voices of concern.



    



    Muk-ji was also worried about Ban Chan-yong, who was willing to go out even after donating 10 million won.



    



    However, it was already being proven in the chat that he, Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin were right.



    



    └Wait, does this even make sense?



    



    └How did Baek Woo-jin win? Hahaha!



    



    “Who would have thought Baek Woo-jin would win? Wasn’t there some vote manipulation?”



    



    “Ban Chan-yong seemed so lacking in empathy, I felt sorry and voted for him.”



    



    “Me too, hahaha!”



    



    “When the names of the murderer and the American wolf were mentioned, I thought it was too harsh. Did they really have to go that far?”



    



    “At this point, it seems like Ban Chan-yong intentionally pushed him to do that.”



    



    “Right? If they mess up here, the WH sponsorship will be in jeopardy.”



    



    “Did he really do that on purpose?”



    



    “If it seemed like they were going easy on him, public sentiment would have burned, so instead, it feels like he mercilessly beat him to gather sympathy.”



    



    “Seeing Baek Woo-jin cry right away and then asking for the vote makes it seem like that’s the case.”



    



    “Hahaha! Are you serious? Do you think they thought that deeply about every little thing they did?”



    



    “LOL. I was just watching it for the laughs. I didn't realize it would get this deep.”



    



    “Oh, Cha Ji-chan shouldn’t have had protein. Too bad.”



    



    “If he was preparing for the Strongman competition, it might have exploded for real, hahaha!”



    



    “I just wanted to help them, so I voted for Baek Woo-jin. Honestly, if he wants to do something good, there’s no reason to get in his way.”



    



    “Me too.”



    



    “This was Ban Chan-yong’s well-calibrated move. If he had done it wrong, public sentiment would have plummeted, but he managed to get through it like this.”



    



    “Did I just watch it without thinking? I just found it funny, and I didn’t realize people were thinking this much about it.”



    



    “I didn’t think about it either, haha. I just accepted it as it is.”



    



    In reality, Ban Chan-yong's choice came with pressure.



    



    He took on the role of the villain to direct votes toward Baek Woo-jin, and he could have faced significant criticism.



    



    If Ban Chan-yong had won the debate, the WH sponsorship would likely have been canceled, and Baek Woo-jin, who wanted to do good deeds, would have had to return to Seoul.



    



    In the past, I wouldn’t have understood Ban Chan-yong, who risked a half-month of strenuous work, 10 million won, and the risk of criticism.



    



    But through the lunchbox project and the long trek, I had witnessed how Ban Chan-yong’s good intentions and actions returned in ways beyond measure, making it all seem quite miraculous.



    



    The more he opened his heart, the more his chest swelled with pride for him.



    



    ***



    



    The more empty the bowl became, the more my appetite grew.



    



    Watching the beef sizzling on the grill awakened the hidden appetite within me.



    



    “Eat. Eat. That’s right. You’re eating well.”



    



    “Can I eat more?”



    



    “Of course. If our Woo-jin wants to eat more, then he should. What should I order for you?”



    



    “Shrimp.”



    



    “Boss, please add two servings of shrimp!”



    



    Cha Ji-chan added the shrimp that Baek Woo-jin wanted. He seemed so happy to have guaranteed his protein intake that he grilled the meat himself.



    



    “Can I eat cold noodles?”



    



    As the thought of cold noodles crossed my mind, Cha Ji-chan shot me a glare.



    



    “Just sitting there is enough for me to be grateful.”



    



    “Thank you for your gratitude.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin regarded me with hostility.



    



    “Why?”



    



    “Why do you think? Did it really have to go that far?”



    



    “Did it have to?”



    



    The two were in perfect sync.



    



    “Don’t do that. If Chan-yong hadn’t done what he did, the situation would have gotten weird, right?”



    



    “What do you mean?”



    



    As Ju Ji-seung explained my thoughts, Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin blinked in realization.



    



    It seemed they finally understood my deeper meaning.



    



    Cha Ji-chan snatched the beef that Baek Woo-jin had wanted and handed it to me.



    



    “Our side dish has worked so hard. Huh? How could this guy not know that? Eat.”



    



    “That’s my meat.”



    



    “Stop eating, you jerk. Do you know how much I've been worried because of you?”



    



    As Baek Woo-jin, who had quickly become a leftover, spooned some soybean paste stew, Ju Ji-seung shared his portion with him.



    



    “Then are we going back to voice tomorrow?”



    



    At Ju Ji-seung's question, Cha Ji-chan nodded.



    



    “Right. Tomorrow we’ll go with voice, the day after tomorrow to Chungju. The day after that, we’ll head to Mungyeong.”



    



    “Mungyeong is the problem.”



    



    The distance from Chungju to Mungyeongsejae is over 50 km.



    



    It’s longer than any course they have experienced so far, and once they leave Chungju, it’s all mountains with constant ups and downs.



    



    It’s questionable whether they can reach Mungyeong in a single day.



    



    “If it really doesn’t work out, we can stay a day at Suanbo or Yeonpung.”



    



    “Is the schedule okay? We took a break for a day, so won’t there be any issues with reservations?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    “We can’t help it. I thought from the start that a day or two would end up changing.”



    



    As Cha Ji-chan served well-cooked meat to both himself and Baek Woo-jin, he continued.



    



    “More importantly, are you okay, Hyung?”



    



    “What?”



    



    “Your hair.”



    



    I’m worried about that too.



    



    Since he himself said it was embarrassing, if he can’t shave for three days, his hair is going to look quite strange.



    



    “Oh. No problem.”



    



    Surprisingly calm.



    



    “Really?”



    



    “It doesn’t grow that much in three days. It’ll get a bit dark, but if I shave before bed tonight, it shouldn’t be noticeable.”



    



    “Then why did you say that?”



    



    “Because it’s more fun if you exaggerate a bit.”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    I was worried, but I’m relieved.



    



    “Then what about you?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked.



    



    “Me?”



    



    “You also lost, so you have to do something.”



    



    “Right. Only Hyung didn’t have to do anything.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin pressed him.



    



    “...I let you win on purpose, you know?”



    



    “Come on. But you still have to do something.”



    



    “Right, you should.”



    



    “Seriously. I saved someone, and now you want me to hand over my belongings?”



    



    “Haha!”



    



    I gave them a serious look, and the three burst into laughter.



    



    ***



    



    For a change, I feasted on beef.



    



    Thanks to the rest day, I felt quite refreshed. I lay down in bed and called Muk-ji.



    



    “Yes?”



    



    “Did you get off work?”



    



    “I’m on my way home.”



    



    Her voice sounded a bit curt, which made me a little disappointed, but it seemed she was outside. She looked cute, blushing a bit.



    



    “I just finished showering. The beef was really delicious. I wanted to come with you, Eun-ji.”



    



    “I don’t like meat that much.”



    



    “...What?”



    



    “I don’t like the smell.”



    



    I thought, how can a person not like meat? But then I realized, since she’s an angel, maybe it’s possible.



    



    “How was today?”



    



    “It was fine. You talked nonsense as usual, and thanks to that, we got through without any problems. I commend you.”



    



    “Not about the broadcast. I mean, how do you feel? Did you eat well?”



    



    Silence.



    



    I wondered if the call had dropped and checked my smartphone, but the call was still going.



    



    “Hello?”



    



    “I can hear you.”



    



    “Did something bad happen?”



    



    “No.”



    



    “Then what’s wrong?”



    



    “...Please wait a moment.”



    



    Wondering if something was up, I waited. I heard her get off the bus, but after that, there was still no sound. I was checking community reactions when Muk-ji cleared her throat.



    



    “Hmm. Hmm.”



    



    “Are you okay now?”



    



    “Yes. Did you ask how I felt?”



    



    “Yes. I’m curious about how you felt, what you did, and if you had a good time.”



    



    “It wasn’t that good.”



    



    “Why? Did something happen?”



    



    Silence.



    



    Again, there was no answer, so I pulled the smartphone away from my ear, but Muk-ji’s voice came through.



    



    “I miss you.”



    



    “Ugh.”



    



    I couldn’t help but laugh.



    



    Just a few days ago, she said she was fine, and now she’s saying she misses me. It’s adorable how she seems to be aware of her surroundings and brought it up after getting off the bus.



    



    “Hehehe.”



    



    “Why are you laughing?”



    



    “Because I’m happy.”



    



    Silence.



    



    “I’ll see you in three days, so hang in there until then.”



    



    “I know the road from Chungju to Mungyeong is quite rough. The distance is long. Are you okay?”



    



    “Yes. After taking a day off, I feel recharged. If it really doesn’t work out, we decided to rest at Suanbo in the middle.”



    



    “That seems like a good idea. Always prioritize your health.”



    



    “I will. Please do the same, Eun-ji.”



    



    “You don’t need to worry about me. I successfully ate a salad today.”



    



    “Really? That’s amazing! That’s a personal record.”



    



    “If I do it, I do it.”



    



    The intention behind saying, “Please do the same,” was that I wanted Muk-ji to think of me too, but anyway, she seemed pleased to have finished a salad, making my heart feel all warm and fuzzy.



    



    “That’s so great! What did you have for lunch?”



    



    “I had a salad.”



    



    “Oh, you had salad for lunch. What about dinner?”



    



    “I ate the leftovers.”



    



    “Whaaat?”

  
    Side by Side (1)



    



    On the eighth day of departure, I welcomed the morning of the third day since leaving Jincheon in Chungju.



    



    Despite taking a day off, everyone in our group was completely exhausted when we arrived in Chungju yesterday.



    



    Not only me, but even the usually healthy Ju-ji-seung and Cha-ji-chan had noticeably reduced their chatter.



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who rode a bike, wasn't in great shape either, but for the first time in a while, the sky was clear.



    



    “It’s clear!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin exclaimed with the brightest voice he had in the past week as he checked outside.



    



    “Oh, maybe today will be a bit easier.”



    



    “I just hope it’s not humid.”



    



    “How's your blister, hyung?” Ju-ji-seung asked.



    



    “It’s just okay. How about you, Ji-chan?”



    



    “It’s fine.”



    



    “Stop pretending to be tough. You were almost dying yesterday.”



    



    “I’m not pretending; I really am tough.”



    



    Cha-ji-chan said as he ate a sausage from breakfast.



    



    Though he used to say it's better to eat a balanced diet, he generally avoided processed meats and refined foods, but it seems like his taste has changed recently.



    



    “You didn’t even work out this morning.”



    



    Cha-ji-chan, who usually worked out at dawn, couldn’t get up today. He pretended to be okay, but it was clear that he was fatigued.



    



    “Resting is also a part of exercise. You have to give your muscles time to recover.”



    



    “How about Woo-jin?” Ju-ji-seung asked.



    



    “I’m fine.”



    



    This guy, who often exaggerates his discomfort, keeps saying he’s fine on this trip.



    



    “Alright. Let’s just hang in there a little longer; we’ll rest for a day in Mungyeong the day after tomorrow.”



    



    Ju-ji-seung encouraged us.



    



    “Wasn’t Mungyeong halfway?” I asked.



    



    According to our plan, we should have arrived in Mungyeong either yesterday or today, but it seems that walking in the rain has delayed our schedule bit by bit.



    



    At this rate, it seems difficult to reach Busan in the next two weeks.



    



    “It can’t be helped. Once we reach Mungyeong, let’s speed up as much as possible to avoid the mountain roads.”



    



    “That’s the problem. Most of the path we’re taking today is uphill.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin chimed in.



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    Today is the toughest course of this journey, crossing from Chungju to Mungyeong.



    



    Chungju is vast, and the road to Mungyeong is mountainous, so we’ll likely have to take a day’s rest at Suanbo along the way.



    



    “Well, let’s just go and see. Make sure to eat a hearty breakfast.”



    



    ***



    



    3 PM.



    



    We walked endlessly along the Danwolg River.



    



    Under the clear sky, the sun beat down mercilessly, and the smell of grass combined with the humid air made me want to give up entirely.



    



    I often saw people fishing by the river, and if I could just sit there like that, I’d have no other wishes.



    



    “Wow. It’s hot.”



    



    While I was trudging along, looking at the ground, Ju-ji-seung, who was ahead, finally said he was struggling for the first time on this trip.



    



    “Should we rest a bit at that pavilion over there?”



    



    “Let’s do that.”



    



    I had noticed many pavilions along the road, but I had never seen anyone sitting and resting in one.



    



    Perhaps it was simply too hot for that.



    



    As soon as we got to the pavilion, I tossed my backpack aside and lay down.



    



    “...Hyung, do you have any water?” Baek Woo-jin asked in a weak voice.



    



    “I’ve drunk it all.”



    



    As I said I didn't have any water, Cha-ji-chan silently handed me his water bottle.



    



    Baek Woo-jin took a sip, and I followed suit. Ju-ji-seung seemed thirsty too, so I passed him the bottle.



    



    “As long as it doesn’t rain, this heat and humidity are driving me crazy.”



    



    Cha-ji-chan seemed to be struggling just as much. He took off his outerwear, exposing his bare skin.



    



    “I want ice cream.”



    



    “I want an iced Americano.”



    



    “Air conditioning.”



    



    Cha-ji-chan, having taken the water bottle from Ju-ji-seung, sat up.



    



    “What happened to all the water?”



    



    The three of us, including me, stared at Cha-ji-chan blankly before averting our eyes.



    



    “Wow. No loyalty, really.”



    



    “Isn’t there a convenience store nearby?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked around.



    



    All that could be seen between the mountains and fields were a few old houses; there wasn’t a convenience store in sight, let alone any people.



    



    “There’s just one on the map?”



    



    I opened Kakao Map and searched for nearby cafes and convenience stores, and only Y Cafe came up.



    



    “How long will it take?”



    



    “30 minutes.”



    



    “That’s insane.”



    



    “I feel like we have to go to Suanbo to find anything.”



    



    After lying silently in the pavilion for a while, I started to hear cicadas chirping in the distance.



    



    “Should we just sleep here today?”



    



    “No.”



    



    “...Hehe.”



    



    “What’s funny?”



    



    “It’s just absurd. We have to walk for 7 more hours.”



    



    “Hahaha.”



    



    “Hahaha.”



    



    We were all going a bit crazy.



    



    After a long, dreadful rainy season, the thought of moving our feet under the scorching sun felt overwhelming.



    



    “By the way, the number of subscribers for the side dish channel has increased a lot.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    It seems the special episode on white rice dishes from three days ago was surprisingly well received.



    



    There were some negative reactions due to the somewhat excessive approach, but thanks to Baek Woo-jin defending me that night, the negative opinions had mostly subsided.



    



    “You don’t seem that happy about it.”



    



    “I’m more desperate for an iced Americano packed with ice right now.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin rolled over and lay down.



    



    “Hyung, the engagement is no joke.”



    



    Engagement refers to how invested or affectionate customers are toward a company's products or brand from a corporate perspective.



    



    In this industry, it’s assessed through the number of comments or likes, and the higher the engagement rate, the thicker the core fanbase and the greater the potential for channel growth.



    



    “Seriously, I might hit a million subscribers.”



    



    Ju-ji-seung checked my channel on Baek Woo-jin’s smartphone and made a dream-like statement.



    



    “I’m also feeling a bit conflicted.”



    



    “About what?”



    



    “To be honest, I think I’ll hit it by the end of this trip.”



    



    Ju-ji-seung, Cha-ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin took turns tapping my forehead.



    



    When Ju-ji-seung reached a million subscribers just before our departure, I was the only one among us who didn’t get the gold button, so it felt like I was being congratulated in advance.



    



    “Good for you. You’ve worked hard.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin smiled.



    



    “Would you say that now? No matter how tough it was, it was still better than walking in this blazing sun.”



    



    “True.”



    



    “But isn’t it better than if it were raining?”



    



    “Hmm. That’s ambiguous.”



    



    It seemed like everyone had no intention of getting up. I certainly didn't feel like going outside the pavilion with the sun blazing so hot.



    



    I wondered what was happening in the chat room and pulled out my smartphone.



    



    └ Why has it grown so much?



    



    └ For real, it used to be fun to negotiate deals, but now it seems like you can't even read the chat without paying for a super chat.



    



    └ From now on, it’s paid.



    



    └ Just half a year ago, I was sticking a real straw for side dishes, and now I’m looking at a million subscribers.



    



    └ It’s quite monumental.



    



    └ Seriously, why would I want to watch old men drinking?



    



    └ Surprisingly healing, haha. The rural atmosphere is nice.



    



    └ Yeah, the background is good. The sound of cicadas is nice too.



    



    └ Summer is a hellish time. If you hear it in real life, it’ll tear your ears apart.



    



    └ Where did that person go who couldn’t tell the difference between Pepsi and Coca-Cola?



    



    └ Didn’t that blind test conclude that you can’t tell them apart?



    



    └ I can tell, okay?



    



    They were still having fun amongst themselves.



    



    It seemed like the topic today was Coca-Cola vs. Pepsi. I wanted to drink a cola filled with ice.



    



    “Baek Woo-jin, go buy us something to drink.”



    



    Cha-ji-chan said.



    



    “Why me?”



    



    “You have a bicycle.”



    



    “Hyung can ride it.”



    



    “I can’t ride a bike.”



    



    “Didn’t Chan-yong hyung already get you on that?”



    



    “You drank my water.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin stayed silent for a moment before thinking of an excuse.



    



    “Chan-yong hyung drank it.”



    



    Everyone looked at me, so I subtly turned my head to Ju-ji-seung, and Cha-ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin gazed at him as well.



    



    “Alright. I’ll go.”



    



    “Yay!”



    



    “Hey! Why are you doing this?”



    



    As Ju-ji-seung tried to get up, I forcibly sat him back down, and I burst out laughing.



    



    Ju-ji-seung had thinning hair on the back of his head after taking off his hat.



    



    I barely covered my mouth, and Baek Woo-jin also turned his head to stifle his laughter.



    



    “What’s up?”



    



    “Nothing.”



    



    “It’s kind of bland.”



    



    Ju-ji-seung lay back down.



    



    This was dangerous.



    



    Just looking at him made me want to laugh, so I shifted my gaze. Cha-ji-chan took out his smartphone and called someone. After a while, he hung up, apparently not getting an answer.



    



    “Who did you call?”



    



    “Sang-kyu. Where is he sleeping right now?”



    



    Come to think of it, Producer Ahn Sang-kyu was on standby near Idongji.



    



    Whether he was actually sleeping or if something was going on, he wasn't reachable when we really needed him.



    



    “Ugh. Let’s go.”



    



    “Okay.”



    



    Staying here would only make us thirstier.



    



    I groaned as I got up and started walking, feeling short of breath.



    



    “Let’s sing while we walk.”



    



    “…….”



    



    “The snowy night is always hard to bear with the memories of the past.”



    



    It really is hard to bear. At this rate, I thought I might just ascend to heaven.



    



    Cha-ji-chan's voice, which started singing to lighten the mood, faded away, and after about two hours of climbing the terrible uphill, I truly felt like I was dying.



    



    Vroom—



    



    I had seen a few people riding bicycles on their journey, and when I turned my head at the sound of an engine, I saw a man I hadn't seen before riding a scooter.



    



    “Hello.”



    



    “……Hello.”



    



    “I’m from the side dish store, Shichangjan. I came to bring you water.”



    



    “Excuse me?”



    



    Both I and my companions stopped walking in surprise.



    



    The man pulled out four bottles of water from a black plastic bag and handed them out.



    



    They felt slightly chilled, and I was in a really good mood.



    



    “Thank you! But how did you come here?”



    



    “I heard you say you were thirsty while watching the broadcast, so I came.”



    



    “Wow. Do you live here?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    “What’s your nickname?”



    



    “It’s Sky Pig.”



    



    “Ah!”



    



    If it's Sky Pig, I know him well.



    



    He’s the one who used to sponsor me whenever I complained about not wanting to exercise—30,000 won for a walk and 30,000 won for every 10 sets.



    



    “Really? Is it really you, Sky Pig?”



    



    “Yes. I came to donate in person.”



    



    “Haha, wow, thank you so much! I’m so thirsty. Can I drink this?”



    



    Sky Pig nodded.



    



    Meanwhile, Ju-ji-seung, Cha-ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin were already gulping down the cold water.



    



    “If you succeed, I’ll send you 30,000 won.”



    



    “Up to Suanbo?”



    



    “Up to Busan.”



    



    “……Thank you.”



    



    “Well then, good luck.”



    



    “Are you leaving already?”



    



    “I can’t interrupt the broadcast. Fighting!”



    



    “Thank you!”



    



    As I bowed, the three, who were absorbed in the cold water, finally returned the greeting.



    



    After Sky Pig left, I also took a sip of water, and it was sweeter than any drink I had ever tasted.



    



    Not even the Java Chip Frappuccino, which used to be my go-to drink, could provide this much satisfaction.



    



    Ba-ba-bam ba-ba-bam—



    



    I heard music.



    



    Cha-ji-chan picked up the phone and started shouting.



    



    “What are you doing calling now?”



    



    It seemed like Producer Ahn Sang-kyu was reaching out.



    



    “Hot springs? You went to the hot springs?”



    



    As soon as I heard the word “hot springs,” both Baek Woo-jin and Ju-ji-seung's eyes lit up.



    



    While we were walking under this scorching sun, feeling a burning thirst, it was infuriating to think that the people who accompanied us were resting comfortably at the hot springs.



    



    “I want to go too!”



    



    “I want to go too!”

  
    Side by Side (2)



    



    We arrived in Suanbo late at night.



    



    Reflecting on the journey, the idea of reaching Mungyeong today was fundamentally a flawed plan.



    



    “So, there’s a hot spring here.”



    



    Ju-ji-seung said as he looked at the footbath path next to the stream.



    



    They had set up a comfortable spot to soak one’s feet in hot spring water, and a sign reading “53°C King’s Hot Spring Suanbo Water” caught my eye.



    



    It was my first time here, so I had no idea there was a hot spring, but I could see the word "hot spring" here and there.



    



    We arrived at S Hotel, the accommodation arranged by Producer Ahn Sang-kyu.



    



    “Good work, everyone.”



    



    Ahn Sang-kyu greeted us.



    



    Cha-ji-chan was so exhausted he just waved his hand, lacking the strength to respond.



    



    We were all incredibly tired and just wanted to rest quickly.



    



    “Key.”



    



    “Just a moment. Let me explain first. Suanbo Hot Spring is the first natural hot spring in our country. It was visited by kings like Taejo Lee Seong-gye and Sukjong, hence it's known as the King’s Hot Spring.”



    



    “Give me the key! The room key!”



    



    When Cha-ji-chan shouted, Ahn Sang-kyu was startled and quickly handed out the room keys.



    



    “I know! This place has been famous for hot springs since the Goryeo Dynasty, and it was a popular tourist destination in the '80s. It’s mentioned in the Goryeo History.”



    



    I covered Baek Woo-jin’s mouth.



    



    This guy would chatter on even if he were buried in the ground.



    



    “There’s a bike repair shop here too. If you need it, you can use it, Woo-jin.”



    



    Just as I silenced one, another began to chatter.



    



    “The rooms feel quite old, but they have everything you need. There’s laundry service and a dryer, so you can dry your clothes.”



    



    “I got it! I got it!”



    



    “Each room has a bathtub with hot spring water.”



    



    Cha-ji-chan stretched Ahn Sang-kyu’s cheeks. Even in that state, he continued explaining the accommodation, which meant Ahn Sang-kyu wasn’t quite normal either.



    



    “Uwaaaah.”



    



    As soon as I entered the room, I filled the bathtub with water and submerged my body.



    



    It didn’t take long for my tired, stiff body to start melting away.



    



    “Whew.”



    



    As I lay back, I thought of Sky Pig, who brought me water in the afternoon.



    



    I can’t express how grateful I was when he came to help when I wanted to give up. I wished I had at least properly thanked him.



    



    “……100,000. 100,000?”



    



    It feels unreal.



    



    For those like Sky Pig who have watched my broadcasts for a long time, I can remember their nicknames, but it has become hard to find familiar names in the chat due to the sharp increase in subscribers over the past six months.



    



    The fact that people I don’t know know me is both exciting and frightening.



    



    There’s a chance my words and actions could be misinterpreted, and there could be people who harbor ill feelings towards me without reason.



    



    No, I’m sure there are.



    



    The fear begins there, but in reality, anyone who is noteworthy is bound to have critics.



    



    I once saw an interview on TV with a famous musician who is compared to Bach, Mozart, and Beethoven, loved and respected by millions. Even he had critics.



    



    When the host asked him what he thought of them, he replied, “I make music solely to soothe my heart. I have no intention of trying to win them over.”



    



    At the time, I found his confidence impressive and envied him.



    



    Now that I think about it, it’s right to do things for oneself.



    



    If I do what I enjoy, then the work will be fulfilling; if I start worrying about others' opinions, those who like me now will eventually leave.



    



    I want to walk my own path without being swayed, doing things that are kind and sometimes thrilling, just like his music.



    



    “The hot spring water really is nice.”



    



    I let out a long breath.



    



    “The bathtub is nice.”



    



    Thinking about how nice it would be to have a bathtub suddenly reminded me of home. I still haven't found a place to live.



    



    If possible, I'd like to find a place with a separate bedroom and workspace, like the one I used to live in.



    



    I have quite a bit of money saved up, so I'm feeling greedy about it.



    



    I'm tired of moving around, after all.



    



    If I combine the money spread across various accounts, I could have about 300 million won, but I'm unsure whether to buy an apartment with a loan or wait a bit longer.



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    Speaking of which, I had a slight disagreement with Baek Woo-jin about the house situation before going on this trip.



    



    It’s as if nothing happened, and we’re getting along like usual.



    



    Will “Baekbanttara Season 2” be able to settle down, and can we make it to Busan safely?



    



    They say aged kimchi likes slim people, but when will the weight come off?



    



    Thinking about it, my head was full of complicated thoughts, but as I walked aimlessly, I managed to escape those worries.



    



    If I had been worrying about this when the fire broke out upstairs, I might have lost my mind. In a way, it turned out well.



    



    By the time we arrive in Busan, I'll sort through my thoughts.



    



    ***



    



    Maybe it was because I bathed in the hot spring water, but I felt quite a bit of fatigue lift.



    



    Yesterday, I was really at the point of giving up, but now that I can see the Super Chat and views stacking up in the video all the way up to the sky, I couldn’t let that happen.



    



    “Hey.”



    



    As I went down to the restaurant, Cha-ji-chan was already done with breakfast and was eating a donut for dessert.



    



    “Hyung, you’re really going to get into big trouble at this rate?”



    



    He didn’t even listen to me and just stared at me while chewing the donut.



    



    He had been eyeing me up and down on the way, so I asked, “What are you looking at?”



    



    “Did you lose weight?”



    



    “Me?”



    



    “You did, didn’t you?”



    



    “Really?”



    



    Cha-ji-chan nodded with the donut still in his mouth.



    



    “Is there a scale here?”



    



    “It’s in my room. We can weigh ourselves later.”



    



    “Why do you carry a scale around?”



    



    “It’s all about thorough professionalism.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin came down while yawning.



    



    He sat next to me and stared blankly for a while before grabbing the donut in front of Cha-ji-chan.



    



    “Hey.”



    



    “Just one.”



    



    “No way. You’re getting fat.”



    



    “Fat? After going through all this hardship? I’m just going to eat one.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin unwrapped the donut and took a big bite.



    



    “The hot spring water was nice.”



    



    Ju-ji-seung came down.



    



    Had he taken a bath after waking up? His skin was shiny.



    



    “Did you wash up?”



    



    “Yeah. It felt nice to shampoo since my hair is growing back for the first time in a while.”



    



    I couldn’t help but laugh at him boasting while combing his hair, which barely seemed to be 0.1 cm long. Meanwhile, Baek Woo-jin spat the donut he had in his mouth onto Cha-ji-chan's face.



    



    “…….”



    



    “Hahaha!”



    



    “Is it funny?”



    



    “Huh-huh-huh-huh!”



    



    Cha-ji-chan jumped up and grabbed Baek Woo-jin by the collar, shaking him. Seeing him laugh even while choking means he’s definitely lost it.



    



    Ju-ji-seung said while wiping the table, “Should I grow it out a bit?”



    



    “I’ll definitely support you.”



    



    “Really? Do you think it’ll be okay?”



    



    “Yeah. I think it’ll be good for the broadcast.”



    



    It might even get a better reaction than the Gungye cosplay.



    



    “Yeah. You’ve lost weight.”



    



    “Hyung Ji-chan said the same. Have I lost some?”



    



    “You can tell by looking in the mirror.”



    



    “I think I look a bit better.”



    



    Ju-ji-seung shook his head.



    



    The laughter continued, and when I shifted my gaze, Baek Woo-jin was still laughing, alternating between looking at Cha-ji-chan and Ju-ji-seung.



    



    Everyone seems to still be able to walk fine.



    



    “You guys have a lot of energy for the morning.”



    



    PD An Sang-kyu came down.



    



    “Since you’re all here, I’ll quickly go over today’s schedule. We’ll be at the children’s center in the morning, and just like yesterday, we’ll depart at 1 PM.”



    



    Cha-ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin, who had been joking around, sat down.



    



    “There are two ways to get to Mungyeong: one is via Iwharyeong Pass, and the other is towards Mungyeong Saejae.”



    



    “Which one is closer?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    “Mungyeong Saejae. About 5 km?”



    



    “Let’s go via Mungyeong Saejae.”



    



    Everyone nodded without any complaints.



    



    Fortunately, it wasn’t raining today, but thinking about the scorching sun we experienced yesterday, it makes sense to take the shorter route.



    



    “However, the road to Mungyeong Saejae is a mountain road.”



    



    “……This is insane.”



    



    “If it’s a mountain, there will be trees, right? It should block the sunlight a bit.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s reasoning sounded plausible.



    



    “Let’s go via Mungyeong Saejae.”



    



    “Okay.”



    



    “Alright. Then it’s settled. We’ll leave in an hour.”



    



    PD An Sang-kyu headed outside to grab items to donate to the children’s center.



    



    “Hyung, the key.”



    



    “Weight?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “Let’s go up together.”



    



    I went upstairs with Cha-ji-chan.



    



    I thought it was an ordinary scale, but a fancy one that can measure body composition was placed in front of the bed.



    



    “……Is it broken?”



    



    It showed 95.7 kg, which I couldn’t believe, so I weighed myself several times, but it kept fluctuating between 95 and 96 kg.



    



    “What’s it at?”



    



    Cha-ji-chan asked as he came out of the bathroom.



    



    “95.7 kg.”



    



    “Wow. That’s quite a drop in weight. When was the last time you saw two digits?”



    



    “Four to five years ago?”



    



    Actually, I had been in a plateau for quite a long time.



    



    In the beginning, I lost weight quickly, but as I started a healthy diet and exercised, my muscle mass increased a bit while my weight barely changed.



    



    I had been fluctuating between 101 and 103 kg for almost two months, which made me a bit anxious, but suddenly I dropped 5 kg.



    



    Plus, I weighed myself right after breakfast, so it’s likely that I lost even more.



    



    “Is it from walking?”



    



    “Of course. I’ve been walking at least 10 hours a day; it would be strange if I didn’t lose any weight. Let’s see.”



    



    Cha-ji-chan checked my body fat and skeletal muscle mass, nodding.



    



    “Some muscle has come off too, but this is good. You’ve escaped the plateau.”



    



    Cha-ji-chan patted my back.



    



    It started for various reasons: my friends doing something good, me going through tough times, wanting to have fun, and it being a good deed, but I never once thought about losing weight.



    



    “Is there something wrong with me? I mean, I lost 5 kg in a week before and ended up in the hospital with diabetes.”



    



    “Are you checking your blood sugar?”



    



    “Yeah. It’s normal.”



    



    My fasting blood sugar is around 85–90, and it doesn’t exceed 200 after eating.



    



    “Then that’s good. With such a tight schedule, fluctuations like that can happen. And make sure to drink plenty of water.”



    



    “Why water?”



    



    “Right now, you’re losing fluids, so it might temporarily show a lower weight. Don’t just drink plain water; also eat a little salt.”



    



    “Why salt?”



    



    “You’ll have an electrolyte deficiency, and if you just chug water, it’ll mess you up.”



    



    I should eat something salty for lunch.



    



    “Then I’m not actually losing weight?”



    



    “You are losing weight.”



    



    “But you said it’s just water.”



    



    “Hey, if you lost 5 kg of water, you’d be dead, you know.”



    



    “So I really did lose weight?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “Really, really?”



    



    “I’m telling you!”



    



    “Am I really down to two digits now?”



    



    “Ah! Stop it! Yes, you are!”



    



    I’m so happy that my body moves on its own.



    



    I don’t know how to express this feeling, so I start running around the room, picking up Cha-ji-chan.



    



    “I’m not a pig anymore, right?”



    



    “……Put me down.”



    



    “Am I slim now?”



    



    “Put me down.”



    



    “Eun-ji will probably like this too?”



    



    It seems like she’s not impressed with the sights of Seoul.

  Side by Side (3)





It seems there are quite a few people biking from Chungju to Mungyeong and then to Sangju.





While walking along the endless uphill paths, I occasionally spotted people on bicycles.





“There are a lot of shady spots,” Cha-ji-chan chided Baek Woo-jin.





“Did you know it would be like this?”





“You were acting smart!”





“I am smart!”





As Cha-ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin bickered, we soon reached Mungyeongsaejae.





Once we passed the gate, we were met with a true mountain path rather than a paved road.





Since this is a popular tourist spot, there were quite a few people hiking, making the desolation of the past few days feel like a lie.





“Biking is uncomfortable,” Baek Woo-jin complained, as he had to push his bike up the continuous slopes.





“If you didn’t have that, you’d be in Seoul right now.”





“Isn’t that actually better?”





I oddly found that understandable.





Just a few days ago, I had made a fuss about getting a bike, but after experiencing the past two days, people’s hearts can change.





That said, he wouldn’t be the type to turn back now.





“The water here is nice.”





At Ju Ji-seung’s words, I turned my head to see the water flowing next to the path was incredibly clear.





“Let’s take a break.”





I sat by the stream, took off my shoes and socks, and dipped my feet in. Sitting side by side in the shade felt refreshing.





“So cool.”





“How is it so clear?”





“You can’t experience this in Seoul.”





“My home is better.”





Baek Woo-jin mumbled to himself.





“Pack mule.”





“Aren’t you the diabetes guy?”





Hearing our conversation, a group of people turned to look at us.





“Hello!”





Cha-ji-chan waved.





“Hey, could you take a picture of me?”





A man approached us.





“Oh, of course.”





Cha-ji-chan stood up and took a picture with the man.





“Did you come for hiking?”





“No, I just happened to pass by here this morning.”





“Really?”





“Seriously, I’m not joking. Is it okay to take a photo? Want a donut?”





“No, that’s okay. You take this.”





The man pulled out a transparent plastic container from his bag and handed it to us.





“Wow, you have great taste.”





“I fully support you, man.”





Cha-ji-chan greeted the fan and returned to sit by us.





“This is amazing. Yesterday it was Chan-yong’s subscribers, and today it’s Ji-chan’s.”





“Right? Let’s eat one each.”





After a bit of hesitation, I took one. I had lost quite a bit of weight, and if I wanted to keep walking with energy, I needed to eat something.





“Woo-jini!”





Just as I was about to eat the donut, someone called out to Baek Woo-jin. Another group of students seemed to be talking among themselves.





“Do you have water?”





“Pardon?”





“Do you have water?”





That’s quite brazen of them.





I turned to look at Baek Woo-jin in disbelief, but in the end, he managed to get a water bottle.





“Aren’t I cute?”





That kid clearly has no sense of embarrassment or something must be wrong with him.





Seeing them laugh, it seemed they found it ridiculous too.





“You are cute.”





He might have a very unique taste.





“He’s usually cuter. He’s just tired from the hard work.”





“Woo-jini looks exactly like in the videos, but Ban-chan is way cooler.”





“……Me?”





“Yes.”





I had misunderstood these very normal people.





Baek Woo-jin squinted at me with a strange face, pressing his upper lip to his nose.





“When is Baekban Dara Season 2 airing?”





“It should be around fall. We haven’t started filming yet.”





“Is it okay to say that?”





“Is that not allowed?”





“I don’t know.”





“Let’s pretend I didn’t hear that. I don’t want to get scolded.”





I couldn’t get their signatures because I didn’t have a pen, but we took pictures and exchanged greetings before dipping our feet back into the stream.





“It’s really amazing. There are people who recognize us in the mountains.”





“Right?”





“I never thought someone would come all the way out here.”





When I passed through Gyeonggi-do, there were a few people who recognized me in the city, but meeting subscribers in the mountains was truly delightful.





“What’s wrong?”





Baek Woo-jin asked Ju Ji-seung.





Ju Ji-seung had his elbows resting on his thighs, his head hanging down, looking quite sad.





“Is it because no one recognized you?”





“……Maybe I should work harder.”





“Oh, come on. That can’t be it. They probably didn’t recognize you because of your hair. Ha!”





Cha-ji-chan poked Baek Woo-jin hard in the side.





“You deserve to be hit more.”





Ju Ji-seung turned on his smartphone camera and angled it to show his face from various angles.





“Do I look younger?”





“……Are you sad or enjoying this?”





***





It was the ninth day since Baek Seung-yong's car left Seoul.





Their story began to gain traction in various media outlets.





The young people who had previously sold affordable and healthy lunchboxes and engaged in charitable work were now sharing the profits from their lunchbox sales, and with WH’s sponsorship, they were supporting a total of 14 children’s homes and nursing homes in Busan, bringing a warm touch to what had been a rather bleak piece of news.





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	Laughter bloomed at a children’s home in Mungyeong, Gyeongsangbuk-do. Four internet broadcasters who sold healthy lunchboxes a month ago visited with toys and smartphones.






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	How did you come here?






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	[Influencer Cha-ji-chan] We planned to play with the kids. We were going to play soccer, and luckily, the weather is clear today.






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	I heard you are visiting other cities as well.






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	[Influencer Cha-ji-chan] Yes. We started walking from Seoul and have stopped in various places like Seongnam, Dongtan, and Chungju.






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	What is your destination?






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	[Influencer Cha-ji-chan] Our goal is Busan.






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	They signed a sponsorship deal with a company, and if they successfully walk from Seoul to Busan, they will donate a total of 140 million won.






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	Moreover, they are collecting 10 million won each to distribute learning materials, electronic devices, and toys that the children need.






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	The public response has been enthusiastic. The combined viewership of these four individuals’ live broadcasts has reached 100,000, and donations are flowing in as fans join in on their good deeds.






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	Are you receiving help?






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	[Director of the Children’s Home] Yes. The kids are very happy. Seeing people they watched on their smartphones come here makes them feel good. We’ve also received more inquiries about how to donate, and many people have sent rice and cash.






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	[Influencer Baek Woo-jin] The welfare budget allocated by the government is absurdly low. According to the data released by the Ministry of Health and Welfare for 2021, it’s 256,267 won per person per month. That’s 8,000 won a day. They have to eat, dress, and sleep on that amount. They say children are the future. We need institutional checks.






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	[Influencer Ju Ji-seung] It’s definitely heartbreaking. I heard from a teacher that some children in the home get bullied just for being there. If they had parents, they would be protected, and if things got tough, they could at least transfer to a school or a local area, but for children in a home, that’s not easy. I think we need to change perceptions, and when I go back, I’ll have a lot to tell my daughter.






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	[Influencer Ban-chan-yong] At first, I only thought of doing good deeds, but after hearing from the teachers, I realized I had many misconceptions. I’m just trying to give gifts out of goodwill, but it turns out that’s not necessarily good for education. So, we’re delivering donations and toys through the teachers, and we’re just playing and eating with the kids.






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	Many citizens are joining in the footsteps of these individuals known as Baek Seung-yong's car, signing up for donations and volunteer activities for children’s homes and nursing homes. The young people’s good deeds have become a warm light for the community, breaking through the long rainy season. This is Park Seong-jun reporting for WTV News.






























***





The next day after arriving in Mungyeong.





I was so busy with interviews and various things since the morning that when lunchtime came around, some familiar faces arrived.





“Surprisingly holding up, huh?”





Producer Lee Ji-hye from Ujinious teased Baek Woo-jin.





“Yeah, you can’t take a vacation now.”





“You say it’s tough, yet…”





“I didn’t say it was tough!”





“So? How’s your back?”





“It’s okay.”





“That’s a relief. I was worried about what would happen if you couldn’t earn a living.”





It seems they were genuinely concerned despite their playful banter.





Producer Lee Ji-hye asked Baek Woo-jin if he had any blisters or other pain, and then handed him a bunch of ointment and antiseptic.





“How is it?”





“Hmm. I’d prefer to rub it in.”





“Not good? I like it.”





“It seems like it’d be fun to grow it out, but since you’re a chef, it’s better to keep it hygienic.”





“Is that so?”





Choi Mi-kael seemed to hope that Ju Ji-seung would shave his head somehow.





“The walking stick turned out to be surprisingly useful, didn’t it?”





“Yeah, it was comfortable. What’s that?”





“You asked for clothes. It’s a robe made of hemp; they say it’s cool.”





“How can you wear this? If you wear it for a day, it gets soaked with sweat. Didn’t you bring any other clothes?”





Choi Mi-kael sighed and handed over the bag.





Turning my head, I saw Muk-ji-ji get off the bus for the last time.





“Eun-ji!”





As I approached her with a delighted heart, she looked worried.





“You’ve lost a lot of weight.”





“Isn’t it good to be slim?”





“You said being healthy is good.”





“Isn’t your preference for skinny people, Eun-ji?”





Muk-ji-ji ignored me and took out her bag.





“I brought your clothes.”





“Oh, thank you. It must have been heavy, right?”





“I loaded it in the car.”





How can she be so smart? I just felt glad to see her face.





“Is the office running smoothly? It didn’t seem like there were any particular issues.”





“All filming except for the content related to the national long-distance trek has been exhausted. We’re planning to edit funny moments from past broadcasts into shorts.”





“Let’s create a separate channel for that.”





“I’ll do that.”





“It must have been tough getting here. Hurry and go upstairs.”





Muk-ji-ji took the bag she was carrying and headed to the room.





As I set down my bag and Muk-ji-ji’s bag next to the entrance, she took out a bottle of water and sat down at the table.





“By the way, the home baking machine project that was in progress has been temporarily suspended.”





“Huh? Why?”





“If we’re going to shoot anyway, it’ll be after this, so if we delay the negotiation period, we might be able to increase the unit price.”





“If it’s something you’re doing, it must make sense.”





“That kind of attitude is problematic. You need to confirm things properly.”





“That kind of attitude is also problematic for me. It’s nice to talk about work, but we’ve met after ten days, so let’s talk about how you’ve been.”





“Didn’t we talk on the phone every day?”





Thinking about it, I nodded in agreement.





As I was organizing the clothes Muk-ji-ji brought, I heard her mumble something softly from behind.





“What did you say?”





“Nothing.”





“I think you said, ‘My preference is for Chan-yong.’”





Muk-ji-ji silently tapped my back.

    Side by Side (4)



    



    We decided to proceed with the promising cases among the advertising and collaboration proposals we received.



    



    Muk-ji-ji had organized everything so well that it wasn’t difficult to choose.



    



    After that, we planned to open a new shorts channel, and while having dinner, we were able to share the stories we had put off with ease.



    



    “Isn’t it hard?”



    



    Muk-ji-ji asked.



    



    “It is.”



    



    I had blisters on my feet, the weather was humid, and most importantly, walking for over 10 hours a day was piling on the fatigue.



    



    Just the fact that we escaped the stagnation phase shows how tough this schedule has been.



    



    “But it’s not bad.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “Yeah. I was thinking while taking a bath yesterday that I’m living quite a disciplined life.”



    



    Muk-ji-ji nodded slowly.



    



    “I wake up around 8, have breakfast, wash up, do some work, have lunch, walk for about 6 hours after lunch, have dinner, and then walk again. After coming back to the accommodation, I wash up, don’t waste time, and go to bed before midnight. I don’t remember the last time I lived so regularly.”



    



    Everyone knows that a regular lifestyle is good for health.



    



    Even so, many can’t manage it because it’s hard to wake up early to prepare breakfast, let alone do work, exercise, and household chores.



    



    Even if there are those extraordinary people, can they really finish the day in that state?



    



    “In the past, I used to do a lot of things for no reason when it was time to sleep. I would sleep, wake up for work, go home, and then have to sleep again. I couldn’t watch movies, play games, or read books, and I felt like a day was too precious to waste.”



    



    Muk-ji-ji nodded.



    



    “But for the past few days, I’ve just slept soundly without such thoughts. I didn’t feel like it was a waste to end the day like this. I felt a sense of satisfaction that I exercised and did good things.”



    



    “Is that so?”



    



    She smiled subtly.



    



    “Yeah. It’s nice. It doesn’t feel bad. I thought it would be good to live like this with Eun-ji later on.”



    



    “How?”



    



    “I’d wake up in the morning, throw on some clothes, turn on the robot vacuum. Boramae Park is nice, and so is the Han River Park. I’d take a walk for about an hour according to how I feel that day.”



    



    “I like walking.”



    



    “On the way back, we’d buy a salad each to share. After that, I’d shower and lie down to watch a drama before going to work.”



    



    “Do you like dramas?”



    



    “Yeah. What about you, Eun-ji?”



    



    “I prefer movies to dramas. I like short, conclusive content.”



    



    “Then we can just watch movies.”



    



    “If it’s a drama that Chan-yong likes, I’m interested.”



    



    “Then we can decide on it when the time comes.”



    



    “It would be nice to start the washing machine before watching something.”



    



    “That sounds good. We can watch and hang out the laundry afterward.”



    



    “What’s next?”



    



    “We need to have lunch. Since we had salad for breakfast, I think a barley rice set near the office would be nice for lunch.”



    



    Muk-ji-ji nodded.



    



    “After going to work, I’ll work hard. Sometimes I’ll do broadcasts together.”



    



    “Do you do them together?”



    



    “There are quite a few people who ask when Eun-ji will be on the broadcast.”



    



    “Hm.”



    



    “Only when I feel like it.”



    



    “Okay.”



    



    “At 9 o'clock, we’ll go grocery shopping together. It’ll probably be at the Guro E-Mart, right? I’ll put soybean paste, zucchini, tofu, beef, mushrooms, and a bag of snacks in the cart.”



    



    “No snacks.”



    



    “Then I’ll just put back the snacks you take out.”



    



    Muk-ji-ji smiled slightly.



    



    “That sounds natural.”



    



    “I thought so. Somehow, even if I try to go astray, I have the feeling that Eun-ji would keep me on the right path.”



    



    “...I think I understand.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “I feel the same way. If thoughts go in a bad direction, I think Chan-yong would pull me back.”



    



    I wrapped my hand around Muk-ji-ji’s hand resting on the table.



    



    “What are you going to buy, Eun-ji?”



    



    “Um... I want to buy some exercise equipment. I’ve been watching workout videos with a foam roller lately, so I’m interested in that.”



    



    “That sounds good. Let’s add the foam roller and a mat to the cart and head home. We can soak the rice we’ll eat for breakfast tomorrow and make some doenjang jjigae as well.”



    



    “Then I’ll tidy up in the meantime.”



    



    “That’s great. It’ll probably be around 11 o'clock, right? We can lie down together in a cozy state and whisper about what happened today. Then we’ll slowly close our eyes and wish each other good night.”



    



    Muk-ji-ji smiles subtly.



    



    “Is that how we’ll live?”



    



    “Yes. We’ll wake up together, walk together, eat together. Side by side, looking at the same things.”



    



    She nods.



    



    Her eyes are filled with trust and love as she looks at me.



    



    I feel the same way.



    



    “Side by side.”



    



    “Yes. Side by side.”



    



    We held each other's hands tightly.



    



    “How will we spend our working days? And what about our days off?”



    



    “Eun-ji, you decide.”



    



    She thought for a moment before speaking.



    



    “We’ll go to a restaurant that Chan-yong likes.”



    



    “Sounds good!”



    



    “But you have to exercise just as much. In the morning, let’s pack a trash bag and a grabber and head to the mountain.”



    



    That's something I do every Sunday.



    



    At first, it was started as a meaningful activity and a way to exercise, but now it feels like a way to wrap up the week.



    



    “Are you okay with that?”



    



    “Didn’t I say let’s do everything together?”



    



    “You don’t have to push yourself too hard.”



    



    “It’s something I enjoy doing. But in the afternoon, please join me.”



    



    “Whatever you want. What will we do?”



    



    “I want to play board games.”



    



    “Board games?”



    



    “Yes. I haven’t had anyone to play with, so I’ve been doing it alone. But if it doesn’t suit your taste, that’s fine.”



    



    “I’d like to try. I’ve never played before. What’s fun about it?”



    



    Muk-ji-ji began to explain the board game called My City.



    



    Her eyes sparkled, and her speech got faster, and even though I didn’t quite understand what she was saying, I nodded along.



    



    “That sounds fun. We have to play it when we go up to Seoul.”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    ***



    



    We sat in a row with a desk between us.



    



    With a camera capturing a full shot and another for individual shots, it felt just like a broadcast station filming.



    



    “Day 11 of walking to the sky. We’ll begin the mid-term evaluation.”



    



    Producer Ahn Sang-kyu took the lead.



    



    “We started in Seoul and have arrived today in Mungyeong after passing through Seongnam, Dongtan, Anseong, Jincheon, Eumseong, Chungju, and Suanbo. We visited 8 orphanages and 3 nursing homes, covering a total distance of about 260 km. The accumulated sponsorship amount includes 10 million won from the monk Banya Sikgyeong, 10 million won from the porter Cha Ji-chan, 10 million won from the side dish shop Banchan-yong, and 10 million won from Woo Jin-ius Baek Woo-jin, along with the promised 90 million won and 90 WH smartphones.”



    



    “And?”



    



    Producer Ahn Sang-kyu paused for effect.



    



    “The sponsorship amount sent in by our viewers has totaled 26,112,580 won, bringing the grand total to 156,112,580 won.”



    



    “Wow.”



    



    “Is it 150 million?”



    



    I knew that more donations than usual had come in, but seeing it all totaled up is astounding.



    



    “Then let’s each share our current feelings and future resolutions, starting with the monk.”



    



    Ahn Sang-kyu passed the speaking turn to the monk.



    



    “Well, I thought I was helping Ji-chan, but honestly, I felt overwhelmed.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan smiled awkwardly.



    



    “I sometimes wonder if this will work out. They say it’s going to rain a lot, so I’m worried. But when I see the kids and the elderly, I feel a sense of responsibility.”



    



    Both I and Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    “Yesterday, when I was on the phone with Taerin, my daughter, she told me that her dad is amazing. I realized, oh, I’m doing something wonderful right now. I’m showing her a proud side of myself, so I feel very satisfied right now.”



    



    The monk turned his head.



    



    Cha Ji-chan, who had taken his turn, took a deep breath before speaking.



    



    “It’s true that I started this on my own stubbornness.”



    



    Everyone chuckled softly.



    



    “So, thanks to Ji-seung hyung, Banchan, Woo-jin, and all the staff here at WH.”



    



    As Baek Woo-jin started clapping, everyone began to applaud each other.



    



    “Honestly, I had underestimated some aspects. I’m confident in my exercise abilities, but the weather has been rough, and there are slopes, making it not so easy. The other day, when we crossed into Mungyeong, I honestly found it very tough.”



    



    “The meaning of Mungyeong Saejae is that even a bird finds it hard to cross over the ridge. That’s why it has been a strategic point since ancient times.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who loves to explain things, suddenly took off on a tangent, so Cha Ji-chan covered his mouth to let him continue.



    



    “Still, thanks to everyone who’s with us, I think we can keep going.”



    



    After Cha Ji-chan finished speaking, he looked at me.



    



    Everyone was waiting for me to speak, and since opportunities like this are rare, it felt a bit strange.



    



    I pondered over what to say and ended up expressing my honest feelings.



    



    “It’s tough.”



    



    “Ha ha ha.”



    



    Everyone laughed.



    



    “Yes, it’s really very hard, and Ji-chan said yesterday was tough, right? The mountain paths are challenging, and the rain keeps coming and going, making me feel frustrated.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan rubbed my back.



    



    “But when I met the people who greeted us at Mungyeong Saejae, especially the one who brought us water, I strangely felt energized.”



    



    “Really.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    “The truth is, what we’re doing would be meaningless without those people. Who would give money for four guys in their 30s to walk across the country? It feels like we’re gaining attention because of your support. We’ll keep gaining attention in the future.”



    



    I looked around.



    



    It was meant to be a joking comment, but everyone had warm expressions on their faces.



    



    “Thank you so much.”



    



    I bowed my head.



    



    “Did you all know? To get to the sea from Mungyeong, you have to pass through at least four districts or counties. There’s no other place in the country like this. Jin-an in Jeollabuk-do or Hapcheon in Gyeongsangnam-do are similar, but only Mungyeong requires passing through more than four. It’s amazing.”



    



    As I covered Baek Woo-jin’s mouth, everyone burst out laughing.



    



    It seems that this guy likes to make comments while having his mouth covered.



    



    ***



    



    After reorganizing in Mungyeong, we moved on to Sangju.



    



    On the way, we wanted to buy some snacks, but we decided to stop by the nearby Han-chang Traditional Market since it was the 1st and 6th of the month when the market is held.



    



    It’s not a big market, but I saw fried snacks, dried fish, puffed rice, fruits, and traditional sweets on the stalls.



    



    “Do you want to eat hotteok?”



    



    “We just had rice.”



    



    “Then should I just order one for myself?”



    



    “...Make it two.”



    



    “Three.”



    



    “Four.”



    



    In the end, we each grabbed a hotteok and left the market. They were just regular hotteok filled with pumpkin seeds or peanuts, but for some reason, they were oddly chewy and delicious.



    



    “Chan-yong!”



    



    When someone called me, I turned my head to see a cheerful-looking man I had never seen before.



    



    “Yes?”



    



    “Take this.”



    



    As the man handed me a black bag, I hesitated, and he got a bit angry.



    



    “Oh, hurry up!”



    



    “What is this?”



    



    “Gimbap! Eat it on the way!”



    



    “Uh... Thank you.”



    



    “Yeah! Stay strong!”



    



    As I bowed my head to thank him, Baek Woo-jin asked,



    



    “Do you know him?”



    



    “No?”



    



    When I turned back with Baek Woo-jin, the gimbap man was waving his hand above his head.



    



    I waved my hand back, and he gestured for us to hurry along.



    



    “What’s going on?”



    



    Laughter erupted.



    



    “What do you mean? It’s a good thing.”



    



    “I should eat before we rest.”



    



    “Come visit us at our school, uncle!”



    



    Hearing the voices of some kids, I turned my head to see a few students talking to Cha Ji-chan.



    



    “School?”



    



    “Yes. Our school playground is really big.”



    



    “That’s nice. But I have to go.”



    



    “Aww.”



    



    “Ji-seung!”



    



    “Yeah?”



    



    A woman approached Ju Ji-seung.



    



    “Didn’t you follow the recipe? My husband says the taste isn’t great.”



    



    “Really? What did you make?”



    



    “Tum... what was it called?”



    



    “Tuumba, right?”



    



    “Yeah, tuumba spaghetti. What went wrong?”



    



    “If your husband doesn’t like greasy food, you could add a bit more spice.”



    



    “Oh, there’s no need for that. He’ll eat whatever I make, right?”



    



    “Ha ha ha!”



    



    Ju Ji-seung laughed heartily.



    



    I thought it was strange for someone to say their recipe wasn’t good, but she seemed like a cheerful person.



    



    “Aren’t you the ones who were on the news yesterday? Doing good work!”



    



    “Ah, thank you.”



    



    “Yeah! Where are you headed?”



    



    “To Sangju.”



    



    “Oh my! You just set off; when do you expect to arrive?”



    



    “We have to move briskly.”



    



    “Take this drink with you, okay?”



    



    “No, it’s alright. We’ve brought our own water.”



    



    “Take it! Go on!”



    



    “Ah, thank you…”



    



    Baek Woo-jin received four bottles of drinks from the angry-looking man and stuffed them into his backpack.



    



    “Isn’t this a bit strange?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who had been talking with a Mungyeong citizen, came closer, pulling his bicycle.



    



    “Right?”



    



    While it’s understandable for people to talk to us as we cross the city, it’s surprising that even when we got further out, people are still joining in.



    



    With people giving us gimbap or drinks, or just exchanging small talk, we soon formed a group of about thirty.



    



    After passing Hamchang Middle School and reaching the fields and rice paddies, people started waving us goodbye one by one.



    



    “...Were they waving us off?”



    



    “Looks like they were.”

  
    Side by Side (5)



    



    Despite the time spent regrouping, by the time we arrived in Sangju, everyone had fallen silent.



    



    The excitement of having completed half the journey under the sweltering heat had transformed into a sense of hopelessness, which then crumbled away with the heavy rain the following morning.



    



    At breakfast, the only sounds were the clattering of plates and utensils.



    



    “It’s hot today, but at least it’s a good thing,” Cha Ji-chan tried to encourage us, but it didn’t resonate much.



    



    “Yeah. We have to think positively. We can’t show this face to the kids,” said Joo Ji-seung, and I nodded.



    



    We couldn’t pass our troubles onto the children.



    



    “Sorry, I think I’ll rest a bit more at the accommodation today,” said Baek Woo-jin, for the first time expressing weakness. He had been adamant about pushing through, but now it seemed he had reached his physical limit and was also mentally drained.



    



    “Okay,” Cha Ji-chan patted Baek Woo-jin’s back.



    



    “Is Chan-yong okay?” Joo Ji-seung asked.



    



    To be honest, I wanted to give up all day yesterday. The day of rest felt like a lie, and my legs felt heavier than before.



    



    The sunscreen I had reapplied was dripping into my eyes, making them sting, and my shoulders felt like they were about to break. Above all, I was despondent knowing just how long this pain would last.



    



    If it hadn’t been for Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin, I would have given up long ago.



    



    The faces of the children, the elderly, and those who saw us off in Mungyeong kept flashing in my mind, making it hard to voice my desire to rest.



    



    “It’s tough. You guys are struggling too. You don’t have to overdo it,” said Joo Ji-seung as he and Cha Ji-chan quietly ate their meals.



    



    While I was physically challenged, I believed the biggest issue was the feeling of hopelessness.



    



    We had taken a day off in between and, as we descended, the distances between cities had shortened, allowing us to walk only about 20 to 30 kilometers a day.



    



    However, the initial sense of accomplishment from having come halfway had turned into a negative thought that we still had to continue.



    



    With my body tired and my mind shaken, I wondered if this was truly a crisis.



    



    ***



    



    After having lunch with the children, it was time to part ways.



    



    While meeting and playing with strangers was quite enjoyable, it wasn’t without its challenges.



    



    Even without carrying children like Cha Ji-chan, I was already quite exhausted from constantly answering questions and asking my own.



    



    By the time we had lunch, only Baek Woo-jin, who had arrived earlier, was still mingling with the kids.



    



    “Hmm?”



    



    As I tried to say goodbye to the children, I noticed they were all wearing yellow boots and raincoats.



    

    













“The children wanted to see you off,” said the daycare teacher, surprising me with her unexpected words.





“I don’t know. I go to Mungyeong and Yecheon a lot.”





I had thought that Gimcheon was more developed and had more exchanges with Sangju, but it seems that wasn’t the case.





“Right, Ban-chan is right.”





“Is that so?”





As someone called my name, I turned my head to see several men who looked like uncles and women who seemed like aunts filling the area around us.





“Chan-yong, take this with you,” one of them said, handing me something wrapped up, just like the day before. I hesitated, wondering if it was okay to accept it, but the uncle who came with me nudged his friend.





“See? I told you it wasn’t a burden.”





“Maybe they thought you’d be hungry. This is juice made from mulberries picked this year. It’s great for lowering cholesterol and really good for adult diseases. Oh, and it’s also good for hair loss. They say it helps with thinning hair?”





At the mention of hair loss, I involuntarily looked at Joo Ji-seung.





He blinked a few times and then stepped closer.





“Is mulberry good for hair loss?”





“Of course! I’m turning 60 in a couple of days, and my hair is still thick!”





“Can I have one?”





“Sure. I’ll peel it for you.”





The uncle opened the mulberry juice and handed it over, and Joo Ji-seung took a sip.





“Wow. This is delicious!”





“Of course! I grew it myself. No, Chan-yong, you should have a taste too.”





“Thank you.”





This was my first time having mulberry juice, and it was sweet, tasting better than I expected. Considering I was in an environment where my blood sugar shouldn’t rise, drinking something this sweet didn’t seem that bad.





I’d also lost some weight.





I felt grateful for the supportive people around me.





***





Why has it gotten so noisy since yesterday?





Right? Are they just walking around the city?





Looks like a lot of people came out just to see Ban-chan.





I went to supply some water too.





Wow, there are so many people!





The kids are cute.





What’s up with dragging all the locals around? Hahaha.





Joo Ji-seung still hasn’t given up, huh?





Seriously, it looks like there are about 100 people!





I’m grateful. I live in Mungyeong, and they’ve been promoting our local food and donating to the daycare and nursing home, so the elderly were thankful and prepared some things for us.





That’s great!





That must give you strength.





Hahaha, actually, I kind of want to give up, but those people keep me going, right?





I live in Daegu; should I go out too?





Oh, I’m from Daegu too. I was thinking of bringing them some drinks since they’re working hard.





As I checked the chat for a moment, I noticed someone sharp-witted had chimed in.





***





WTV's PD Park Sang-cheol was fully committed to "Banchan Dara Season 2."





Although Season 1 was only 15 minutes long, airing twice a week, it had successfully maintained ratings between news and dramas.





The YouTube views were currently averaging around 2 million.





He had no doubt that the next season would be a hit, especially with its prime weekend slot.





However, there were concerns from the broadcasting station.





It was unlikely that a program featuring personalities with nearly no TV recognition would be accepted, even if they were composed of top celebrity entertainers.





“I know PD Park's abilities well,” said the head of the entertainment department.





“Still, the market is what it is. Even if we fill it with top talents, it wouldn’t be easy to succeed with just a few YouTubers, right?”





The head viewed the success of "Banchan Dara Season 1" as a result of its scheduling.





He believed it had only served to keep viewers from changing channels and couldn’t accept Park Sang-cheol's claims.





“That’s not true. With just Ban-chan and Baek Woo-jin, it can be conducted perfectly. Haven’t we proven it in reality?”





“So you’re not opposed to the production itself, right? 2 PM isn’t bad either.”





“Director, did you see the news about Baek Seung-yong’s lunch box recently?”





“And then?”





“Combined view counts for the four channels related to the lunch boxes have exceeded 40 million. The influence of Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, Ban-chan, and Baek Woo-jin is on par with anyone currently active in the field.”





“You could say they’ve tapped into the trend. With rising prices and an increasing focus on health, they’ve done well to penetrate that market. But ‘Banchan Dara’ isn’t exactly a trendy show, is it?”





Park Sang-cheol, the PD, unfolded some documents and showed them to the department head.





“Here are articles and news reports related to Baek Seung-yong and the others.”





The department head looked at Park Sang-cheol.





He was aware of his abilities, but also of his stubbornness, and this time he seemed particularly unyielding.





Letting out a sigh of resignation, he skimmed through the documents Park Sang-cheol handed over.





“This...”





“At first, there were 1,200 applicants for the event. Due to various issues, only the four of them ended up starting, but now over 1,000 people are participating.”





This was an article from that day.





It reported that over 1,000 citizens of Daegu had come out to cheer for Baek Seung-yong and the others during their visit to the city.





“It’s not just Daegu. Starting from Mungyeong, the number of people joining the march has exploded, reaching Sangju, Gimcheon, and Daegu. All this happened without any external influence; the citizens did it voluntarily.”





The department head licked his lips.





“They’re responding to the young people who are working hard to help their local communities.”





“Hmm.”





“Director, these kids can do it. They’re the only ones capable of achieving this without the help of the media.”





***





“...I’ve heard of Cha Ji-chan. I know Baek Woo-jin too. What about Joo Ji-seung?”





“He’s a cooking YouTuber.”





“1 million subscribers. Yeah, that’s enough to prove it. But wasn’t there talk about this kid before?”





“Are you talking about Ban-chan?”





“Looking at it, he has fewer subscribers compared to others and lacks any specialties.”





In the entertainment department head's eyes, Ban-chan seemed to lack distinctiveness.





If Joo Ji-seung focused on cooking, Cha Ji-chan on fitness, and Baek Woo-jin on knowledge, Ban-chan appeared to be just mediocre at everything.





“Subscriber count is just a matter of time. This year, his channel is among the fastest-growing in the country. He will reach 1 million soon.”





“Really?”





“Yes. More importantly, Ban-chan is essential for this dynamic to work.”





As Park Sang-cheol spoke, the department head leaned back in his chair, signaling him to explain further.





“Everything these people have done so far has revolved around Ban-chan. From how the four of them became friends to the lunch boxes, it all started with him.”





“Wasn’t that Cha Ji-chan’s doing?”





The head pointed at the sky as if to indicate an article about Cha Ji-chan.





“It all began because of Ban-chan.”





“So?”





“It’s not just a starting point.”





Park Sang-cheol cut off the department head’s words and continued his argument.





“When the four of them got together, the center of the conversation was always Ban-chan. He facilitates discussions, allows others to shine, and brings everyone together.”





“So he’s the host.”





“And when he needs to take the lead, he does it better than anyone else. When he’s the main character, like in ‘Banchan Debate,’ he excels above the others.”





“‘Banchan Debate.’ I think I’ve heard of that.”





“Director, I’m confident. This team’s ‘Banchan Dara Season 2’ will definitely succeed. Saturday at 10 PM. Please promise me that.”





“Hmm. This is something.”





After a moment of hesitation, the department head made a phone call.





“Hey. For the third quarter, Jeong-sook’s next program will be handled by Sang-cheol. Got it.”





Park Sang-cheol’s face lit up.





After hanging up, the department head clicked his tongue while pointing his finger.





“This stubborn guy.”





“Thank you!”
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    Baek Seung-yong Car: This term refers to a YouTube crew currently gaining attention. Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, Ban-chan, and Baek Woo-jin embarked on a national trek starting from Seoul Station on the 1st of this month, visiting cities such as Seongnam, Dongtan, Anseong, Jincheon, Eumseong, Chungju, Mungyeong, Sangju, Gimcheon, Daegu, Cheongdo, Miryang, Gimhae, and Busan.



    



    Each city they visit accumulates sponsorship funds from large corporations.



    



    The citizens’ response has been overwhelming. In Daegu, approximately 1,000 people were estimated by the police to be on the streets cheering for the young people.



    



    [Daegu Dalseo District Resident] "We’re grateful. They came to a place with no connections, donated, and volunteered. How can we not be thankful?"



    



    [Daegu Suseong District Resident] "It's commendable. Young people are helping the elderly with lunch boxes and side dishes."



    



    [Daegu Jung District Resident] "At first, I didn’t care much, but when I heard they were coming to our area, I became interested. I went out and saw them looking quite exhausted, but I will support them until the end."



    



    [Daegu Suseong District Resident] "In these tough times, who helps others? It’s not easy. Baek Seung-yong Car, fighting!"



    



    It’s not just in Daegu. The personal broadcasts of Baek Seung-yong Car have recorded a total of 170,000 concurrent viewers, and support is pouring in from across the country.



    



    They expressed their intention to donate all the sponsorship funds collected during the broadcast back to the community.



    



    [Influencer Cha Ji-chan] "We need to give back. The money was given to us, but it’s meant to be used for good causes."



    



    The report on Baek Seung-yong Car’s good deeds aired on WTV's main news and created a significant impact.



    



    Various sectors mentioned "Walking to the Sky," which only increased interest in Baek Seung-yong Car.



    



    ***



    



    Chat Reactions:



    



    “It’s insane! Today’s Super Chat and donations have surpassed 20 million won.”



    



    “Just for today, they’re number one in the world, lol.”



    



    “This makes me feel good.”



    



    “Honestly, life is tough. The weather keeps getting weird, I’m earning money, but prices are insane, and there are problems everywhere. So, when successful people like Baek Seung-yong Car do good deeds, I want to cheer them on.”



    



    “For real, why would they do this if they didn’t need to?”



    



    “They’re just looking for attention. They’re doing this because they’ll benefit in some way.”



    



    “Is it that easy?”



    



    “They’re donating all the money they received. They’re even using their own money to donate!”



    



    “It’s just a ploy. Don’t give them attention.”



    



    “It’s touching. When they were gathering people, the scale was unprecedented, but due to the weather, everything was canceled, and only the four of them started. Now, citizens are stepping up to fill the gaps, and it’s just so heartwarming.”



    



    “Daegu was really wild, lol.”



    



    “Should I go out too?”



    



    “No way, lol. Baek Woo-jin is so funny! He’s still broadcasting but keeps yelling not to come out, lol.”



    



    “Why?”



    



    “He wants to quit, but since people keep showing support, he can’t, lol. He’s begging for people to stop paying attention, lol.”



    



    “Crazy, lol.”



    



    “Wait, they’re still walking?”



    



    “Yep.”



    



    “I got curious and checked in. The viewership is insane. Each room has nearly 100,000 viewers.”



    



    “It seems to be because of the news?”



    



    “The news is also covering it, and YouTubers keep cheering them on. They mention it at least once during their broadcasts.”



    



    ***



    



    “Bokbunja even put a link to it in his video.”



    



    “But really, WH is doing amazing this time.”



    



    “Yeah, I’m totally seeing it differently now.”



    



    Baek Seung-yong Car’s “Walking to the Sky” was drawing so much attention that some began to classify it as a social phenomenon.



    



    As a result, even within WH, where expectations were low, they started to reevaluate Director Kim Ki-tae’s judgment.



    



    After being directly commended by Chairman Yoo Jang-hyuk, Director Kim returned to his office and sat down in his chair.



    



    “...Ha ha.”



    



    During the strategy meeting for "Walking to the Sky," they had once resigned themselves to defeat.



    



    They had thought it was a bad sign to see an empty event space with no one showing up.



    



    However, when Ban-chan entered and Joo Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin followed, they began to think that there might be a chance after all.



    



    With PD Ahn Sang-kyu’s passion and PD Mukun-ji’s logical persuasion, they decided to take a gamble.



    



    “It's not a youthful image. It’s a fence that embraces young people who are daring to challenge.”



    



    And now.



    



    As Mukun-ji had mentioned a month ago, WH’s image had been improved more effectively than any branding could achieve.



    



    When everyone else left, Baek Seung-yong Car symbolized a company that protects and supports young people.



    



    The keywords associated with WH generated very positive search results across all social media and communities.



    



    Director Kim Ki-tae skimmed through the news articles.



    



    The sight of citizens walking alongside Baek Seung-yong Car was proving that this event was indeed a success.



    



    “What incredible people.”



    



    Director Kim shifted his gaze to the calendar. Tomorrow's date was circled. It was the day Baek Seung-yong Car was scheduled to arrive at Busan Station.



    



    He felt he needed to get to bed early today to be ready to greet them.



    



    ***



    



    An unbelievable thing was happening.



    



    After seeing signs in Mungyeong, by the time they reached Daegu, there were so many people walking with them that it was hard to greet everyone individually.



    



    The sudden phenomenon left everyone in the party flabbergasted, and even the police had to rush in to control the crowds.



    



    While the scale had reduced, there were still people lined up to see them off in Cheongdo and Miryang.



    



    On the way from Gimhae to Busan, citizens gathered on both sides of the road, waving their hands near Bulam Station.



    



    “We're almost there!”



    



    “Just cross the bridge, and we’ll be in Busan!”



    



    “Fighting!”



    



    As they crossed the bridge into Busan, the citizens’ cheers continued unabated.



    



    People who had watched the broadcast came out to greet them at various spots, including Pyeonggang Station, Gangseo Sports Park, Mora Station, Dongwon Apartments, Jugaeng Elementary School, and Gaegeum Station.



    



    They had already reached their physical limits long ago, with no energy left to wave or greet anyone, yet the voices of the citizens rang out, encouraging them.



    



    “I can’t stop now. We’re almost there. But I’m so tired. I’m exhausted. I just want to lie down right now,” Baek Woo-jin whined.



    



    “It's Busan! We’ve arrived! But why are we still walking?”



    



    Maybe it was the dialect, or maybe he just had a lot built up inside him, but he was complaining nonstop.



    



    “It’s until Busan Station.”



    



    “Why? Who decided that?”



    



    “Jichan hyung.”



    



    “Damn that guy.”



    



    “Hehe.”



    



    I laughed with Joo Ji-seung.



    



    Cha Ji-chan seemed so incredulous that he was laughing too.



    



    “I don’t even know why I did that. Why is Busan Station so far?”



    



    “It could’ve just been City Hall! Why did you pick a place that’s 30 minutes further?”



    



    “Because we started from the station.”



    



    “What?”



    



    “Since we started at a station, I thought it would be nice to finish at a station too.”



    



    Even I found that reasoning ridiculous.



    



    “I swear, once I get back to Seoul, I’m never seeing that guy again. Huh? Of all the 12 months in the year, we picked the month with the most rain. Not to mention, we could’ve taken the shortest route, but we’re going all over the place. And we even picked a far destination!”



    



    “It’s Woo-jin.”



    



    “Hello.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who had been nagging Cha Ji-chan, smiled at the call of a Busan citizen.



    



    “But I am tired.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung, who had been encouraging us all this time, revealed his true feelings upon arriving in Busan.



    



    “We’re almost there.”



    



    “I think I’ve heard that 3,000 times this month.”



    



    “You asked 3,000 times, so of course.”



    



    “Yeah, yeah. Are you mad at me? I was the first one to find you when no one else was around, right?”



    



    “......”



    



    “After all this suffering, huh? We’ve been doing this together only out of loyalty, and you’re treating me like this?”



    



    “......I’m sorry.”



    



    “See? Chan-yong feels the same way. Joo-seung isn’t saying anything, but I bet he wants to hit you too, right?”



    



    “Yeah. Can I hit you just once?”



    



    Joo Ji-seung agreed with Baek Woo-jin’s words.



    



    It wasn’t like him to act like that; it seemed he had a lot pent up.



    



    “I’ll really give you a proper beating in Busan, so don’t worry.”



    



    “Don’t be ridiculous. You’re not even from Busan.”



    



    “But what does a proper Busan beating even entail?”



    



    ***



    



    “Eat pork soup for breakfast, cold noodles for lunch, spicy seafood for dinner, and finish the night with eel and a shot of soju—that’s the full course.”



    



    “What’s that?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin frowned.



    



    “I’m okay with that.”



    



    Pork soup for breakfast is always a good choice.



    



    A bowl of cold noodles would fulfill my wishes, and as long as the spicy seafood isn’t too hot, I’ll welcome it.



    



    I haven’t tried eel yet, but I’m open to trying any food.



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    As we jokingly chatted and walked, I suddenly turned my head and saw Busan Station right in front of us.



    



    People who had been waiting for us in front of the station, along with staff and WH’s Kim Ki-tae, waved banners to welcome us. However, I didn’t feel overwhelmed with emotion or a surge of joy.



    



    I didn’t even have the strength to cheer.



    



    I just felt a sense of relief—finally, we could rest. We had secured all the promised donations.



    



    With that sense of relief, I plopped down on the ground.



    



    Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin seemed to share the same sentiment, throwing aside any pretense as they sat down. We looked at each other, then glanced at Busan Station before lying back down.



    



    “......We made it.”



    



    “We really did.”



    



    “We actually did it.”



    



    “We did it!”



    



    I didn’t have the energy to get up and started to smile faintly while lying down when, I don’t know when, my sister-in-law came over with Choi Mi-kael and silently embraced her husband.



    



    “Don’t cry. Why are you crying?”



    



    “You worked hard.”



    



    Seeing that made me choke up.



    



    Cha Ji-chan was surrounded by the staff members who had come to help.



    



    “Why did you all come down? Who’s watching the office? Huh? Huh?”



    



    “Long live!”



    



    “Long live the president!”



    



    The staff, who were crazy about working out, lifted Cha Ji-chan and began to celebrate him.



    



    They threw him up so high that he looked scared and flailed around.



    



    “Wow, you really did it?”



    



    PD Lee Ji-hye from U-Jin-ius approached Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “See? I told you we could do it.”



    



    Lee Ji-hye nodded and pursed her lips before taking out a sports drink and opening the cap for him.



    



    While lying there watching them, I suddenly sensed someone approaching and turned my head to see Mukun-ji holding a handkerchief.



    



    “Thank you for your hard work.”



    



    She wiped my face with the handkerchief. It was very cold, likely soaked in water and put in the freezer, and it felt refreshing.



    

    













“It was so hard.”





Mukun-ji nodded with a warm smile.





“Congratulations.”





WH's Kim Ki-tae approached with a smile.





I didn’t have the strength to fully sit up, so I just propped myself up on my elbows, and Kim Ki-tae sat down on the floor as well.





“It wasn’t an easy task, but I was moved by how you managed to keep smiling until the end.”





I hadn’t had the strength to smile for the past three to four days.





“The chairman asked me to convey his gratitude. We’ll take care of you today.”





When I turned my head, Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin slowly shook their heads.





I felt the same way.





“Not today.”




















  
    After the Rain (1)



    



    We unpacked at a hot spring hotel in Haeundae.



    



    “...Why is it so big?”



    



    The bathtub is large enough for four people, even for someone as big as me. The interior of the room felt old, but if the bathroom is like this, I can understand.



    



    As I turned on the water and was taking a shower, Mukun-ji came in and put something in the bathtub.



    



    Bubbles started to rise.



    



    “What is this?”



    



    “It’s bath salt. I heard there’s a family bath here, so I brought it. You should try it.”



    



    A bubble bath—something I had only seen in movies.



    



    As I immersed myself in the warm spring water, it felt like my body was melting away, and the bubbles gave a slippery, strange sensation.



    



    “Ahhhh.”



    



    “How does it feel?”



    



    “It’s so nice.”



    



    We held hands underwater.



    



    ***



    



    I was so tired that after the bath, I nearly passed out from exhaustion. If I hadn’t forgotten to turn off my phone alarm, I might have slept until the afternoon.



    



    When I heard the alarm, I woke up to find it was 7:30 AM.



    



    I sat up, but I felt a yawn coming on and my eyelids were heavy.



    



    “Well, I should eat something.”



    



    After washing up quickly, I asked Mukun-ji if she wanted to eat, but she shook her head with her eyes closed.



    



    With no other choice, I threw on some clothes and went down to the lobby, where I saw Cha Ji-chan buying bath products from a vending machine.



    



    “You woke up early?”



    



    “I didn’t turn off my alarm.”



    



    “Good. Let’s have breakfast.”



    



    “Something delicious.”



    



    We had been eating poorly to keep up with our schedule, but at least today, I planned to eat my fill.



    



    Following Cha Ji-chan, we went out to the back of the hotel, and he immediately entered a restaurant. I was skeptical about how good a place directly behind the hotel could be, especially since the menu was for bokguk (a soup made with pufferfish).



    



    It felt so unfamiliar that I wondered if I had ever eaten it before.



    



    “Two kkachi-bokguk, please.”



    



    “Okay.”



    



    “You didn’t even listen to me and just ordered.”



    



    “If you don’t know, just eat what they serve.”



    



    Looking around, I noticed that despite the early hour, the restaurant was bustling with customers. There were hardly any empty tables.



    



    “It’s busy for breakfast.”



    



    “It’s a popular place.”



    



    I closed my eyes for a moment, and the staff brought out our food.



    



    No matter how I looked at it, it didn’t seem appetizing.



    



    The clear broth was filled with minari (water parsley) and bean sprouts, with chunks of pufferfish at the bottom.



    



    “Here.”



    



    “Huh?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan was about to add vinegar to my soup.



    



    “Wait, wait. What are you doing?”



    



    “You need to do this for it to taste good.”



    



    “What?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan insisted on putting a spoonful of vinegar in my bowl.



    



    Vinegar in soup?



    



    I had a feeling that this breakfast was going to be unusual.



    



    “Mmm. Nice.”



    



    Reluctantly hungry, I took a sip of the broth, and my heavy eyelids flew open.



    



    “Huh?”



    



    “How is it? Tasty?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    This was the first time I had tasted such a clear and refreshing broth. Despite that, it had an unexpectedly strong umami flavor, and I couldn't stop spooning it up.



    



    After drinking the broth for a while, I lifted my head and felt full and refreshed.



    



    “This is insane.”



    



    “Right?”



    



    As I picked up the minari and bean sprouts, the crunchy texture awakened my taste buds.



    



    I wondered what the pufferfish would taste like and took a bite; the slippery skin and the firm flesh combined perfectly.



    



    The contrast between the textures of the minari and bean sprouts and the gradually coming umami from the broth created a perfect harmony.



    



    It’s incredible how ingredients that don’t seem to go together can create such a wonderful combination.



    



    This must be the reason why the restaurant could fill up even in the early morning.



    



    “Why didn’t I know about this before?”



    



    “What have you been eating to gain weight?”



    



    “True.”



    



    I scanned the menu.



    



    I hadn’t realized there were so many kinds of pufferfish dishes beyond just bokguk, including kkopchil-muchim (pufferfish sashimi salad), hoe (sliced raw fish), fried dishes, steamed dishes, and boiled pork.



    



    And now I understood why I hadn’t tasted bokguk before.



    



    “It’s expensive.”



    



    The base price for bokguk is between 14,000 and 17,000 won, but the kakchi-bokguk we were eating was sold for between 22,000 and 26,000 won.



    



    I used to not have the means to spend over 20,000 won on food that I wasn’t sure would taste good, and it’s not a dish I commonly encounter.



    



    “I think I’ll crave this when I go back to Seoul.”



    



    “There are places in Seoul too. It’s famous, so there are many branches.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    I definitely need to take my mother and Mukun-ji here sometime.



    



    I can’t enjoy something this delicious all by myself.



    



    “If bokguk is this tasty, how good is dwaeji-gukbap (pork soup)?”



    



    “Hey, obviously this is tastier.”



    



    “Isn’t dwaeji-gukbap what Busan is known for?”



    



    “You know that saying, right?”



    



    “What?”



    



    “That expensive things taste better.”



    



    After taking a moment to gather my thoughts, I nodded.



    



    There’s a reason expensive food sells well.



    



    ***



    



    For lunch, we were supposed to have mil-myeon (wheat noodles), but Kim Ki-tae offered to buy us beef, so our group visited a restaurant near the hotel.



    



    “I heard the wait here is no joke,” said Baek Woo-jin. WH staff had lined up for us, so we got in relatively quickly, but the place was packed, both inside and out.



    



    It seemed like there were many good restaurants near the hotel.



    



    With so many customers, they must have been attentive to the turnover rate, as the side dishes and meat were prepared quickly.



    



    The side dishes included pickled radish, zucchini, buckwheat jelly, dongchimi (a type of radish water kimchi), and seasoned vegetables, each served neatly.



    



    The meat had a perfect blend of fat and lean meat, making my mouth water before I even started eating.



    



    With high expectations, I placed the meat on the grill, and Kim Ki-tae spoke up.



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    I wondered how to grill this meat to make it taste the best.



    



    “I was worried about your health because the weather hasn’t been great, but I sincerely thank you all for completing this journey safely.”



    



    It seemed like he cared about our well-being as we arrived safely, giving me a glimpse of his character.



    



    He seemed like a good person.



    



    While waiting for the meat to cook, I popped a piece of buckwheat jelly into my mouth. The dipping sauce wasn’t too salty and was just right; the texture was chewy, and the surface had a pleasant roughness. It was good-quality buckwheat jelly.



    



    “Here.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung served each of us a piece of meat.



    



    To savor the meat’s flavor, I ate it without dipping it in anything, and it was surprisingly tender.



    



    The fat that melted on the grill boasted a savory richness, while the texture of the meat was soft, reminiscent of Baek Woo-jin's chubby cheeks.



    



    When I glanced at the table next to us, Mukun-ji was wide-eyed, covering her mouth.



    



    She had said she didn’t prefer meat, but fortunately, it seemed to suit her taste.



    



    “And while this isn't something I should say here, I think you'll all be pleased to hear this in advance.”



    



    Kim Ki-tae started speaking.



    



    I was curious as to what was taking him so long to get to the point.



    



    “Internally, we believe that WH’s image has improved because of this event.”



    



    There had been significant news coverage and a lot of responses on social media.



    



    “So, the chairman has instructed for additional support to be provided.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    I was taken aback and asked again, and Kim Ki-tae nodded.



    



    “Yes. An additional 90 million won will be added to the 10 million previously promised to the local party, bringing the total to 100 million won, which will be deposited today.”



    



    I was so surprised that I dropped my chopsticks while eating the meat.



    



    “Excuse me?”



    



    “I also understand that additional lunch boxes and side dishes will be provided to areas outside of your visit.”



    



    According to Kim Ki-tae, there were plans to donate to other regions as well.



    



    Honestly, it felt embarrassing to call walking from Seoul to Busan a nationwide trek, especially since Gangwon-do, Jeollado, and Jeju-do were excluded.



    



    However, even without directly visiting those places, they were planning to provide lunch boxes and side dishes to vulnerable groups in Gangwon-do, Jeollado, and Jeju-do.



    



    “The same amount will be allocated for those areas.”



    



    In addition to the 14 regions we had visited, we had promised to donate to a total of six regions.



    



    Since Seoul and Busan are so large, we decided to support both, which meant that WH would provide a total of 2.2 billion won to 22 facilities in 20 regions.



    



    Baek Woo-jin raised his hands in excitement.



    



    “Wow, the chairman is amazing!”



    



    Ju Ji-seung was startled and covered Baek Woo-jin's mouth, while Kim Ki-tae chuckled softly.



    



    Hearing that this was a direct instruction from Chairman Yoo Jang-hyuk made me understand why he is respected as a global entrepreneur. He knows how to take advantage of a good opportunity.



    



    “And we have prepared gifts for all of you,” Kim Ki-tae said, handing out envelopes one by one.



    



    “This is a token of encouragement for your hard work, so please accept it without worry.”



    



    “Can I open it?” Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    “It would be better to wait until you’re back at your accommodation since this is a public place,” Kim Ki-tae replied.



    



    Since this was a gift prepared by a large corporate chairman, I assumed it must be something good, but first, I needed to enjoy the delicious beef in front of me.



    



    I couldn't let such wonderful meat go to waste.



    



    ***



    



    After lunch, I returned to my room and opened the envelope.



    



    In that moment, my mind went blank, and I froze, prompting Mukun-ji to ask, “Are you happy with it?”



    



    Words failed me.



    



    I lifted my head and opened my mouth, but Mukun-ji approached me with a puzzled expression.



    



    Slowly, I showed her the contents of the envelope. I confirmed twice that Mukun-ji's eyes were incredibly wide.



    



    “You're really generous.”



    



    It was my first time seeing a check for 100 million won.



    



    I knew such things existed, but they felt entirely unrelated to my life, like something from a distant reality.



    



    “Is it really okay for me to accept this?” I wondered aloud.



    



    “Chairman Yoo Jang-hyuk is a businessman. He doesn’t engage in losing transactions. Given the brand image WH gained from this event, he likely considered it an appropriate reward,” she explained.



    



    Thinking back, that made sense.



    



    “...Is this a huge profit?”



    



    “Yes. You walked for 17 days and earned 100 million won, so it’s a huge profit.”



    



    “Pwahaha!”



    



    I never imagined I would hear the phrase “huge profit” come out of Mukun-ji's mouth.

  
    

    













After the Rain (2)





“There’s more to celebrate,” Mukun-ji said, showing me the tablet screen. It displayed a chart summarizing the advertising inquiries sent to me over the past week, with a staggering 46 entries.





From processed foods to restaurants, cooking utensils, and even sneakers and sportswear, a variety of products were listed.





Different font colors distinguished the target audiences and types of advertisements, but there were so many entries that it was hard to grasp at a glance.





“Is this all?” I asked.





“Yes. I filtered and selected them based on the companies and products.”





“Wow.”





“Before we set off, everyone called us fools. I thought it was reckless as well,” she said, smiling slightly.





“I'm just shocked.”





“It’s a natural result. During the walk, the live stream viewership reached 100,000. Although it's temporary, it proved your impact.”





I felt a bit overwhelmed, recalling the immense attention I had received during the Baekban debate, the Baekban follow-up, and the lunchbox event.





“I’m proud of you, Chan-yong,” Mukun-ji said, her usually stiff tone softening with kindness.





“I’m proud of your warm heart that willingly gives back in an increasingly challenging environment, and your drive that transforms good deeds into personal growth.”





“Eun-ji.”





“Sometimes I wonder what goes through your mind to come up with such reasoning, but I also think that kind of imagination is impressive.”





“Ha ha ha, really?”





“It is.”





“Oh, this is embarrassing. Are you hyping me up too much today?”





“I learned that from you, Chan-yong. How joyful it is to be recognized and praised.”





“…”





“And today, I learned one more thing.”





“What is it?”





“It’s also joyful to praise others.”





I couldn’t contain my laughter. I felt overwhelmed with happiness.





“I’ve learned something from you too, Eun-ji.”





“What is it?”





“As I mentioned before, I used to keep my distance from people.”





“You’ve been volunteering, right? Picking up trash or making donations.”





“I thought that was the thread connecting me to society, but it turns out it wasn’t.”





It wasn’t a form of communication but rather a one-sided relationship.





Mukun-ji met my gaze.





“I was avoiding it. I thought talking wouldn’t get through to anyone. Nothing would change. But you were different, Eun-ji. You stood up against injustice, protected what was precious, and overcame difficulties.”





We dealt with the unkind glances directed at overweight individuals in very different ways.





I distanced myself from them.





Mukun-ji, on the other hand, saw it as something she had to endure and pushed herself harshly.





At first, I thought she might be overly concerned about others’ opinions.





But through her way of handling Hongdangmu Entertainment and Kim Seo-jin, her approach to persuading WH even after everything was over, her decisiveness in setting aside years of belief to eat when she determined what was right, and her ability to find lessons for herself, I realized she wasn’t merely someone who cared about how others perceived her.





Unlike me, who distanced myself out of fear of being hurt and found self-satisfaction in solitary good deeds, Mukun-ji confronted everything that threatened or cornered her head-on.





“Such a remarkable person, Eun-ji,” I said.





“…”





“I thought about you a lot this time. Let’s not run away, but confront things head-on. Let’s overcome together.”





“So how was it?”





“It was nice doing good on my own, but meeting people directly wasn’t bad either. There aren’t just bad people out there. In fact, I only met good people on this trip.”





How could there only be bad or hurtful people in the world? It’s such an obvious thing, yet my past experiences had narrowed my view so much.





“It’s thanks to you, Eun-ji.”





“When I talk with you, Chan-yong, I feel like I become someone special.”





“You are special.”





“...You said you kept your distance from people earlier, but I don’t see it that way.”





“Really?”





“Your friends and your subscribers were with you, right?”





Now that I thought about it, that was true.





“I think they were drawn to your good side, just like I was.”





“Is that so?”





“It is. Even someone like me, who lived without a single friend or colleague, felt that way.”





***





We had a wrap-up party to conclude the schedule.





Baek Seung-yong’s car and all the staff gathered at Haeundae G Restaurant, which, according to Cha Ji-chan, is the most famous place in Busan for nakgobsae (a spicy dish with octopus, intestines, and shrimp).





We sat at one table, choosing a mild level of spiciness since I, Mukun-ji, Baek Woo-jin, and PD Lee Ji-hye are all sensitive to spice.





At the next table sat the weirdo Cha Ji-chan, Ahn Sang-kyu, Joo Ji-seung, and Choi Mi-kael.





The side dishes included a simple cabbage salad, bean sprouts, chive salad, and seaweed flakes, but the main dish, nakgobsae, was filled with octopus, intestines, shrimp, and various vegetables.





Since they served the rice in a bowl, it looked like the idea was to mix everything together to eat.





As I looked up, I noticed Joo Ji-seung had his eyes half-closed, Cha Ji-chan was leaning back in his chair with his head up, and Baek Woo-jin was slumped over the table.





Baek Woo-jin glanced at me and asked, “Aren’t you tired?”





“I am.”





“But you look fine.”





“I’m eating, aren’t I?”





After blinking a few times, he seemed to understand and quietly stood up.





“I think I’ll take a few days off.”





“Ugh, I was thinking the same. Getting older means recovering slower.”





Joo Ji-seung nodded in agreement.





“Hey, you said you’re going back to your hometown, right?”





Cha Ji-chan asked Joo Ji-seung.





“Yeah. It’s been a while since I’ve seen my parents.”





I realized I didn’t even know where Joo Ji-seung’s hometown was.





“Where is it?”





“Danyang.”





“Garlic?”





“Hmm? You know it?”





Joo Ji-seung asked, surprised.





“Of course. Garlic grilled ribs, garlic dumplings, whole garlic chicken, garlic bread. Oh, and the trout is delicious too.”





“...Isn’t Danyang known for cement?”





Baek Woo-jin interjected, having been listening.





“Yeah, cement is famous, but so is garlic. Nowadays, they survive on tourism.”





“Hmm.”





“Chan-yong is from Donghae, Ji-chan is from Jinju, and Woo-jin?”





“Suncheon.”





“Cockle?”





When it comes to cockles, they’re famous in both Goheung and Suncheon, and I recalled eating them during field trips in college.





“Oh, I heard the persimmons are delicious there.”





“Really? Is Suncheon persimmon famous?”





Baek Woo-jin asked, looking directly at me.





“Gurye.”





“Gurye is known for wheat. Chestnuts and grapes are also famous.”





“Cheongdo.”





“Cheongdo is known for water parsley. Have you ever had water parsley with grilled pork belly?”





“Oh, it’s delicious.”





Cha Ji-chan, who had been staring blankly, responded. Water parsley with grilled pork belly is something that can revive the almost dead.





“Yangyang.”





“Yangyang is known for mushrooms. Shiitake, enoki, and matsutake are all delicious.”





“This guy is weird.”





“Keuheuheh. How do you remember all that?”





“It’s the result of a long food exploration journey.”





Having visited various places to film food content, there are some memorable dishes.





“Isn’t it natural to want to try the local specialties when you go somewhere?”





“Right. If you’re going to eat, it should be something local.”





“I think I get it. It feels like you’re really on a trip.”





As we chatted, the nakgobsae was fully cooked. I grabbed a ladle and served some nakgobsae into Mukun-ji’s bowl.





As I was about to share some with Baek Woo-jin and PD Lee Ji-hye, Baek Woo-jin squinted at me suspiciously.





“What?”





“……”





“I’m serving you too, you know.”





“That’s strange.”





“What’s strange?”





“It’s odd that you’re being this nice. You’re only doing it because you feel awkward just taking care of Eun-ji, right?”





“Chan-yong doesn’t have that kind of awareness. He just wants to get more for himself.”





“Keuheuk!”





Mukun-ji’s words made Joo Ji-seung, who was drinking water, choke, while Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin were left dumbfounded.





“Ahahaha! Eun-ji, you’re so funny! Is this how you usually are?”





PD Lee Ji-hye asked Mukun-ji.





“I just stated the facts.”





“Oh come on, aren’t you just trying to defend your boyfriend?”





Unfortunately, that’s the truth.





About 40% of me wanted to take care of Mukun-ji, and since I’d feel awkward only serving her, I intended to share with others too.





But about 60% was to monopolize the dipping sauce.





When sharing this kind of dish, the last person to serve usually gets to scrape the bowl, and while the intestines, octopus, and shrimp might be divided fairly, the sauce is what the last person gets to take.





As expected, Mukun-ji.





She didn’t get it perfectly, but she caught onto my intention.





“There’s no way I don’t have an intention.”





“Ahaha! Eun-ji, you’re really fun.”





I took a big bite of the nakgobsae bibimbap.





With every chew, the chewy octopus, the springy intestines, and the bouncy shrimp alternated, each with their own distinctive texture.





It felt like a woodwind quintet.





As the intestines started their weighty melody like a bassoon, the octopus layered in like an oboe while the shrimp bounced like a horn.





In between, the bean sprouts and chives added a crunchy texture like a flute and clarinet, making it a truly perfect combination.





Buuuum—





My smartphone vibrated.





There was no time to check my phone during such a sacred mealtime, but when I saw PD Park Sang-cheol’s name on the table, I couldn’t help but answer.





“Hello, hyung.”





You did well. I watched the video.





“Oh, I filmed a lot.”





Your voice sounds fine considering that.





“I was eating.”





-Hahaha! You can’t be helped. So you’re all together now?





“Yeah, I just stepped out for a bit.”





That’s good. I wanted to tell you some good news quickly.





“Good news?”





Season 2 is confirmed for Saturday at 10 PM.





Saturday at 10 PM is a perfect time slot.





In the past, the prime time for weekend variety shows was Saturday from 6 PM to 8 PM and Sunday from 5 PM to 8 PM. However, the time slot with the highest viewership ratings has recently shifted to between 8 PM and 11 PM.





Although the exact reasons are unclear, it seems that the viewership ratings of major variety shows that used to air during the golden time have declined. Dramas that used to start at 10 PM have now moved to 9 PM, with programming often arranged in the order of 8 PM news, 9 PM dramas, and 10 PM variety shows.





Among these, Friday and Saturday are the most competitive, and if we can secure a slot at 10 PM on Saturday, it would be the best position we could hope for.





Mukun-ji mentioned that Hong Sung-il, the CEO of Hongdangmu Entertainment, has been working on this, and it seems to have paid off.





“Awesome.”





Right? Rest well, and let’s meet up sometime next week. It would be good for you, Joo Ji-seung, and Ji-chan to join too.





“Wait, what?”





I think it would be great if the four of us are together.





It looks like we’ll be doing a TV show together, following the lunch boxes and the long-distance trek.





“Okay. I’ll let them know.”





You can do that. I’ll reach out to them separately anyway. We’ll talk later.





“Sure.”





Oh, and I don’t know if you’ve heard yet, but it seems like you’ll be getting a regular gig.





“A regular gig?”





WTV is planning to hold a Korean cuisine competition, and your name is on the list of candidates for judges.





“Really?”





Do well. Congratulations.





The call ended.





I stared blankly at my smartphone, wondering how it was possible for so many good things to happen at once.




















  
    After the Rain (3)



    



    After the party, I returned to the hotel.



    



    I planned to stay in Busan until today and head back to Seoul tomorrow to rest.



    



    After dinner, the fatigue from the past 17 days hit me all at once.



    



    After a bath, I lay down on the bed, feeling drowsy as the air conditioning blew over me.



    



    “By the way, when Sang-cheol called earlier, he said something strange,” I mentioned.



    



    I had shared the news about Season 2 of Baekban Dara at dinner, but I hadn't mentioned another piece of news yet.



    



    “Something strange?”



    



    “He said WTV is hosting a Korean cuisine competition and my name is on the list of judge candidates. Doesn’t that sound odd?”



    



    Despite gaining considerable recognition from shows like Baekban Talk, Baekban Dara, and Baek Seung-yong's Lunch Box, being a judge in a cooking competition felt out of place.



    



    I had worked in the food industry, but I knew I lacked the expertise for that kind of role. If anyone, Joo Ji-seung would be more suitable.



    



    “It’s probably because of Hong Sung-il,” she replied.



    



    “Wasn’t that because of the previous situation regarding the time slot for Baekban Dara? I thought they were setting it to Saturday at 10 PM,” I said.



    



    “There’s no need for CEO Hong Sung-il to get involved with Baekban Dara. Although I was pushed aside, I still fulfilled my role, and with PD Park Sang-cheol and the entire team from Baek Seung-yong's Lunch Box involved, securing a prime time slot shouldn’t have been too difficult.”



    



    Thinking it over, that made sense.



    



    “Then…”



    



    “I told WTV to solidify your position. I don’t know how the competition will be conducted, but usually, these shows run for about 10 to 12 weeks, which means you’re likely to have a regular appearance for 2 to 3 months.”



    



    The same goes for Baekban Dara, so now we’ll have two regular programs on WTV, one of the four major broadcasting networks in the country.



    



    “It feels like things are getting bigger and bigger,” I said.



    



    I had felt it since the lunch box event, but the returns on my work seemed to be growing increasingly significant.



    



    Now, I occasionally ran into people on the street who recognized me, and there were genuinely people asking for autographs or photos that I had once joked about.



    



    With requests for advertising, appearances, and lectures pouring in, it was all quite overwhelming.



    



    “We need to manage ourselves thoroughly during times like this,” Mukun-ji advised.



    



    “For example?” I asked.



    



    “Well, you don’t drink, so you don’t have to worry about drunk driving.”



    



    Nodding, I noticed Mukun-ji staring at me intently before tilting her head in confusion.



    



    “I don’t think there will be any problems,” she said.



    



    “What do you mean by that?”



    



    “I just don’t see you as someone who would bully others or commit a crime.”



    



    “That’s true.”



    



    “However, there’s one thing you should be cautious about.”



    



    “What is it?”



    



    “Be careful with business expansions or new ventures.”



    



    “I understand what you mean.”



    



    Among the YouTubers who have settled down, there are those who expand their businesses or invest in entirely new ventures.



    



    With their recognition as a foundation, the chances of success are relatively high, and factors like increasing retained earnings, taxes, or personal ambitions drive them to start new projects.



    



    However, there is no guarantee that these ventures will succeed.



    



    While there are cases of cooking YouTubers who have successfully opened restaurants, there are also many who have failed.



    



    At first, the recognition might generate interest, but ultimately, if they fail to satisfy customers with taste, service, pricing, and accessibility, repeat visits won’t happen.



    



    Additionally, operational issues like store rent and labor costs can arise.



    



    In other words, a YouTuber’s new business should be viewed as a way to reduce marketing costs, while operations are a separate issue altogether.



    



    “I want to scale up the lunch boxes I used to make at some point,” I said.



    



    Mukun-ji nodded.



    



    “But having experienced it, I have a rough idea of what is needed to operate a store.”



    



    “If you know what you’re lacking, you can definitely fill those gaps.”



    



    “Right. Oh.”



    



    Mukun-ji blinked.



    



    “My house. I need to find a place to live.”



    



    “Let’s take our time to look around the day after tomorrow.”



    



    “Hmm. I think it might take a while. I want to see other places too.”



    



    “Other places, you say?”



    



    “There are so many options now; I think Yongsan would be nice.”



    



    “Sure.”



    



    “And if I think about traveling to the provinces, Sadang or Seocho might also be good, but Seocho is too expensive.”



    



    “All three places won’t be easy on the wallet.”



    



    “That’s true. Still, there should be some affordable options in the mix.”



    



    “How about the place that Baek Woo-jin suggested before?”



    



    “Hmm, that’s a bit of a stretch. No matter how close I am with Woo-jin, renting a place worth over a hundred million won is a burden in many ways. That could affect the show as well.”



    



    “Do you like the location?”



    



    “I’m not particularly fond of it either. I think the places we talked about earlier would be better.”



    



    “Since you have a clear purpose, it’s best to explore those three options. I doubt the budget will be tight.”



    



    “...Ah.”



    



    Thinking about it, my financial situation has changed from a month ago to now.



    



    There are so many supporters of Walking to the Sky that the video views alone have tripled my earnings for July compared to a typical month.



    



    Not only has the super chat during donations reached record levels, but I also received a generous encouragement fund from WH.



    



    Just roughly calculating, my earnings from July 1st to today exceed 200 million won.



    



    If I manage to finalize a few of the advertising proposals I’ve received, that could add an extra 100 to 200 million won, and I’ll also get my jeonse deposit back in August.



    



    If I combine that with the existing money, I’m looking at about 900 million won.



    



    “I think I can buy an apartment.”



    



    Just last year, I couldn’t even think about a house, let alone a car, but I can truly feel the changes over this time.



    



    My own home.



    



    I can’t believe it.



    



    Mukun-ji smiled.



    



    “They say the real estate market is still uncertain, so it’s wise to approach buying and selling carefully. How about staying in a rental for the time being?”



    



    With all the reports of jeonse fraud, even I, who know little about real estate, feel scared.



    



    I’ve heard that there are also cases of fraud related to monthly rentals these days.



    



    “That sounds like a good idea. I’ll take my time and do thorough research first.”



    



    “Yes, since this involves a lot of money, it’s best to be cautious. So, are you planning to continue staying at Cha Ji-chan’s place for now?”



    



    “For now, that’s the plan.”



    



    “……I understand.”



    



    “Why?”



    



    “It’s nothing. It’s getting late. I need to sleep early so I can catch a ride in the morning.”



    



    Mukun-ji straightened up and lay down.



    



    So cute.



    



    I lay down as well.



    



    Since gaining weight, I had been suffering from sleep apnea, which made it hard to breathe while lying flat, so I had been sleeping on my side. However, my symptoms have improved significantly recently.



    



    Now, I can lie on my back without it affecting my breathing while I sleep.



    



    With the improved quality of sleep, my body is recovering faster, and feeling good helps clear my mind.



    



    Plus, my heart races with all the things happening around me.



    



    When Cha Ji-chan suggested walking to Busan last winter, I never imagined that such things would become a reality.



    



    I can’t help but smile.



    



    ***



    



    The day after arriving in Seoul.



    



    I turned on the broadcast for the first time in two days to greet everyone who had helped me.



    



    “I can only think of saying thank you. Honestly, if it weren’t for you all, I probably would have given up along the way. We could have made even bigger donations. That’s why I registered the donors’ names under the side dish store—because it’s something we did together.”



    



    So, what are we doing for the 1 million celebration?



    



    Let’s take off our shirts!



    



    It’s time to show how much weight we’ve lost!



    



    Take off your top!



    



    Hahaha, all you think about is stripping!



    



    I want to see the uncle naked.



    



    Taking off your top is the way to go.



    



    Have you found a house yet?



    



    Advertisements



    



    “Ah, what are you talking about taking off your shirt? This isn’t that kind of broadcast. These guys always do this whenever they get the chance.”



    



    I can’t help but doubt whether these are the same people who moved me just three days ago.



    



    As of yesterday, I achieved 1 million subscribers thanks to broadcasts on terrestrial TV and Walking to the Sky, among others.



    



    And now, they’re nitpicking, trying to get me to take off my clothes.



    



    “1 million. So what does everyone do when they hit 1 million?”



    



    Let’s eat 100 bowls of ramen!



    



    Eat 100 of them, LOL!



    



    Let’s eat 100 of anything.



    



    Does this uncle not have diabetes anymore?



    



    I’ve been eating regular food lately, so I forgot.



    



    Just take it off!



    



    Yeah, it seems like that’s all there is.



    



    “Guys! Seriously! Who in the world wants to see my body? If I get a yellow sticker, will you take responsibility?”



    



    Oh? Are you cursing at your subscribers?



    



    You’ve lost your initial spirit!



    



    I’m unsubscribing!



    



    Seriously, you just said thank you a moment ago, but now it’s all empty talk.



    



    Is it really that hard to take off your shirt?



    



    Hahaha, this is so funny!



    



    Is this how it usually goes here?



    



    Just a few days ago, it was all supportive and warm, and now it’s like this, LOL.



    



    This is how it usually is. When you’re with someone else, they’ll support you, but when you’re alone, they’ll tease you.



    



    The viewers are tsundere, wow.



    



    “Let’s have a fan meeting.”



    



    “There are plans for a fan meeting. But will people actually come?”



    



    Positive comments flooded in.



    



    “I need to be able to believe this. If I rent a café and no one shows up, that would be a disaster. We can’t let that happen.”



    



    You’re quick to catch on.



    



    You’ve got a good sense, LOL.



    



    Let’s take pre-registrations!



    



    Will we be able to see the PD in real life if we go to the fan meeting?



    



    You won’t be wearing a paper bag on your head, will you?



    



    “You have to come to see me! What are you even saying right now?”



    



    I blocked the chat because it seemed like the mood was heading in a direction that would put pressure on Mukun-ji.



    



    Hahaha, so are you taking off your shirt at the fan meeting?



    



    But seriously, what do we do at the fan meeting?



    



    It’s pretty much the same. We chat, sing a bit, greet everyone, and do some prize draws.



    



    Sounds boring.



    



    “Sing? More like eating together. Hmm, let’s hold off on that for now. How about some merch? Like side dish store lunch boxes or tumblers. Of course, I’ll give them away for free. Well, if you want to buy them, that’s a different story.”



    



    As we chatted, quite a few viewers had gathered.



    



    While not as many as during Walking to the Sky, the number of viewers was close to 20,000.



    



    “Let me summarize: I’ll go to the gym to get my body composition checked. This week is tough for both me and Ji-chan, so it will be next week. Baekban Talk and the cooking segment with Ji-yong will also start next week.”



    



    So what are we doing today?



    



    Do you know about the new lunch box?



    



    There’s a 9,900 won stir-fried pork lunch box at the convenience store!



    



    “A new lunch box? New lunch boxes come out every month.”



    



    As I waited for the chat to continue, it seemed that the cup ramen lunch box had released a promotional product.



    



    I had been so busy in June and July and had avoided convenience store food, so I wasn’t aware of it.



    



    “Eight servings?”



    



    When I searched, I found that several YouTubers had already eaten an eight-times larger jumbo lunch box.



    



    “Wow. This is insane. Can I get it right now?”



    



    It’s hard to get.



    



    Resellers have been really active since last month.



    



    Hasn’t the trend already passed?



    



    “I didn’t know about this. But even if I did, eating it might be a bit much. I’m worried about my blood sugar.”



    



    Are you scared?



    



    Hahaha, Baekban-yong has really fallen off.



    



    How did someone who used to eat anything get to this point?



    



    “Scared? How embarrassing. Excuse me, I could easily eat eight cups of ramen if I set my mind to it. When I picked up my chopsticks, the ramen broth would rain down. You get what I’m saying?”



    



    That’s just bragging.



    



    You’re still proud of your eating skills?



    



    This uncle hasn’t come to his senses yet.



    



    We could still go harder on him.



    



    Hahaha, is this some kind of martial arts novel?



    



    When he unsheathes his sword, blood rains down.



    



    If ramen broth is raining down, that’s just disgusting.



    



    “Ah, but I really want to try it. I’m starting my diet again today after eating regular meals. Going back to brown rice and chicken breast is so tough.”



    



    Now that I think about it, I wonder how Cha Ji-chan, who has been obsessed with donuts, will prepare for the competition.
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    Thursday.



    



    It’s been over a week since I returned from Busan, and I’ve completely settled back into my routine.



    



    The broadcasting schedule has normalized, and today I plan to do a cooking segment and Baekban Talk with Baek Woo-jin.



    



    But my stomach keeps hurting.



    



    Today marks the third time I’ve been to the bathroom.



    



    └Pooper



    └Where does it hurt?



    └You’re going to the bathroom a lot.



    



    “Pooper? Seriously, you’re talking nonsense. Don’t you poop?”



    



    I felt drained and took a sip of Diet Coke.



    



    “Ah. But seriously, my body feels weird today. I’ve been having diarrhea since this morning.”



    



    └I’m eating right now.



    



    └Now I want curry.



    



    └Go to the hospital.



    



    └Stop drinking Coke.



    



    └For real, why are you drinking Coke when you have diarrhea? Drink water.



    



    └Isn’t it because you keep drinking cold drinks? You’ve been having Diet Coke every time during broadcasts lately.



    



    └Isn’t it bad for your blood sugar?



    



    “You guys don’t know. Diet Coke has nothing to do with blood sugar. You can drink it all you want.”



    



    As I was speaking, my stomach churned again.



    



    “Yay!”



    



    Just then, Baek Woo-jin arrived.



    



    “I’m going to the bathroom, so you say hi to everyone.”



    



    “Okay.”



    



    After watching Baek Woo-jin sit down, I headed to the bathroom.



    



    I really wondered if something was wrong with me; I was sweating and felt dizzy.



    



    After struggling for a while, I returned to the office, but Muk-jin wasn’t around.



    



    “Hyung, are you having diarrhea?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    “Yeah. It’s been like this all day.”



    



    “Is it bad?”



    



    “Yeah. I don’t think I can do a long broadcast today.”



    



    As I reached for the Coke, Baek Woo-jin snatched it away.



    



    “……What’s this?”



    



    “Why are you drinking Coke when you have diarrhea?”



    



    “I’m thirsty. Hurry up and give it to me. I’m feeling weak.”



    



    “This might be the reason.”



    



    I didn’t understand what he meant.



    



    “What are you talking about? Don’t you know Diet Coke has nothing to do with health?”



    



    “How much have you drunk today?”



    



    “I drank one and a half liters of that and this.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin frowned.



    



    “You’ve almost finished this one too. Do you drink like this normally?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    It varies from day to day, but I think I drink about three liters total, usually having two 1.5-liter bottles.



    



    Since I couldn’t drink Java Chip Frappuccino after developing diabetes, the stress has been immense, so I was thankful to have Diet Coke.



    



    “That’s why your stomach hurts, man.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin slapped my back.



    



    “Really? I looked up Diet Coke, and it really doesn’t affect anything.”



    



    “We can’t do this. Let’s make the cooking segment about zero-calorie drinks today.”



    



    He held onto the Coke and wouldn’t let go.



    



    “The reason zero-calorie drinks can taste sweet is because of the sweeteners. They taste sweet but have almost no calories and aren’t absorbed by the body.”



    



    “Almost none?”



    



    “Yeah. There’s almost none, but it’s not completely zero.”



    



    “Ah, I know. The law allows drinks to be labeled as zero if they have fewer than 4 kcal per 100 ml.”



    



    “Right. But it’s not a complete zero. Since we have Diet Coke, we can check the ingredient list while we talk.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin recited the ingredients listed on the Diet Coke label.



    



    “Purified water, carbon dioxide, caramel coloring IV, phosphoric acid, sucralose, sodium citrate, natural flavors, acesulfame potassium, caffeine. We can go through each of these and see if they’re okay, right?”



    



    “Sure.”



    



    “First is purified water. It’s just water. There’s nothing bad for your health in that. Next is carbon dioxide. It’s carbonation. You drink sparkling water to be healthy, right? Yeah, this is also no problem.”



    



    So, water and carbonation are fine.



    



    “Next is caramel coloring, but we need to be cautious with this. Caramel coloring is divided into types I, II, III, and IV, but types III and IV, which is used in cola, are the problematic ones.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    I was surprised.



    



    I had thought Diet Coke was harmless to health, but he was saying otherwise.



    



    “When producing caramel coloring IV, ammonia is added, which can create a potentially carcinogenic substance called 4-methylimidazole. Since it’s classified by the International Agency for Research on Cancer, it should be taken seriously.”



    



    “What? So we shouldn’t eat it.”



    



    “Well, they regulate the production of caramel coloring to ensure that the potentially carcinogenic substances don’t exceed certain limits, so the Ministry of Food and Drug Safety considers it safe.”



    



    “Wait. You said it contains carcinogens. Why does the Ministry think it’s okay?”



    



    “The daily acceptable intake for caramel coloring set by the WTO is 200 mg per kilogram. So, it means you would have to eat about 100 bowls of jjajangmyeon in a day.”



    



    “Ah.”



    



    └LOL



    └Before dying from caramel coloring, I’d probably burst from eating too much, LOL.



    └It might not be good for the body, but to reach that level, you’d have to eat a ridiculous amount.



    



    “So it’s okay then.”



    



    “Right. But we don’t just consume caramel coloring. We eat dozens of additives each day, so if you consume too much, it can definitely be harmful.”



    



    “Eating moderately is fine, but too much can be an issue.”



    



    “Exactly. Next is phosphoric acid. Phosphoric acid can be explained together with sodium citrate. Both are preservatives and acidity regulators.”



    



    “Preservatives?”



    



    “The perception of preservatives is generally negative, but consuming them isn’t a major issue.”



    



    “Are there any minor issues?”



    



    “Yeah. Diarrhea.”



    



    I was shocked.



    



    “Was it because of this?”



    



    “Just listen. Like caramel coloring, this can also cause diarrhea and raise blood pressure, but since it’s such a small amount, you won’t really notice anything from having a drink or two. It’s not easy to get diarrhea just from drinking Diet Coke.”



    



    └Our Chan-young manages to do that despite it being difficult.



    



    └Drinking 3 liters a day, is it really a problem? LOL



    



    └Stop drinking so much, LOL.



    



    └It’s surprising. I thought Diet Coke had no health issues.



    



    “Is it because I’m drinking too much?”



    



    “Yeah. In fact, sodium citrate and phosphoric acid, as well as sweeteners, can cause diarrhea.”



    



    “No way. But you said it was okay. Have I been deceived all this time?”



    



    “Furthermore, phosphoric acid interferes with calcium absorption, which can lead to issues with bones and teeth, and can also cause problems with muscle contraction, signal transmission in the body, and other physiological processes due to calcium deficiency.”



    



    “Wow.”



    



    “When calcium levels are low, signal transmission is disrupted, leading to irritability and increased susceptibility to stress. You could also develop gastrointestinal disorders.”



    



    I was stunned, feeling at a loss.



    



    “So, all I need to do is take calcium?”



    



    “No. Excess calcium can also be a problem. If calcium levels are too high, it can lead to blood clotting, resulting in diseases like stroke, angina, myocardial infarction, or kidney stones. So instead of relying on supplements, it's better to get calcium from food and take vitamin D to aid in calcium absorption.”



    



    └So, in the end, doesn’t that mean drinking a lot of Diet Coke isn’t good for your health?



    



    └Yeah, it’s not right to think it’s okay without consideration.



    



    └But they say you shouldn’t drink excessively.



    



    └What have you heard? It means it's okay as long as you don’t overdo it.



    



    └But there’s someone right in front of us who drinks a ton!



    



    └LOLOLOLOLOLOL



    



    “Everyone knows about caffeine. Lastly, there’s acesulfame potassium and sucralose. These are sweeteners, right? This is the most important part.”



    



    “Are you saying this raises blood sugar? No way. I’ve been checking my blood sugar while drinking it.”



    



    “It doesn’t raise blood sugar. Some viewers here might think sweeteners are bad, but there are various papers on it. They say it can lead to depression, diabetes, and skin inflammation.”



    



    “If there are papers, is it really not good?”



    



    “All of those are created by biased organizations.”



    



    I tilted my head.



    



    “These are papers that were intentionally manipulated to attack diet beverage companies. They don’t control variables or use dosages that are several hundred times above the standard.”



    



    “What? Why spread such obvious lies?”



    



    “Because some people believe them.”



    



    It’s true that many people still have the perception that artificial sweeteners are bad.



    



    Thinking about the MSG controversy makes it easy to understand.



    



    “But ultimately, these are poor-quality, incorrect papers that places like the FDA don’t recognize, so you can ignore them. The FDA recognizes the side effects of artificial sweeteners as indigestion, diarrhea, and abdominal pain.”



    



    “What?!”



    



    “Just hear me out. While they can cause issues, an adult weighing 60 kg would need to consume 0.9 g per day to have a problem. What’s your current weight?”



    



    “95 kg.”



    



    “Then you would need to consume 1.35 g of artificial sweeteners per day to experience side effects, which translates to about 9 liters of Diet Coke.”



    



    “I don’t drink that much.”



    



    “That varies from person to person. Don’t you use sweeteners at all when you eat?”



    



    “...I do.”



    



    When I need sweetness besides Diet Coke, I use artificial sweeteners.



    



    “Yeah. And depending on each person’s body condition, there can be individual differences. Even for the same person, it might change slightly from yesterday to tomorrow. Your diarrhea is probably due to the Diet Coke.”



    



    Feeling frustrated at the thought that I can’t even drink Diet Coke freely, Muk-bok came into the broadcast room with a paper bag. She placed a diarrhea medication in front of me and then went to open the refrigerator.



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    I felt touched that the only person thinking about me was Muk-bok.



    



    As I leaned forward to express my gratitude, I noticed her throwing all the Diet Coke into the sink.



    



    “What?”



    



    └LOLOL



    



    └The PD is so refreshing!



    



    └Right? Just throw it all away!



    



    └Give it to me!



    



    └LOL, if it’s bad for your health, why do you keep drinking it?



    



    “Hey, wait a minute, PD!”



    



    I stood up to try to stop Muk-bok, but she looked at me while tossing the Diet Coke.



    



    Her gaze was intimidating.



    



    Sitting quietly back in my seat, Baek Woo-jin summarized what he had explained so far.



    



    “So, drinking it occasionally isn’t a problem. Claims that it causes diabetes or disrupts blood sugar control are all lies. But if you ask whether it’s unhealthy, it could be. If you drink it like this guy does, as a substitute for water, it can be a problem. It can cause diarrhea. That’s how we can summarize it.”



    



    “......”



    



    “By the way, there are times when you suddenly get a stomachache while riding the subway. You could have an accident due to diarrhea.”



    



    “What are you talking about?”



    



    “Diarrhea can strike anyone suddenly. Fortunately, if you can get to a bathroom, it’s not a problem, but there are tragic situations when that doesn’t happen. In those cases, if you live in Daejeon or Daegu, don’t panic—just ask the station staff for spare clothes. They have emergency clothing cabinets where you can borrow clothes.”



    



    “How do you know stuff like that?”



    



    “......”



    



    “I mean, you really know everything.”



    



    “......I didn’t want to know.”



    



    “Ugh.”



    



    At Baek Woo-jin’s sad voice, I, the viewers, and even Muk-bok, who was throwing away the Diet Coke, fell silent.
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    “From now on, Diet Coke is banned.”



    



    Muk-bok dropped a bombshell on me on my way home.



    



    “That’s too harsh.”



    



    “After all that trouble, you still think Diet Coke is good for you?”



    



    “I felt fine after taking the medicine Eun-ji gave me.”



    



    Muk-bok fell silent.



    



    “Woo-jin said it’s a problem when you drink too much. I’ll only have one a day.”



    



    “I hope you’re not talking about one 1.5-liter bottle.”



    



    “…….”



    



    “…….”



    



    “Uh, of course. I meant one can.”



    



    Muk-bok sighed.



    



    “It doesn’t matter whether it’s one can a day or ten liters. I just hope you stay healthy, Chan-yong.”



    



    I think the same.



    



    Since I want Muk-bok to be healthy too, I’m looking for nutritious foods that she would enjoy eating.



    



    “Okay. I’ll try to cut back.”



    



    I parked the car in front of my one-room apartment.



    



    After a quick kiss, Muk-bok opened the door.



    



    “Drive safely.”



    



    “Yeah. Sleep well.”



    



    I drove toward Cha Ji-chan’s house.



    



    If I lived with Muk-bok, I wouldn’t feel this kind of longing every day, so I want to find a house quickly.



    



    Starting next week, I’ll make sure to find some time to look at real estate.



    



    When I arrived at Cha Ji-chan's house and opened the door, I intended to greet him, but the lights were all off, so I quietly headed to the bathroom. After washing up, I peeked into Ji-chan’s room and saw him sleeping on the bed.



    



    He must have gone to bed earlier than usual, but I didn’t think much of it and headed to the kitchen for some water, only to find an unfamiliar snack on the table.



    



    It was chocolate snacks labeled “Zero Sugar” and “No Sugars.”



    



    It seems he’s not only been into donuts but has also ventured into this territory.



    



    When I opened the fridge, I found a mountain of fruit piled high.



    



    Pineapple, mango, kiwi, and dragon fruit were neatly cut and packed in plastic containers.



    



    While fruits are rich in nutrients, they contain a lot of fructose, which can be a threat to people with diabetes like me and Ji-chan.



    



    I have no idea what he’s thinking.



    



    “Wow.”



    



    Underneath that, there was a dozen individually wrapped donuts.



    



    ***



    



    The next day.



    



    To earn my keep for living here, I make breakfast every morning, and today’s menu is pork belly rice bowl with miso soup.



    



    I learned this recipe from a Buddhist monk, and it’s easy to make yet delicious, so I often cook it.



    



    First, I score the fatty side of the pork belly and season it with salt.



    



    I heat the frying pan and cook the fatty side until it’s nice and crispy.



    



    Meanwhile, I prepare shiitake mushrooms, green onions, and onions, which I sauté in the pork belly fat.



    



    Now it’s time to make the rice bowl sauce.



    



    I mix 2 tablespoons of soy sauce, 2 tablespoons of tsuyu, 4 tablespoons of cooking sake, and 600 ml of water well, then pour it into the frying pan with the pork and vegetables.



    



    After lowering the heat, I let it simmer until it's done.



    



    The sauce seeps into the scored areas of the pork belly, enhancing its flavor.



    



    Next, I serve the low-sugar rice I cooked in a rice cooker in a bowl and top it with the pork belly cut into bite-sized pieces.



    



    I also add the sautéed shiitake mushrooms, green onions, and onions on top, finishing it off with a little wasabi for a nice touch.



    



    As I prepared the retort miso soup that only requires boiling water, Ji-chan came out of the kitchen.



    



    “Yawn.”



    



    “Sit down. It’s all ready.”



    



    “What is this?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan sat at the table with his eyes wide open.



    



    “Wow~ The side dishes look great! Did you learn how to cook?”



    



    “It’s a matter of survival.”



    



    I took the seasoned vegetables and kimchi from the fridge and sat down.



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan put wasabi on the pork belly and took a bite, nodding his head. It seemed he found it tasty.



    



    “This was originally a recipe with mirin and sugar, but Ji-seung said that would raise blood sugar, so I substituted it with cooking sake and didn’t add any sugar.”



    



    “It’s delicious!”



    



    I took a bite too.



    



    The chewy texture of the pork belly and the savory fat blended well with the rice bowl sauce.



    



    If it felt greasy, I could eat it with wasabi or kimchi.



    



    For breakfast, this was quite a luxurious spread.



    



    “There’s fruit in the fridge.”



    



    “Yeah. Eat some if you want.”



    



    “There are donuts too.”



    



    “I’m fine. Do you know how much I exercise every day?”



    



    “You said exercising doesn’t burn that many calories.”



    



    I recalled Cha Ji-chan saying that before.



    



    Humans adapt to their environment, so unless you keep increasing the intensity of your workouts, the calories you burn will decrease.



    



    You get used to exercising at the same intensity.



    



    “I’m paying attention to everything.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “Of course. I’m a pro.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan replied confidently and put his dishes in the sink. Without hesitation, he took the donuts and fruit out of the fridge.



    



    Is he crazy?



    



    “Are you out of your mind? Are you really going to eat that again?”



    



    “I told you, it’s fine!”



    



    It’s been two weeks since he started eating donuts, but I hadn’t noticed any significant changes in his appearance.



    



    He says he checks his blood sugar every day, so I can’t say much, but it’s surprising.



    



    Perhaps he has a lot more muscle mass than other people, so his blood sugar doesn’t spike suddenly.



    



    Still, it’s hard to believe he can consume so many carbohydrates without any issues.



    



    Right now, it might be okay because he has been managing it, but in the long run, it will likely cause problems.



    



    “……No matter how I think about it, this seems strange.”



    



    “What’s so strange about it?”



    



    He took a bite of the donut and savored the taste.



    



    “You’ve been on a really strict diet for the competition, right? That means your body was probably in a state of carbohydrate deficiency.”



    



    “Right.”



    



    “If you’re deficient in carbohydrates, the absorption rate goes up.”



    



    “You’ve studied hard.”



    



    “But isn’t it dangerous to eat like this?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan paused, momentarily distracted from chewing.



    



    I thought he had come to his senses, but he quickly started eating again.



    



    “What did I tell you? The reason people gain weight is that their blood sugar rises, right?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “But I have muscles. Before the sugar goes into the bloodstream, my muscles take it up, so my blood sugar doesn’t spike.”



    



    “Are you saying what you’re eating now is okay?”



    



    “Plus, I’m eating this and exercising, right? There’s no time for the sugar to enter my bloodstream.”



    



    I felt a familiar vibe from Cha Ji-chan.



    



    I could see myself, someone who used to hypnotize himself just to enjoy delicious food.



    



    “I don’t know why I’ve been holding back from this delicious food. It’s perfectly fine!”



    



    “Aren’t donuts high on the glycemic index?”



    



    “Even if they are, so what?”



    



    I opened my smartphone and searched for the glycemic index (GI) of different foods.



    



    Glucose, which is pure sugar, has a GI of 100, while donuts have a GI of 86.



    



    That’s higher than strawberry jam (82), French fries (85), and even ice cream (65).



    



    In other words, eating a donut is akin to pouring sugar directly into your body.



    



    “Hey, the GI for donuts is 86.”



    



    “Do you think I don’t know about the GI?”



    



    “If you know, then stop eating them.”



    



    “Why? It’s fine to eat them. Does my blood sugar spike or do I gain weight?”



    



    “…….”



    



    “I feel like I’ve found the happiness I’ve lost in life. I’ll handle it, so don’t worry.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan picked up another donut.



    



    Despite my repeated concerns, his suppressed appetite seemed to burst forth, and his binge continued unabated.



    



    “Hey, have you tried this?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked while munching on a tub of ice cream from Two Some. He had even bought it in a party pack, clearly having crossed a point of no return.



    



    “I know.”



    



    “You know? Why am I just finding this out now?”



    



    “……Hyung.”



    



    “What? Want a bite?”



    



    “A bite? Are you really okay with this?”



    



    “What’s not to be okay about?”



    



    “Are you checking your blood sugar?”



    



    “Don’t worry about it. I’ve checked it for two weeks, and it’s only gone up a little.”



    



    “So, you haven’t checked recently?”



    



    “I’m fine. You know how annoying and bothersome it is to prick your finger.”



    



    I pulled out a bottle of water I had drunk this week.



    



    “What’s this?”



    



    “I’ve drunk 28 liters of bottled water in a week. Just by yourself.”



    



    “……And?”



    



    “Get a grip. That’s polyuria. It’s a sign your blood sugar has risen.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan blinked his eyes in surprise.



    



    “And you’re not gaining weight? This isn’t weight?”



    



    I grabbed his belly fat. Unlike before when I could only pinch skin, there was now a noticeable layer of fat.



    



    “Do you remember we planned to check our InBody next week? What are you going to do about the competition?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan touched his chest and belly, tilting his head. Then he went into his room, took off his shirt, looked around, and nodded before coming back to devour the ice cream again.



    



    “Hyung.”



    



    “This is fine. I used to gain this much during the off-season. I can lose it within a month.”



    



    “No, you should gain weight healthily. I told you to eat unrefined foods, not just simple sugars.”



    



    “How am I supposed to do that?”



    



    “You said that’s how you should live!”



    



    “You can eat that way once you build your body. You’re just irritable now because you’re lacking carbohydrates.”



    



    “I’m just saying this because I’m worried since you’re eating without a plan!”



    



    “Hey, am I a kid? I can handle it. Why do you always nag me?”



    



    “I’ll be leaving next week. If I’m here and you’re eating like this, what will happen when I’m gone?”



    



    “I’ll just order takeout.”



    



    “No! You can’t do that! What on earth happened to you? You weren’t like this before.”



    



    “I’m struggling too, man. I work and exercise every day. What’s the point of living like this if I can’t eat anything delicious?”



    



    “…….”



    



    “I’m eating ice cream for the first time in ten years. I’ve finally tried things like Noted donuts, macarons, Two Mumba pasta, and rose tteokbokki that everyone else has already had. They taste great.”



    



    “……They do taste good.”



    



    “Yeah, man. I just want to be happy now. I’m not doing anything bad, so why do you nag me like a mother-in-law?”



    



    “Is that so?”



    



    Thinking it over, Cha Ji-chan's words weren't wrong.



    



    The reason I felt frustrated after being diagnosed with diabetes was that I had to restrict many foods that had been my joys in life.



    



    If I gain a little weight but there are no major health issues, isn’t it better to eat what I want and enjoy life?



    



    After all, the reason I'm trying to lose weight is to become healthier so I can occasionally enjoy delicious foods.



    



    "Then just one thing."



    



    "What?"



    



    "Check your blood sugar. If it's okay, I won't say anything more."



    



    "Ugh. Fine, fine. It's so annoying."



    



    Cha Ji-chan pulled out a blood sugar monitor.



    



    Since we had just eaten dinner and then immediately went for ice cream, we could consider it about an hour after the meal.



    



    Generally, the normal blood sugar level one hour after a meal is 180 mg/dl.



    



    “…….”



    



    “How much is it?”



    



    Getting no response, I leaned in to check, and the blood sugar level was showing 260.



    



    “Why is it like this?”



    



    “See! I told you! It can’t be normal!”



    



    Cha Ji-chan seemed flustered, unable to focus his gaze and pacing around before he hung onto the pull-up bar in the living room and started doing chin-ups.
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    Wednesday.



    



    It's the day for my collaboration with Cha Ji-chan.



    



    “How long are you going to be chubby!”



    



    Cha Ji-chan announced the start with his usual loud voice.



    



    “It’s been six months since I started working out with Chan-yong. Chan-yong has found enjoyment in exercising.”



    



    “What are you talking about?”



    



    He said something nonsensical, and when I tried to tease him about it, he ignored me and continued.



    



    “I’m preparing for competitions and doing more broadcasts, so as I announced earlier, today is the last day I’ll be chubby. How about it? Are you okay with that?”



    



    “Of course. Finally, I can live like a human being.”



    



    There’s no day more moving than today, as I’m escaping the hell of doing high-intensity workouts four days a week.



    



    “Right. You’ve become human.”



    



    └ It seems like they're speaking different languages, lol



    



    └ Cha-chan's specialty: only saying what he wants to say and hearing what he wants to hear



    



    └ But didn’t the gym bag gain some weight?



    



    └ Looks just right.



    



    └ Isn't he bulking up because of the competition?



    



    └ He’ll cut later.



    



    “Then today, we’ll take some time to check how much Chan-yong has changed and how to manage it moving forward.”



    



    The camera is filming me.



    



    “First of all, you can see with the naked eye that you’ve put in some effort, right?”



    



    └ Yes, he really looks better.



    



    └ Is Chan-yong's height 184? I’ve thought this for a while, but he has a good basic frame.



    



    └ He really worked hard for six months. At first, he struggled just doing 100 bodyweight squats.



    



    └ He’s improved a lot for just six months!



    



    └ What do you mean he’s improved? Look at his belly, it’s still sticking out, lol



    



    └ Go look at his old videos.



    



    “You can see it too, right? Among the people I’ve seen, he was top class in terms of effort.”



    



    “After forcing me to do it.”



    



    “Can you get results without exercising? Step on the scale.”



    



    I stepped on the InBody scale.



    



    “Last December, on the first broadcast of ‘How Long Are You Going to Be Chubby,’ I was 184 cm tall and weighed 135 kg, with a skeletal muscle mass of 42.1 kg and a body fat mass of 59 kg. Wow, looking back, that was serious.”



    



    └ No way, how did body fat get to 59, lol



    



    └ Was it really that serious?



    



    └ I just watched the old video, and back then, his face looked like it was going to burst, and his belly was huge.



    



    └ He originally had a lot of skeletal muscle mass, huh?



    



    └ If you weigh a lot, your skeletal muscle mass shows high because you build muscle to support your body weight.



    



    └ If he really had 59 kg of body fat, it’s amazing he wasn’t hospitalized. He was basically walking fat.



    



    “From that body to now.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan looked at the results sheet presented by PD Ahn Sang-kyu and exclaimed.



    



    “Wow.”



    



    He brought the results sheet close to the camera.



    



    “Current weight: 94.8 kg, skeletal muscle mass: 37.2 kg, body fat mass: 32.8 kg.”



    



    └ Whoa, he lost 40 kg.



    



    └ That’s like shedding a whole child.



    



    └ With a weight loss like that, and only 4.8 kg less skeletal muscle mass?



    



    └ He lost 26.2 kg of body fat, lol.



    



    └ Wow, that’s why the difference is noticeable.



    



    └ This is a true human victory.



    



    └ A little disappointing about the skeletal muscle mass, though.



    



    └ It’s amazing that the body fat mass is still 33 after losing all that weight.



    



    └ But his stomach, which used to be as big as Namsan, has definitely shrunk quite a bit.



    



    “You mentioned it in the chat, but this is really impressive. He lost 40 kg in seven months, but only lost 4.8 kg of skeletal muscle mass. On the other hand, he lost 26.2 kg of body fat. It’s not perfect, but it can be considered successful.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan slapped my back.



    



    “How do you feel?”



    



    “I’m feeling despair knowing I have to lose another 15 kg from here.”



    



    “Look at this. Now you’re fundamentally thinking about getting healthy. Back in December, you were the one who would have a fit just by exercising.”



    



    I must have been gaslighted.



    



    “Anyway, it’s true that Chan-yong’s body has improved significantly compared to before, but there are still some areas that need work. Chan-yong, what’s your target weight?”



    



    “80 kg.”



    



    “On average, skeletal muscle mass should be about 48% of your body weight. Based on your current weight, that would be 45.5 kg. At 80 kg, that means around 36 kg. So moving forward, during your diet, you need to ensure that your skeletal muscle mass doesn’t decrease by focusing on weight training, nutrition intake, and rest more effectively.”



    



    It seems like there’s still a long way to go.



    



    “Your body fat mass is still too high. The healthy body you want should ideally be between 10-20%. If we aim for a comfortable 20%, you’d need to lose 12.8 kg.”



    



    “If I lose that much body fat, I’d be at 82 kg?”



    



    That’s close to my target weight.



    



    “Right. In terms of BMI, that would be just under 25, which is healthy.”



    



    “What about you?”



    



    “What about me?”



    



    “How about you?”



    



    └ Let’s do a mid-check before the competition.



    



    └ Let’s reveal the InBody results!



    



    └ It’s been a while, let’s go!



    



    └ He looks good these days, but if he’s going to compete, he’ll need to cut a lot.



    



    └ Judging by the fact that he hasn’t been wearing fitted clothes lately, it seems he’s gained some weight.



    



    └ Is he bulking?



    



    └ It’s obvious he’s gained some weight; he can’t reveal it, lol.



    



    └ For real, this isn’t the old Defi.



    



    Cha Ji-chan seems to be flustered.



    



    He’s probably worried about his recent binge eating.



    



    “But the BMI doesn’t accurately reflect muscle condition, so it doesn’t have much significance.”



    



    “Why is your tongue so long?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan’s eyebrows twitched.



    



    After confirming his blood sugar was high last week and still eating Zero snacks, it seems like provoking him is the way to get him to pay attention.



    



    The viewers seem to find it entertaining and request the InBody results, so Cha Ji-chan reluctantly stepped on the scale.



    



    “By the way, Ji-chan was crazy about donuts while walking up to the sky.”



    



    “Hey.”



    



    After finishing the measurements, Cha Ji-chan interrupted me.



    



    “I ate donuts, macarons, and daquois like there was no tomorrow.”



    



    “The results are in.”



    



    PD Ahn Sang-kyu brought over the results sheet precisely. I snatched it before Cha Ji-chan could grab it, and it was clear the binge eating had an effect.



    



    “Height: 168 cm, Weight: 85 kg, Skeletal Muscle Mass: 42.1 kg, Body Fat Mass: 13.6 kg.”



    



    └ Whoa;;;



    



    └ Wow, he looks good.



    



    └ Does that skeletal muscle mass make sense for that height, lol?



    



    └ For real, with that height, he’d win anywhere. But why has the body fat mass increased?



    



    └ Show us your bare chest, uncle!



    



    └ No way, lol. Did you transfer Chan-yong's fat to him? Where’s the Cha Ji-chan who had a body fat mass of 5 kg last year?



    



    └ It seems like there’s still some left?



    



    └ Just looking at his arms, he’s gained a lot of weight. He used to be ripped, but now his definition is hidden.



    



    └ No way, he’s not at the level to compete, lol!



    



    └ He’s turning into a muscle pig, isn’t he??



    



    └ Donuts are that scary?



    



    After reading through the chat, it’s clear that his muscle mass is among the highest for his height.



    



    “…….”



    



    Cha Ji-chan, looking shocked, snatched the results and stared at them for a while.



    



    “How much body fat percentage should I have to compete?”



    



    He asked PD Ahn Sang-kyu.



    



    “Typically, you should aim for about 4-5%. With your current body, you’d get eliminated right away if you competed.”



    



    The viewers enjoy PD Ahn Sang-kyu’s bluntness.



    



    “Okay.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan threw down the results sheet.



    



    “Starting today, I’m going to start burning body fat. Since Chan-yong needs to maintain his muscle while losing body fat, this is perfect.”



    



    I feel uneasy.



    



    “What are you planning to do?”



    



    “The best workout for this situation is conditioning exercises. It’s a method to reduce body fat while maintaining muscle.”



    



    “Are you talking to me?”



    



    “Have you heard of it?”



    



    “No.”



    



    “You can think of it as combining aerobic and anaerobic exercises easily.”



    



    “I don't want to know.”



    



    “The reason this is effective is that when you sustain high-intensity workouts, your body runs out of oxygen, right? That’s called the oxygen debt phenomenon.”



    



    “Then that’s not good.”



    



    “If you maintain that state, you’ll be gasping for air even after finishing your workout, right?”



    



    “...Yeah.”



    



    “While you’re breathing like that, both fat and carbohydrates are continuously burned. The most representative exercise is the burpee.”



    



    “I’m out of here.”



    



    “Hold on. We need to do today’s broadcast. You’ll start with something easy.”



    



    “Wait a minute.”



    



    “You’ve done enough squats, right? Get into a squat position and just touch the ground.”



    



    “I’m not mentally prepared for this.”



    



    “No, you are. Stretch your legs back. Straighten your knees. You’ve done plenty of push-ups in school, right? Good.”



    



    I don’t know why he thinks I’m ready when I said I’m not.



    



    “Now pull your legs back to your chest into a squat position. Then come up. When you’re almost up, jump and grab the bar. Just like that.”



    



    “No, I know this exercise.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “Yeah. It’s a killer workout.”



    



    “That’s why it’s so effective.”



    



    “What about you? What will you do?”



    



    “I’ll do push-ups and pull-ups together. Watch.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan moved under the pull-up bar.



    



    He squatted down like he was doing a squat, then stretched his legs back to do a push-up, stood up, and jumped to grab the bar.



    



    After doing one pull-up, he came down and squatted again.



    



    He’s out of his mind.



    



    “...”



    



    “Okay, let’s do 100 of these for three sets today.”



    



    “Are you crazy?”



    



    “If you finish 100 before me, I’ll give you ten personal training sessions.”



    



    “I don’t need it.”



    



    “Beef.”



    



    “Start.”



    



    The beef that Cha Ji-chan buys is different from regular beef; it’s just on another level.



    



    Moreover, unlike me, Cha Ji-chan added push-ups and pull-ups to the regular burpees.



    



    In contrast, I only had to stretch my legs back during the squats and then stand up, so it wasn’t impossible for someone like me who had done countless squats.



    



    “Huff. Huff.”



    



    Actually, it seems impossible.



    



    As I surpassed 30, I felt like I was gasping for air.



    



    My form started to falter, while the monster across from me seemed unfazed, increasing his speed.



    



    As I reached 50, my thighs began to react.



    



    “Huff. Huff.”



    



    “Good! You’re doing well!”



    



    The difference in our counts was slowly decreasing.



    



    “No.”



    



    I was too out of it to count how many I had done, while Cha Ji-chan did a push-up and even clapped in mid-air.



    



    I sneaked a look at the monitor, and before I knew it, the numbers were displayed in front of me.



    



    I had done 67, and Cha Ji-chan had done 60.



    



    “Huff. Huff.”



    



    By the time I hit 70, my mind felt hazy, and I could barely jump off the ground, but when I reached 80, it felt like my chest was about to explode, so I collapsed onto the mat.



    



    “Get it together! Huh? Aren’t you going to eat beef?”



    



    Beef or not, I feel like I’m going to die.



    



    I flipped over, lying flat on my back, just trying to breathe, and Cha Ji-chan’s movements had also noticeably slowed.



    



    I was gasping, and my breathing became heavier, while my clothes were visibly soaked with sweat.



    



    Barely getting up, I started the burpees again, but Cha Ji-chan was already ahead of me, and my exhausted body couldn’t overtake him.



    



    In the end, while Cha Ji-chan finished 100 first, hands on his hips and panting, I managed to complete my own 100.



    



    “Wow. That’s impressive!”



    



    “Hah. Hah. Hah.”



    



    “Anyone who hasn’t tried this can’t do 100 reps. Your basic endurance has definitely improved.”



    



    I was too exhausted to respond, just lying there and gasping for breath when Cha Ji-chan threw a towel at me.



    



    “Okay, we’ll go again in three minutes.”



    



    “...I can’t do it.”



    



    “You’re the one who walked to Busan. You can do this.”



    



    Shaking my head, Cha Ji-chan forcibly made me sit up.



    



    I should have just let myself eat donuts instead of provoking myself about gaining weight.
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    Thursday.



    



    After pushing myself too hard yesterday, I could barely get up.



    



    I couldn’t even attempt the last set of three and collapsed, and after all that effort, I didn’t get to eat the beef.



    



    “Sigh.”



    



    After lying there for a while, I finally managed to sit up just before it was getting close to noon.



    



    Today, I needed to look at houses all day.



    



    I’ve been looking for two weeks now, but I haven’t found a place I like, which is a problem. I decided today would be the day to find a place to live, and I even announced that I would take a break from training for the day.



    



    Cha Ji-chan told me not to feel pressured and to relax, but I needed to find my own house soon so I could prepare meals like kimchi and watch movies late at night with my family.



    



    I got into my car and called Mu-keun-ji.



    



    Your call has been connected.



    



    “Did you sleep well?”



    



    As usual.



    



    “Your voice sounds nice. I’m on my way now. It should take about 30 minutes.”



    



    Take your time.



    



    Deep down, I knew she wanted to see me quickly, but I could tell she was also worried about the possibility of an accident, which was adorable.



    



    As I hurried, Mu-keun-ji was already waiting in front of the house.



    



    “Did you miss me that much?”



    



    “What are you talking about?”



    



    “You came out to wait for me.”



    



    “It’s just that if a car waits too long in a narrow alley, it can cause traffic issues, so I came out early.”



    



    Seeing her embarrassed like this was cute.



    



    “Why are you smiling?”



    



    “Because you’re cute.”



    



    Mu-keun-ji fell silent.



    



    “Today would be great if we could finalize something. House hunting is tough.”



    



    “It’s because your conditions are too strict.”



    



    Real estate agents or homeowners would explain various advantages, but they always fell short in my eyes.



    



    That’s why my decisions kept getting postponed.



    



    “It would be good to organize and check your specific conditions.”



    



    Mu-keun-ji took out a tablet from her bag.



    



    “Go ahead and tell me.”



    



    “First, I’d prefer a south-facing house. Somewhere that gets plenty of sunlight.”



    



    “South-facing.”



    



    “I want to avoid newly built places too. I had atopic dermatitis as a child.”



    



    “Are you still suffering from it?”



    



    “No.”



    



    “Then there shouldn’t be a problem.”



    



    “It could be hereditary, so you never know.”



    



    “...Understood.”



    



    “Next, I need four rooms.”



    



    “Why do you need four?”



    



    “One bedroom, two workspaces, and the rest could be used for board games or later as a baby’s room.”



    



    “Board games.”



    



    “You like them, don’t you? I read that for board game enthusiasts, having a room decorated like a study for games is a dream.”



    



    “...Why do you need two workspaces?”



    



    “You’ll need one when you work too. It’s good to have your own space, even if you don’t work from home.”



    



    She was silent, showing no reaction.



    



    I pulled over and turned to look at her, but she was staring blankly ahead.



    



    “What’s wrong?”



    



    “Huh?”



    



    “Were you thinking like that the whole time you were looking?”



    



    “What kind of thought?”



    



    “Thinking about living together with me as a premise.”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    The traffic light changed.



    



    “So, you want to go see places together?”



    



    “Of course. It’s a house we’ll eventually live in together, so we should look at it together.”



    



    “You were slow at first. This is too fast.”



    



    “Right?”



    



    I couldn’t help but smile.



    



    “I haven’t proposed yet, and we haven’t made any promises, but I just felt that way. If I’m buying a house, I want it to be a place we can share.”



    



    “What if I reject you? No one can guarantee the future.”



    



    “For example?”



    



    “Someone else might come into your life. If that happens…”



    



    “That won’t happen.”



    



    “…….”



    



    “I can only marry Eun-ji. So, there’s no chance I would live with someone else in the house we picked together.”



    



    Mu-keun-ji turned her head to the right and fell silent for a while.



    



    ***



    



    The house we were going to see today was an apartment located in the Dongjak District.



    



    It’s close to Yeouido, Yongsan, and Gangnam, and on weekends, it’s nice for a light stroll around the nearby park or the Han River.



    



    Itaewon Station is also relatively nearby, and there are elementary, middle, and high schools in the vicinity.



    



    When going back to my hometown, it’s a quick trip as long as I can endure a little traffic in Banpo, which is the case anywhere in Seoul.



    



    Going downwards might even be faster.



    



    I hoped the property would be good.



    



    “…….”



    



    “…….”



    



    Both Mu-keun-ji and I were left speechless.



    



    The kitchen was arranged in a “ㄷ” shape, with a white cabinet under a black marble sink and dark wood decor.



    



    An air conditioner was installed in the ceiling, and I liked the partition that separated the living room from the dressing room, along with the spacious living room.



    



    When I opened the window, I could hear the sounds from outside, which made me realize just how well soundproofed this place was.



    



    “Don’t be fooled by the furniture.”



    



    “It looks like a newly built place, but it’s just clean.”



    



    “Still, it’s pretty, right?”



    



    “It is pretty.”



    



    “There’s a park nearby.”



    



    “It’s convenient for getting around Seoul.”



    



    “And to the countryside as well. Where is your hometown, Eun-ji?”



    



    “It’s Anyang.”



    



    “Wow. That’s amazing.”



    



    Excited, I started talking about various things, but then I suddenly noticed the pleased expressions of the realtor and the homeowner.



    



    ***



    



    “Then I’ll be in touch.”



    



    After looking at a few more places, we headed to the office.



    



    “Which one was the best?”



    



    “The first one was the best. The locations were all similar, but…”



    



    “Recent builds really are nice.”



    



    “It was nice.”



    



    “The smart things were surprising, right?”



    



    “I didn’t even know that existed.”



    



    “Neither did I.”



    



    “But the price is a problem.”



    



    32 pyeong for 1.3 billion won. I had been thinking of a maximum of 1 billion won, and it was well over that.



    



    I could look into loans, but the interest rates are high right now, so there are many concerns on that front.



    



    Most of all, there’s still the perception that housing prices are high, which makes me hesitate in making a choice.



    



    When I brought that up, Mu-keun-ji nodded in agreement.



    



    “I think the same. But I can’t keep relying on Cha-nyong’s place until prices drop.”



    



    “That’s true. There’s also the issue of my belongings.”



    



    I had piled up the furniture and appliances from my old place in one corner of my current office. Even if there are fewer people coming and going, I can’t just leave them there indefinitely.



    



    Above all, it’s inconvenient not to have my own place.



    



    “Come in.”



    



    “Where to?”



    



    Mu-keun-ji looked at me intently.



    



    “Excuse me?”



    



    “Why are you so surprised? We’ve been looking for a place to live together.”



    



    “Still, it feels too sudden.”



    



    “Anything sudden tends to come from your side.”



    



    Thinking back, that might actually be true.



    



    “Even if Cha-nyong is okay with it, there will be inconveniences. Since it’s already been over two weeks, why don’t you come out and sleep at my place?”



    



    “But that would be inconvenient for Eun-ji.”



    



    “There’s enough space for one more person to lie down.”



    



    “You’re not an ordinary person.”



    



    “I’m not ordinary either, so it’s fine. Together, we make up two portions.”



    



    The expression that I and Mu-keun-ji together make two portions, with my 1.5-person frame and her 0.5-person frame, somehow made me happy.



    



    “I like that saying.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    I smiled a little.



    



    Before heading to Mu-keun-ji’s house, we stopped by the supermarket to buy groceries.



    



    While thinking about what to prepare for dinner, I decided to ask directly.



    



    “Is there anything you want to eat?”



    



    “Nothing in particular.”



    



    “……How is that possible?”



    



    “What do you mean by ‘how’?”



    



    “How can you not want to eat anything?”



    



    “Isn’t that normal? It’s actually strange to always have a craving for certain foods.”



    



    “Is that so?”



    



    “What do you want to eat, Chan-yong?”



    



    “Right now, I want some seasoned fried chicken from my in-laws’ house with a bowl of microwavable rice.”



    



    “That won’t do.”



    



    I thought about grilling some meat but decided against it since I didn’t know how the studio apartment was laid out.



    



    “By the way, do you have a frying pan?”



    



    “I don’t have one.”



    



    “What? Then do you have a pot?”



    



    “I don’t have that either.”



    



    “……Do you have utensils?”



    



    “I don’t have those either.”



    



    “Then how did you eat?”



    



    “I’ve been on liquid food.”



    



    “No, you’ve been eating solid food recently.”



    



    “I just bought salads from outside and used disposable forks to eat.”



    



    “Oh my. Instead of choosing food, we should be buying utensils first.”



    



    “There’s no need for that. We can just buy a salad on the way in.”



    



    “Is it normal for a person living somewhere to have not even a spoon or chopsticks? Do you have cups?”



    



    “I do have cups,” Mu-keun-ji replied proudly.



    



    How can she be so shameless?



    



    “I need utensils. If I keep eating takeout, I’ll starve to death.”



    



    “Then let’s just buy some and take them inside.”



    



    As we headed towards the corner where the kitchen utensils were, I suddenly turned my head and saw the name "Zero" in the snack aisle.



    



    “Hmm?”



    

    



















I felt a surge of joy as I approached the section, thinking that along with Zero drinks, they now had Zero snacks, too. The labels read “sugar-free” and “zero sugar.”





There were two options: cake products and chocolate chip snacks, and I would be happy with either.





As I picked one up and placed it in the cart, Mu-keun-ji took one out and put it back in turn.





“Eun-ji?”





“No, that won’t do.”





“Why not? It says it's zero.”





“I looked for snacks that you could eat, but this product raises blood sugar levels.”





“......”





“While it claims to have no sugar or sugar content, like zero cola, one might mistakenly think it won’t raise blood sugar, but that’s not true.”





Mu-keun-ji was looking for snacks for me. I felt happy.





“Look at the ingredient list.”





She showed me the zero chocolate chip cookies.





“Although it says 0g of sugar content, it contains 60g of carbohydrates. Carbohydrates...”





“Are derivatives of sugar, right?”





While carbohydrates are not classified as sugar, they turn into sugar once ingested.





So just because a product says it doesn’t contain sugar doesn’t mean that high-carbohydrate foods won’t raise blood sugar levels.





“Furthermore, it contains sugar alcohol. Some sugar alcohols can cause diarrhea, so be cautious.”





“Got it.”





“Additionally, it has 14g of saturated fat. As far as I know, if you consume a lot of carbohydrates, you should consume less saturated fat, and if you eat a lot of saturated fat, you should eat fewer carbohydrates. But this product has high levels of both components.”





“Understood.”





“So it’s less harmful than other snacks, but it’s still not good for you. So focus on being healthy instead of eating this.”





I felt so happy.





“Why are you smiling so much?”





“Because I’m happy. When did you start researching these things?”





“I happened to find out while doing research for content.”





“Come on. You looked this up thinking about me, didn’t you?”





“No, I didn’t.”





“I’m always thinking about you. Were you thinking about me too?”





Mu-keun-ji looked around and lowered her voice.





“This is a public place. Please stop.”





“Why? My girlfriend studies all these things thinking about me, so I just wanted to brag a little.”





“It’s embarrassing when you say things like that all the time.”





“How so?”





“Bluffing.”





“Excuse me?”





“So I’d prefer it if you kept that for when we’re alone together.”





With her face slightly lowered, Mu-keun-ji pulled the cart ahead of me. Seeing her so embarrassed, I almost asked if it wasn’t flirting rather than bluffing, but I held my tongue, fearing I might end up going home alone.
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    Friday.



    



    I took Mu-keun-ji to the office for a meeting with PD Park Sang-cheol.



    



    As Mu-keun-ji opened the car door halfway, she turned her head.



    



    “You definitely need to negotiate for a higher appearance fee.”



    



    “Yeah, I remember what I learned yesterday.”



    



    When we signed the contract for Season 1 of “Baekban Ttara,” the subscriber count was low, so we had no choice, but now the situation is different. She drilled it into me that I must negotiate for a higher fee.



    



    “Well then, have a good time.”



    



    “I’ll be back before 5.”



    



    After saying our goodbyes, I headed straight to the WTV building.



    



    Upon entering the meeting room with guidance, I saw Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin already there.



    



    It was the first time the four of us had gathered since "Walking to the Sky," but since we work together every week, it didn’t feel particularly special.



    



    “Hey, I heard you’re doing shorts. When are you starting?” Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    “I’ve made them.”



    



    “Really? When?”



    



    “Yesterday. I haven’t uploaded them yet, but I’ll start putting them up one by one from tomorrow.”



    



    “What’s the name?” Joo Ji-seung asked.



    



    “Ah. Just listen. I had a lot of candidates, you know? ‘One Bite,’ ‘Snack Size,’ ‘Half Dish,’ ‘Hole-in-the-Wall Store,’ ‘Delivery Side Dishes,’ and so on?”



    



    “And?”



    



    “So Eun-ji said ‘One Bite’ sounded good, so let’s go with that. I opposed it because I hate the phrase ‘just one bite’ more than anything.”



    



    “So?”



    



    “That’s why I named it ‘One Bite.’”



    



    The three of them squinted their eyes.



    



    “Doesn’t that sound weird?”



    



    “The revenue from the shorts will be split 50% between Eun-ji and the editor. We agreed to operate independently, so we went with the head of the project’s opinion.”



    



    “True. You probably don’t have time to focus on anything else now.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan yawned, apparently pushing himself too hard to lose body fat these days.



    



    “You do the same thing.”



    



    “Yeah, but I’ll check the final version. If there’s a problem later, it’ll be frustrating. It’s less annoying to at least look it over first.”



    



    That’s a valid point.



    



    If there’s a mistake in the video, incorrect information, or something that could cause social controversy, the fallout will solely land on the YouTuber.



    



    Later, even if the editor messes up, the responsibility falls on the YouTuber.



    



    That’s why I think it’s important to personally verify everything. Not just me and Cha Ji-chan, but also Joo Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin all check everything themselves before uploading.



    



    The information about MSG and zero products was all wrong, leading to misunderstandings among people.



    



    We need to be responsible to prevent such misunderstandings.



    



    “Nice to meet you.”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol and the writers entered.



    



    “Hello.”



    



    After exchanging introductions, we immediately shared the agenda for today’s meeting.



    



    “The concept for Season 2 of ‘Baekban Ttara’ is cost-effectiveness. With prices being high these days, there’s public sentiment that dining out is a burden. So, we plan to visit tasty yet affordable restaurants in various regions.”



    



    Everyone nodded in agreement.



    



    “We’ll maintain the same approach as before. You can freely enjoy travel and dining within the set budget.”



    



    “That amount isn’t enough to enjoy anything,” Baek Woo-jin grumbled.



    



    During Season 1, we always faced budget issues because the production team set the allowance too tightly.



    



    “That’s why we prepared a game to play during travel,” he continued.



    



    “A game?”



    



    “If you succeed, you’ll get extra spending money.”



    



    “And if you fail?”



    



    “You’ll just have to settle for the regular noodles instead of the black bean noodles.”



    



    “Doesn’t that mean you’ll end up with plain noodles instead of black bean noodles?” Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    “Woo-jin, hyung isn’t that bad of a person. If you keep saying that, Ji-seung will misunderstand.”



    



    “It’s not a misunderstanding; it’s true. This hyung is really mean.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin said this loudly, clearly wanting everyone to hear.



    



    We all laughed, including the writers, which made PD Park Sang-cheol sigh heavily.



    



    “I think it’s okay. At least you’re getting some minimum amount, right?”



    



    When I stepped in, one of the writers exclaimed.



    



    “That’s because PD said it would be good to add more entertainment elements this time. Since Baek Seung-yong showed such a good side.”



    



    It’s a compliment, but it also makes me uneasy.



    



    “So, we’ll start with 0 won, and you’ll accumulate money by playing games.”



    



    “Ugh.”



    



    “That’s ridiculous.”



    



    “See? This is totally evil! What did you do with the production budget?”



    



    “This isn’t right.”



    



    As we each chimed in with our disbelief, PD Park Sang-cheol stepped in to calm us down.



    



    “No, no. It’s not as difficult as you think. For example, guessing a person.”



    



    When PD Park signaled, one of the writers showed a picture of a person's face on their phone.



    



    “…”



    



    Silence fell over the room.



    



    I couldn’t even guess who it was.



    



    “Don’t you know? This is a super popular idol right now.”



    



    “Come on, how would we know about idols?”



    



    “I got it! You’re trying to trick us. You bring in a famous idol, and if we can’t recognize them, what are we supposed to do about it?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who had been getting teased, reacted dramatically, but I wasn’t much different.



    



    “That’s a difficult question. How about this?”



    



    PD Park showed us the face of a former president.



    



    “No.”



    

    



















Everyone was dumbfounded, unable to speak.





Feeling like I needed to say something, I finally opened my mouth.





“Hyung, are you trying to torture us right now?”





“Why? Anyone can recognize this person.”





“Sure, but we shouldn’t be doing this! It’s not just us; you could end up in trouble too! Why bring politicians into this in the first place?”





“Why not? You all make political jokes on your broadcasts sometimes.”





“I really can’t trust you right now. I’m not doing it.”





Baek Woo-jin stood up.





“It’s a joke! Sit down. Do you think I would actually put this on air?”





“Is that for real?”





“Of course.”





Baek Woo-jin sat down, glaring at PD Park Sang-cheol with a sour expression.





It did seem odd.





Someone like Park Sang-cheol, who has been in the broadcasting industry for so long, wouldn’t propose a game involving guessing the names of politicians’ faces—a game where you get criticized no matter whether you get it right or wrong.





“...Wait a minute.”





Everyone turned to look at me.





“Are you bringing up this ridiculous idea to smooth over the 0 won start?”





PD Park Sang-cheol burst into laughter.





“Oh come on, why would you say something like that?”





“See? You’re laughing, so it must be true.”





“How much do you think I’m trying to save by doing this? Is spending money on you guys such a waste to me? Shouldn’t I just propose lowering your appearance fees altogether?”





At this point, Baek Woo-jin’s outburst felt refreshing.





“Do you really think it’s about saving money? It’s because it seems entertaining for the broadcast.”





“Fine, let’s say we go with your idea. But what if we lose all the games? Then we have 0 won. What are we supposed to do for filming? We have to do something.”





At Cha Ji-chan’s question, PD Park Sang-cheol thought for a moment before breaking into a grin.





“What’s with that disgusting face? You’re not suggesting we pay out of pocket, are you?”





“No way.”





“Then what?”





“We lost the game, so we can’t use our own money. We’ll have to make it up with our bodies instead.”





“Ugh.”





“I’ve seen this hyung putting celebrities through hardships! I’ve seen them catch fish!”





“Everyone, calm down. These days, if we do something like that, we’ll get criticized for being abusive,” PD Park Sang-cheol said with a friendly smile.





I didn’t believe him.





“I thought that seeing you guys do lunches and donations, maybe it wouldn’t be bad to have a program like that. In the past, there used to be a lot of shows focused on good deeds, but we hardly see them now.”





“...”





“Going out to provide free meals, serving food, cooking. Picking up trash. In the fall, we could even deliver coal. What do you think?”





If it’s something like that, there’s no reason to refuse.





“How can you say no to that? If anything, if we guess correctly, we’d probably get criticized instead.”





“Exactly. So I’ll only ask questions that are clearly difficult. They won’t be able to guess.”





“Honestly, that would be so absurd that it might just make me laugh.”





“That’s the reaction I’m hoping for.”





“So in the end, this isn’t a food travel show; it’s more about directly engaging with the local community, just like ‘Walking to the Sky’?”





“Correct.”





The truth is, there are so many shows that search for good restaurants that Season 1 of ‘Baekban Ttara’ didn’t have much differentiation.





But with this approach, it aligns well with the direction we’ve been working towards, and it’s something we can welcome.





“So what does that mean? It ultimately means you’re not giving us any spending money,” Baek Woo-jin interjected.





“Right?”





Everyone fell silent, seemingly organizing their thoughts.





“I’m okay with it. If I think of it as doing good and getting food in return, it’s not bad at all.”





“Me too.”























As I shared my thoughts, Ju Ji-seung agreed. Cha Ji-chan nodded in response, while only Baek Woo-jin remained silent about his stance.





When everyone looked at him, he opened his mouth with a sulky expression.





“If you said it like that from the beginning, we wouldn't have had any issues! Did you have to twist it around like it was a food travel show? Did I look like the kind of person who would need to be told to say that?”





“Right. Honestly, I felt a bit sorry. I was worried about being rejected, so I tried to phrase it gently.”





“...Fine. But the appearance fee is a different matter.”





“Of course. Of course.”





In the end, even Baek Woo-jin accepted.





PD Park Sang-cheol is truly a scary person.





***





Since the appearance fee is a sensitive matter, we each signed contracts separately, but there was no reason to hide anything among us.





As soon as we left WTV, the topic of appearance fees came up.





“How much did you get, Ji-chan hyung?”





“300. How about you?”





“200.”





“Me too, 200.”





Cha Ji-chan revealed he was getting 3 million won per episode, while Baek Woo-jin and Ju Ji-seung were each getting 2 million won, looking at me for my share.





“...300.”





“Huh?”





Baek Woo-jin asked, surprised.





“Did you get evaluated alongside Ji-chan?”





“Wow, you really got a big jump in your fees, huh?”





I was just as surprised.





I had predicted Cha Ji-chan would get the most since he had 280,000 subscribers, while Ju Ji-seung, Baek Woo-jin, and I had 1.08 million, 1.7 million, and 1 million subscribers, respectively.





I thought it would be a relief if Ju Ji-seung and I were close in our fees, but when we shared our appearance fee information, I found out I had been contracted for the same amount as Cha Ji-chan.





It seemed to be thanks to the negotiation strategies that Muk Eun-ji had shared.





“That's awesome!”





Cha Ji-chan and Ju Ji-seung congratulated me, but Baek Woo-jin clutched his stomach and groaned.





“Ugh.”





“What’s wrong? Are you in pain?”





“My stomach hurts! Ugh, it hurts!”





“Dude, if your hyung succeeded, you should be congratulating him.”





“I’m just envious!”





Hearing such frankness made me laugh instead.





“You're jealous, huh? Then you should learn how to negotiate better.”





“What? Give me some tips.”





Ju Ji-seung asked.





“When I appeared in Season 1, I barely got paid at all. Instead, I brought the YouTube videos.”





“And?”





“This time, I asked them to let me post videos on my channel if they couldn’t give me a high fee again. But they said that wouldn’t work.”





“Of course not. If they go up on your channel now, they’ll just steal all the views. Ah.”





“Ah.”





Baek Woo-jin seemed to have caught on to something.





“They said you don't have to worry about getting 200, right? But when you pushed for more, they hesitated a bit before bumping it up to 250?”





“Wow. Look at this guy's guts!”





“300, huh? Did they raise it again?”





“Wait a minute. Let's hear what Chan-yong has to say.”





“Eun-ji said that since the program would need to be completely re-planned without me and Woo-jin, I could afford to be a bit bold.”





“You need a good reason for that.”





“She said they would fix the appearance fee for the next program.”





All three of them tilted their heads in confusion.





“What does that mean? Isn’t that a good thing?”





“Eun-ji said that since the participants never know when things might go south, it’s good for them to have a promise of appearing in the next program. But from the production team’s perspective, it’s different. They feel stressed when the appearance fees keep going up for the participants.”





“How do they know the next program will do better?”





“Exactly. Who's sure that they’ll want to pay more?”





Ju Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin asked.





“This is also what Eun-ji said, but they’re looking for people who they think will do better. So from the production team’s standpoint, it’s better to pay 300 now and 300 for the next program rather than promising 400 later.”





“...Really?”





“What if it’s the same?”





Baek Woo-jin asked.





“If it’s the same, then I’ve confirmed that there’s a chance I’ll be invited back again, so that’s not a bad thing. Besides, they’ve already raised my appearance fee.”





“...That makes sense. But what if public opinion turns against you?”





“They usually don’t cast people who are likely to cause a scandal. The program could be shut down. If issues arise before starting the next program, they can just pay and hire someone else. The production team didn’t even sign a contract for the next program.”





“That’s true.”





While there is a certain range set for appearance fees, the production team also considers the room for negotiation.





This means they are willing to raise the appearance fee slightly to secure the necessary personnel.





“I think it’s only possible for him,” Cha Ji-chan interjected.





“Is there anyone else whose YouTube channel has grown more than him this year?”





Baek Woo-jin shook his head.





“It’s not someone else, and it’s not another time—it’s what he’s demanding right now, so the network can accept it.”





That was also something Muk Eun-ji had mentioned.





Since his popularity is rapidly increasing, the production team, which has been under constant stress about raising appearance fees, is likely to take an interest in him.





“What about me?”





“You should have talked like him. Does the production team dig up dirt to make a living? Were they supposed to give you what you want right from the start?”





“That’s true.”





Baek Woo-jin nodded.





He’s quick to agree when he gets enough information to understand the situation.




















































  
    ollowing the Meal (1)



    



    Saturday.



    



    The most exciting day of the week.



    



    “Make the side dishes.”



    



    “Ju Ji-yong.”



    



    At 11:30 AM, we started broadcasting from the Bucheon Banyasikgyeong studio.



    



    Even though the time slot was a bit awkward, around 10,000 viewers gathered, indicating that there are indeed many loyal viewers of Banyasikgyeong.



    



    “Today’s dish is fried rice. Chan-yong, you like fried rice, right?”



    



    “I love it!”



    



    “Today’s fried rice is also good for your health, so if you learn it, you can keep making it.”



    



    “But why is there tofu?”



    



    “Because it's tofu fried rice.”



    



    “I only like Mapo tofu over rice.”



    



    I had never heard of fried rice made with tofu before.



    



    “Okay, let’s start with the preparation. As always, we’ll be making two servings. Chan-yong, crack four eggs and chop the green onion and onion finely.”



    



    “Yes, Chef.”



    



    While Chan-yong was busy preparing the eggs, Ju Ji-seung got the tofu ready.



    



    “Chan-yong is chopping one green onion and one onion finely, and I’ll fry one block of tofu.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung placed the tofu in the frying pan.



    



    “Aren't you using cooking oil?”



    



    “Nope. Tofu has a lot of moisture. If you add oil, it’ll splatter.”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    “Everyone, be careful. Right now, we’re cooking the tofu while drying out the moisture. Just put the tofu in without oil and crumble it like this.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung quickly stirred the crumbled tofu.



    



    As time passed, a nutty aroma began to rise.



    



    “Once the moisture is all gone, we’ll add cooking oil and toss in the green onion and onion to stir-fry together.”



    



    The sizzling sound was very appetizing.



    



    “Once the onion becomes translucent, add a tablespoon of soy sauce and a tablespoon of oyster sauce, then throw in a bowl of rice. Keep stir-frying.”



    



    “This is going to be delicious.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “Yeah. With soy sauce and oyster sauce, it can’t be bad.”



    



    “Ha-ha! Once the rice and tofu are well mixed, pour in the beaten eggs and stir-fry quickly. The key is to wrap the tofu and rice with the eggs quickly.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung performed a flourish as he lifted and lowered the frying pan.



    



    Every time he did that, a rich, nutty aroma wafted out, stimulating my appetite.



    



    Sizzle-sizzle—



    



    The sound of a train, something I hadn't heard in a long time, resonated through the frying pan and transported me to the present.



    



    My heart raced like it did before embarking on a journey.



    



    “When it's done, sprinkle some pepper. Alright, give it a taste.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung served the tofu fried rice.



    



    The steam rising was reminiscent of the steam emitted by a train.



    



    Blowing on a spoonful and taking a big bite, I was transported to a scene of rice paddies unfolding before my eyes.



    



    The scenery outside the moving train began to move slowly, yellow like a ripe egg, while the white clouds floated like tofu.



    



    As I savored the grains of rice along with the savory aroma, the train gradually picked up speed.



    



    My heart raced as I quickly moved my spoon.



    



    “Wow. Ha-ha!”



    



    “Delicious, right?”



    



    “Yeah. It’s really tasty. There’s not much in it, but it’s so good.”



    



    “We only used one bowl of rice. The rest is tofu, so it’s rich in protein and will keep you full. The only thing lacking might be dietary fiber.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung served some young radish kimchi.



    



    “You can’t have fried rice without kimchi.”



    



    “I love it!”



    



    The cool young radish kimchi instantly refreshed my slightly oily palate.



    



    It felt like the cool breeze you feel when stepping out of a train station after a long journey.



    



    I think I’ll be making this often.



    



    ***



    



    After finishing the broadcast, Choi Mi-kael brought the car.



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    “You’re welcome. Have you found a place to live yet?”



    



    “Not yet. I want to find one quickly, but it’s not going as I hoped.”



    



    “Where are you looking?”



    



    Ju Ji-seung asked.



    



    “Actually, I have my eye on a place near Isu Station, but it’s too expensive.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung nodded in understanding.



    



    “Right. Ah, I’m also looking around since my lease is expiring, and it’s frustrating.”



    



    “Do you have to move too?”



    



    “Yeah. I have three months left, and I’m debating whether to move to Seoul or stay in Bucheon.”



    



    “Hm... Actually, as I’ve been searching for a place, I wonder if I really need to be in Seoul.”



    



    “Right? It’s too expensive.”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “But to be honest, I also have desires. Since I’ll be traveling a lot, I want to be somewhere that’s a bit more convenient to move around.”



    



    “So, Isu?”



    



    “Yeah. I’ve been looking in the Yongsan, Isu, and Sadang areas, but I can’t even touch Yongsan.”



    



    “Ha-ha. I know.”



    



    “What about you?”



    



    “Well, I want to go to Seoul, but my wife says there’s no need to overextend ourselves. I actually think the same way.”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “But lately, I’ve been gathering guests.”



    



    Since that time, Ju Ji-seung has been inviting famous personalities one by one to treat them to food.



    



    Since the guests can appear on a channel with a million subscribers, it’s a win-win for both sides, and YouTube viewership has been good, so recently, he has been collaborating with 1-2 guests every week.



    



    “But surprisingly, it has some influence.”



    



    “Really? I didn’t know that.”



    



    “Yeah. Whether they come from that side or I go somewhere, it’s all the same. Honestly, I was looking into Sadang just like you.”



    



    “Why Sadang?”



    



    “It’s convenient for moving around, and it seems like a feasible option.”



    



    I thought the same way.



    



    “Are we going to be neighbors?”



    



    “That’d be great. Since we see each other often anyway, we’d save time on commuting. We could also grab a meal together occasionally.”



    



    “Hm.”



    



    “But Chan-yong.”



    



    “Yeah?”



    



    “Was Producer Muk originally involved in contract-related work at Hongdangmu?”



    



    “Yeah. He did that and handled external affairs. Why?”



    



    Ju Ji-seung pondered for a moment.



    



    “Like when you signed the advertisement contract for the rice cooker last time, or the WH contract, and now your appearance fee. I’ve heard rumors that he’s good, but it’s impressive.”



    



    “Right. Our Eun-ji is amazing.”



    



    “I thought about it carefully, and my contract with Tomato is up this year. But working with Producer Muk seems better than continuing with Tomato.”



    



    “Of course. I’m not envious of big corporations. As long as I have Eun-ji, I’m good.”



    



    “So, what if we create our own company together?”



    



    “...Huh?”



    



    “If Producer Muk takes on the management role, I’ll give you the same percentage that Tomato was getting. If starting a separate company feels off, I can just contract with your corporation.”



    



    I was surprised by the proposal itself, but my joy at how much Muk is being recognized overshadowed it.



    



    Even though I didn’t know the exact amount Ju Ji-seung was sharing with Tomato, it must be in the tens of millions.



    



    To me, this was a sign that Muk’s abilities were being highly valued over the benefits of the contract with Tomato, which made me incredibly happy.



    



    “Right now, I’m just so surprised that I can’t think straight.”



    



    “Ha-ha. Right.”



    



    Neither of us is the type to find it difficult to communicate, so Ju Ji-seung probably thought carefully before bringing it up casually.



    



    “I’ll talk to Eun-ji about it.”



    



    “Okay. Take your time and think it over.”



    



    “Sure.”



    



    ***



    



    When I conveyed Ju Ji-seung’s words, Muk slowly lifted his head, looking pleased.



    



    “I refuse.”



    



    “Huh?”



    



    “Why are you so surprised?”



    



    “It seemed like you were pleased.”



    



    “It’s always a joy to have my abilities recognized.”



    



    “Then why are you refusing?”



    



    “I just started a Shorts channel. And as a producer, I’m still a beginner.”



    



    Muk poured me a cup of tangerine tea, which he likes.



    



    “Right now, I need to focus on planning content for the side dish store and ‘One Bite Only.’ I don’t have the capacity to take on other projects.”



    



    “That’s something you can start next year. By then, if you find someone else, Eun-ji’s burden will be reduced.”



    



    “We talked before about things we need to be careful about. Do you remember?”



    



    “Expanding the business?”



    



    “Yes. The side dish store is currently growing rapidly. Since the growth is so fast, there’s a chance we might overlook important things. I want the side dish store to become more solid.”



    



    I nodded in agreement.



    



    “I understand Eun-ji’s perspective. I really appreciate it.”



    



    “What do you think, Chan-yong?”



    



    “I see it positively.”



    



    Muk looked straight at me.



    



    When we first met, I thought his demeanor was very stiff, but now I trust he’ll listen to whatever I say.



    



    “Ju Ji-seung and I will continue to work on various content together. For example, in the case of ‘Making Side Dishes for Ju Ji-seung,’ I’m personally benefiting from it, and the views have been consistently good.”



    



    “Indeed.”



    



    “On the other hand, I feel a bit of a gap in the external work for ‘Banya Sikgyeong.’ Although Mikael has good planning skills, he’s a bit weak in that area, so we’re entirely relying on Tomato. They only bring in big projects without considering the quality of the products.”



    



    “That’s efficient, I guess.”



    



    “Right. Tomato might think that way, but Ju Ji-seung has a different perspective. That’s why they often decline offers, leading to stress for both sides.”



    



    Muk slowly nodded in agreement.



    



    “On the other hand, we’re lacking in planning skills. Eun-ji and I are trying our best, but I’m spending more time as an actor, and Eun-ji is overwhelmed with her current workload.”



    



    “You can do it.”



    



    “No, you’re doing planning, editing, subtitles, and external affairs all by yourself.”



    



    “I’m just helping you out.”



    



    “We plan and edit together, but you’re handling external affairs and company management alone. Plus, you just started a Shorts channel.”



    



    “...”



    



    “Eun-ji is also trying to refuse this offer to solidify the side dish store’s foundation, so I don’t think it’s entirely unrelated.”



    



    “Just as you said, that’s true.”



    



    “But what if Mikael helps with our planning to some extent, and Eun-ji takes care of external affairs for ‘Banya Sikgyeong’? We could focus on what we do best, right? I thought that might be more efficient.”



    



    Muk took a sip of tangerine tea and pondered.



    



    “I see. If we’re talking about efficiency, that might be better.”



    



    “Is something bothering you?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    Just like Muk, I’m ready to listen to whatever she has to say.



    



    I gently nodded to encourage her, and Muk unexpectedly said something.



    



    “I’m hesitant about letting someone else into our company.”



    



    “...Huh?”



    



    “Ju Ji-seung’s proposal certainly has its merits. Even just by guessing, we could earn several million, and I’m sure others would want to assign similar work to me. It’s a small industry.”



    



    The word spreads quickly in this industry.



    



    “If that happens, it’ll be hard for you and me to maintain our close relationship like now. I don’t want that.”



    



    “Haha. Ah, um. Oh.”



    



    “I want to create programs that I’ve planned and have you handle them, and then we’ll edit them together. I want to be able to lie side by side before bed, looking at comments together, laughing together, getting angry together, complimenting each other, and comforting each other.”



    



    “That sounds great!”



    



    “It does.”



    



    “Um. That’s good. I’ll refuse this offer.”



    



    “Please let me know if you need help without interfering with your current work, and I’ll do my best to assist you. I can manage that much.”



    



    I shook her hand.



    



    “Maybe—no, I’m sure there will come a day when I want to grow the side dish store.”



    



    “That’s how it should be.”



    



    “Do you think your thoughts will change by then?”



    



    “When that time comes, I’ll have become competent enough to handle everything, so there will be no problem.”



    



    “Ha ha ha. But what if you end up exhausting yourself?”



    



    “That won’t happen. I’ll take care of my health, the side dish store, and you as well.”



    



    “Isn’t that a bit greedy?”



    



    “Yes. I’ve become quite the ambitious person.”



    



    “How did it come to this?”



    



    “It’s because of you, Chan-yong.”



    



    I share the same sentiment.



    



    I was once a terrible workaholic, and now I wish to be healthier than anyone else and have someone special in my heart.



    



    “I’ve become more ambitious because of Eun-ji, too.”



    



    “We can manage everything.”



    



    “Yeah. We can do that.”

  
    

    














Following the Side Dish (2)




As I busily worked, September arrived before I knew it.





The unusual heat persisted, but since the long rainy season had ended, people began to go out.





I also managed to catch up on the broadcasts, lectures, and advertisements that had piled up during that time.





I was preparing for new Wednesday content following the upcoming airing of Season 2 of "Following the Side Dish" on WTV, a Korean cuisine competition program called "Celebrating Korean Cuisine," and "How Long Will You Be Fat?"





It felt like the beginning of a new season.





And then…





"Well then."





"Yes. Goodbye."





After completing the transfer of ownership, I said goodbye to the landlord.





I now had my own home.





With many new beginnings on the horizon this fall, I couldn't put it off any longer.





While it wasn't the house I liked the most, I felt a sense of accomplishment simply because I had bought a house in Seoul without any debt.





"Congratulations."





Eun-ji, who was next to me, congratulated me.





"Thank you."





"Do I deserve congratulations too?"





"Of course."





Eun-ji slowly nodded her head.





"The move-in cleaning is tomorrow, and the moving day is this weekend. It will take a while to get everything organized, right?"





"That’s right. You should focus on your broadcast. I’ll take care of the organizing."





"Let’s do it together. We’re going home together anyway."





"You start filming next week. Don't worry about it; just focus on your work."





"Thank you."





Buuuuu—





A phone call came in. It was my mother.





"Yes, Mom."





You said you were buying a house today; did it go well?





"I just finished the ownership transfer. Now I have my own house."





Oh dear. My son is on TV and has succeeded, hasn’t he?





"Of course. I’ve really succeeded."





You must be busy with the move. Are you okay?





"Well, yes, but what can I do? I’ve already booked the cleaning service and the moving company. Don’t worry."





But you still have to organize your things. I’ll come up and help.





"Uh…"





Why? Do you not want me to come?





"No, it’s not that. It’s just that it might be inconvenient for you to travel back and forth. You don’t have to."





What are you saying? It’s no big deal for a mom to come see her son’s new house and cook him some side dishes.





I still hadn’t mentioned living with Eun-ji.





"Um… I have something urgent to take care of right now, so I’ll call you later."





Okay~





After hanging up, Eun-ji looked at me with a puzzled expression.





"Was that your mom?"





"Yes. She said she would come over."





"Why are you so flustered?"





"I haven’t told her that I’m living with Eun-ji yet. I was planning to mention it the next time she visits."





"…I haven’t mentioned it either."





"Not to your mom?"





"Yes. I don't think it's necessary to inform her. I still have a contract for the house I'm currently living in."





"Weren't you going to move in right away?"





Since I was still living with Eun-ji, I planned to move both my belongings and Eun-ji's into my new house soon after the purchase.





Eun-ji tilted her head and thought for a moment before speaking.





"I was going to, but there are some procedures left."





"What procedures?"





***





I visited WTV without even unpacking all my moving boxes.





Since I had been coming here frequently, I was starting to recognize more people, and when I entered the meeting room, writer Song No-eul jumped up in surprise.





"Hello."





"Oh, hello."





"Please sit here. Would you like some coffee? Juice? Oh, wait, I'm sorry! I forgot. Would green tea be okay?"





"Yes, green tea. Thank you."





Her somewhat tense demeanor made me feel awkward as well.





"As I mentioned in the email, 'Celebrating Korean Cuisine' focuses on reexamining our country's food. So we’ve recruited two teams from each region."





"Okay."





"The judges will be Ham Seok-ho, Park Jung-ah, Lee Chan-seok, Oh Mi-gyeong, and you, Chan-yong. So there will be five judges in total."





Ham Seok-ho is well-known as a Korean cuisine chef. He is active across various media and is a veteran who runs six restaurants nationwide.





Park Jung-ah and Lee Chan-seok are also young chefs who have ranked highly in several cooking competition shows, making them fully qualified judges.





Oh Mi-gyeong is a famous food columnist whose articles I occasionally read.





I couldn’t understand why I was among such esteemed individuals.





"Um..."





"Yes, go ahead."





"I’m not sure if I belong among such notable people."





"Why not? Your food expressions and reactions are really good! That's why a million people subscribe to you."





Song No-eul, the writer who contacted me about 'Celebrating Korean Cuisine,' said with shining eyes.





"Well, I do enjoy eating delicious food."





"Exactly!"





Talking with someone as bright and lively as her always feels energizing.





"But I haven’t studied food like these people have. The contestants will be amazing, and I feel like it’s right for someone without expertise like me to be judging."





"You don’t need to worry about that at all. Just be honest with your opinions. While expertise is important, it’s also essential to approach the judging with a pure feeling, like you do."





"Really?"





"Yes! The viewers will be curious about how someone with a taste similar to theirs evaluates the dishes."





"Then... I will give it a try."





"Thank you! I'll confirm the schedule with you again. Filming will be from October 1st to the end of November, every Tuesday from 10 AM until we finish. Is that alright?"





"Yes, that works for me."





"We expect to finish filming before 8 PM, but it might run a little late depending on the situation."





"Okay."





When filming, unexpected variables are bound to occur. I have factored that in to some extent.





“And this time, we’re planning to commercialize the products that received particularly good reactions among the winners of each round. We’ll also be proceeding with a menu that you recommend, Chan-yong.”





“Yes, I saw that in the email you sent.”





“This part will involve a separate advertising contract, so I’ll explain that in more detail later.”





“Where will it be produced?”





“Ottogi.”





“Excuse me?”





As a food company, it’s one of the most significant ones in our country.





“So, is this competition hosted by Ottogi?”





“Yes. This part is still confidential, so please be cautious, and here’s your appearance contract, Chan-yong.”





Song No-eul showed me the contract.





It stated a fee of 3 million won per episode, the same as for Baekban Dara Season 2. For re-broadcasts, 60,000 won would be paid for the first re-broadcast, 12% for the second, and 10% for the third—this is a standard contract.





Given the nature of competition programs, there usually aren’t many re-broadcasts, but it’s still a decent amount.





Considering that the appearance fee for Baekban Dara Season 1 was only 500,000 won, this was a pretty good deal.





I was grateful for the terms and signed without hesitation.





“Thank you! Then I’ll arrange a meeting with the other judges next week. Is Tuesday okay for you?”





“Yes, that works for me. Then.”





“Goodbye! See you next week.”





***





She is truly a lively person. Thanks to her, my mood lifted.





Checking the time, I realized I still had some time before the broadcast.





I should stop by the place I checked out yesterday before heading to the office.





***





“I’m just letting you know that starting in October, we’ll be taking a break from Tuesday broadcasts. I can’t say what we’ll be doing yet, but we’ll start filming soon. Should I turn it on for a bit? Um... I’ll try. Yes, I’ll wrap up here for today.”





After finishing the broadcast, Eun-ji approached me.





“Great job!”





“You too, Eun-ji. I just signed the contract for Celebrating Korean Cuisine.”





“It seems like it took a while.”





“Oh, the meeting ended early, but I stopped by somewhere on the way. Shall we go?”





“I have somewhere to stop by too.”





“At this time?”





It was already 10 PM.





“Yes. Let’s go together.”





I nodded, and Eun-ji took the lead. She already walks quickly, but now she seems even more hurried, not looking back at all.





“Where are we going?”





“Just to my house.”





“Oh, are you moving your stuff?”





“......”





Seeing her silence, I realized I must have misunderstood.





I felt something was going on, but since she didn’t seem eager to share, I didn’t press her.





After about 20 minutes, we arrived in front of her house, where she blocked my way.





“Aren’t you coming in?”





“Wait here. You must not open the door until I tell you to.”





“What’s going on? Is it because it’s not cleaned? It’s fine.”





“Just wait.”





Eun-ji opened the door and went in by herself. I wondered if she had forgotten something after moving the essentials, but as I waited, the door opened again.





“Can I come in now?”





“Please enter.”





When I stepped inside, the lights were off, and the room was dimly lit by several candles.





“Hmm?”





I turned my head in surprise, and Eun-ji was holding a bouquet of flowers towards me.





“Eun-ji?”





She was gazing at me with her usual straightforward and earnest expression.





No, her lips were quivering, and her chest and shoulders were moving more than usual, indicating that she was somewhat nervous.





“I was happy when I heard that you were amazing.”





“......”





“I was also happy when I heard that you weren’t wrong. I wanted to believe in you, Chan-yong, who says we should stick to our convictions. I came to respect you.”





“Eun-ji.”





“I thought that feeling was trust towards someone I work with. But when something bad happened at the side dish store, I realized.”





The incident involving Kim Seo-jin.





“I thought I needed to protect you, Chan-yong. I couldn’t afford to lose this relationship.”





Eun-ji paused for a moment before speaking again.





“It was love.”





I couldn’t help but smile.





“I can’t express how happy I was when you told your friends that you loved me or when I heard it directly from you.”





Eun-ji handed me the bouquet.





“Will you marry me?”





“Of course.”





I put down the bouquet and hugged Eun-ji.





“I love you.”





“I love you too.”





“......Is there a strange smell coming from somewhere?”





When I stepped back slightly, Eun-ji turned on the room light. The object I thought was a bouquet looked a bit strange.





“Is this... jerky?”





“It’s low-sodium, low-sugar jerky. It was difficult to shape it like a flower.”





“Ha ha ha ha! How did you make this? I mean, how did you even come up with this idea?”





“I was researching ways to charm you, and this was the best I could come up with.”





“Can you really eat it?”





“I used edible glue to stick it together. It’s safe to eat.”





I tore off a piece of the jerky rose and tasted it. It was definitely delicious jerky.





“Oh my.”





“I did it.”





Eun-ji lifted her chin triumphantly.





“You got me. Actually, I had something prepared too.”





“What is it?”





I took out a ring box from my pocket.





Eun-ji’s eyes widened in surprise.





“Um... You said last week that there were still procedures left. I thought about what that could be, and it turned out to be this.”





“The place you stopped by today?”





“Yes.”





As I pulled out the ring and slipped it onto Eun-ji’s finger, I continued speaking.





“Since I’ll be busy for a while, it might be difficult to relax and enjoy things like dining out or going on a honeymoon.”





“It doesn’t matter.”





“Excuse me?”





“I don’t want to have a wedding. I just want to be with you, Chan-yong. I want to share breakfast, go for walks, clean, and do broadcasts together. I want to live our lives like that. The wedding is just a part of the process. Besides...”





“Besides?”





“There’s no one to invite.”





I couldn’t help but smile.





“Let’s pick a date together and look into the ceremony.”





“That sounds good.”





Eun-ji looked down at her left hand and then raised her head.





“The ring is too big because I’m too thin. I need to gain some weight.”





“Oh, this... I was worried about what size ring would fit you since I didn’t know your size. There was no way to find out discreetly. So, I went ahead and did this sampling proposal, and later we can have it fitted. You’ll be able to choose according to your taste and size.”





“I didn’t know there was such a system.”





“Me neither.”





We exchanged silent glances and then burst into laughter.




























  
    Baekban Follow (3)



    



    It was the first filming day of Baekban Follow Season 2.



    



    I arrived early and chatted with Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin while waiting for them to show up.



    



    “Why are there so many cameras?”



    



    Without even counting, there were more than ten.



    



    “There are 14. It’s different from last time, right?”



    



    “Yikes. What about the microphones?”



    



    “One for each cast member and one for me.”



    



    “Aren’t we airing what we filmed today this Saturday?”



    



    I had heard that compared to the relatively relaxed Season 1, the footage from Season 2 would air on the Saturday of that same week.



    



    “Right.”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol said it as if he had found enlightenment.



    



    “Wow. It really feels like they’re grinding people down. Just grinding them down.”



    



    “It’s not as hard as before, though. Everything is integrated now.”



    



    “Does the broadcasting station use Auto Pot?”



    



    “When editing?”



    



    “It’s a bit hard to just air it as is.”



    



    “What’s Auto Pot?”



    



    Joo Ji-seung asked me.



    



    “It’s a Premier editing tool, and you can think of it as AI that helps with editing.”



    



    “Is there such a thing?”



    



    “I’m more surprised that you didn’t know about it.”



    



    “Tell me more about it.”



    



    “How many cameras do you use when you invite guests?”



    



    “I use three.”



    



    That’s usually the case. The basic setup is two cameras for close-ups and one for wide shots.



    



    “When you talk, you show the footage from your camera, and when the guest talks, you show the footage from their camera, right? Originally, we had to record everything separately and sync the audio.”



    



    “Right?”



    



    “The AI automatically syncs it up. It recognizes voices, so when you talk, it shows your video, and when the guest talks, it shows the guest's video.”



    



    “Is there really such a thing?”



    



    “Yeah. It saves a lot of time. Still, some human touch is unavoidable.”



    



    “Still, that sounds good.”



    



    “Yeah. If you use it together with subtitle AI, it really cuts down the time. If you decide to keep it simple, you can get it done pretty quickly.”



    



    The level of completion may vary significantly, but the fact that you can create something easily with just a few button clicks is definitely a big advantage.



    



    This will particularly lower the entry barrier for people starting on YouTube.



    



    “I’m here!”



    



    I heard Baek Woo-jin’s voice and turned to see Cha Ji-chan with him.



    



    After putting on their microphones, they stood beside me.



    



    When PD Park Sang-cheol signaled, I opened my mouth.



    



    “We’re uncovering hidden gems along the rivers and paths, following the flavor of Baekban.”



    



    “Season 2.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin playfully showed the number 2 with his index and middle fingers.



    



    “Thanks to all of you, Season 2 has safely begun. Thank you.”



    



    I bowed in greeting, and everyone joined in.



    



    “There are also new members joining us from Season 1.”



    



    As I pulled out the introduction line, Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan stood up proudly.



    



    “Well, they’re just such people.”



    



    “Hey.”



    



    “Hehe. Fitness YouTuber Cha Ji-chan and cooking YouTuber Joo Ji-seung have officially joined the regular cast.”



    



    “Wow~”



    



    Baek Woo-jin responded half-heartedly, and since I wasn’t planning to introduce anyone further, I moved on to the next line, prompting Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan to react.



    



    “Aren’t you going to introduce us properly?”



    



    “The subtitles will come up, right?”



    



    “Don’t you want to know who we are? So where are we going?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin stepped forward and asked PD Park Sang-cheol.



    



    “Today, you’ll be heading to Gangneung in Gangwon Province.”



    



    In the edited video, I guessed that scenic views of the Gangneung coast would be inserted.



    



    “You’ll be playing games to earn some money for your expenses, which you can then use to enjoy your trip.”



    



    “So, do we get to keep all the money we win from the games?”



    



    I shook my head.



    



    “PD Sang-cheol isn’t that kind of guy.”



    



    “That’s true. If we lose the games, I bet we’ll just be eating instant noodles.”



    



    “No way. That can’t be right?”



    



    When Cha Ji-chan asked, PD Park Sang-cheol replied with a smile.



    



    “Of course. Even if you lose the game, you’ll still be able to enjoy the trip.”



    



    “Then why play the game?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    “However, we can’t provide everything for free, so you’ll be enjoying your trip while also providing some corresponding labor.”



    



    “That sounds a bit unsettling.”



    



    “What labor? Didn’t we say this is a show about eating delicious food?”



    



    “Just like in Season 1. That guy is truly a bad person, you know?”



    



    “He’s famous, isn’t he?”



    



    “Just famous.”



    



    “Famous for being malicious.”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol, who was being thoroughly attacked, held back his laughter and continued his statement.



    



    “If the travel expenses are insufficient, we’ll be giving you trash bags after filming. If you fill up a 10-liter bag, we’ll count it as ten thousand won.”



    



    “Wait, so if we’re short 100,000 won, we have to fill up 100 liters?”



    



    “That’s right.”



    



    “Are you kidding? How am I supposed to fill up 100 liters? This is a scam!”



    



    “It’s definitely a scam.”



    



    “I’ve been scammed.”



    



    This time, PD Park Sang-cheol wouldn’t stay silent.



    



    “I also feel a bit cheated.”



    



    “What do you mean ‘cheated’?”



    



    “I invited you because I heard that they sell affordable and healthy lunchboxes and also donate to various organizations. Isn’t it great if we can travel and do something good for others?”



    



    As we all sat in silence, Baek Woo-jin finally spoke up.



    



    “He’s a typical scammer.”



    



    “A predatory salesperson.”



    



    “A fraud.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan and I chimed in, and PD Park Sang-cheol tried to persuade us again.



    



    Although it was something we had agreed upon in the pre-meeting, it was an important device to inform the viewers how this broadcast would be conducted.



    



    “Don’t worry. You just need to win the games, right?”



    



    “That’s true.”



    



    “Right.”



    



    “Alright then. Today’s game will be a quiz.”



    



    “I’m confident in quizzes!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin shouted as he clenched his fist.



    



    “Wait, aren’t you going to ask really hard questions?”



    



    “That can’t be! The questions are designed so that anyone who has completed the essential education curriculum in South Korea can answer them. There will be a total of 10 questions, each worth 10,000 won, and if you get all the answers right, you’ll receive 100,000 won.”



    



    “Alright! Just trust me!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin patted his chest.



    



    “Right. Let’s trust Woo-jin.”



    



    “Woo-jin will take care of it.”



    



    “The first question is coming up.”



    



    Writer Kim Se-yoon showed us a board with the question written on it.



    



    *2011 College Scholastic Ability Test Mathematics (Type A) Question 24



    



    “……Huh?”



    



    “What is that?”



    



    “I can’t even read it.”



    



    “Anyone who has completed the education curriculum should be able to solve it.”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol said smugly.



    



    “Come on, how long has it been since we took the CSAT? How can we remember this!”



    



    Even as I protested, he only chuckled and didn’t respond.



    



    “Woo-jin, don’t you know?”



    



    Joo Ji-seung asked, half-expecting that this guy, who memorizes all sorts of trivia, might actually know the answer.



    



    “I’m from the humanities….”



    



    For the first time, Baek Woo-jin seemed intimidated by the quiz.



    



    “Hey, you told us to trust you!”



    



    “I’ll count down from 10.”



    



    “No! Wait! What’s that?!”



    



    “It’s a 2011 CSAT question.”



    



    “How many points is that worth? Even the kids taking the CSAT wouldn’t be able to solve it in 10 seconds!”



    



    “147.”



    



    A silence fell after Cha Ji-chan’s statement.



    



    Seeing PD Park Sang-cheol looking somewhat flustered, I thought, “Could it be true?”



    



    “What did you say, Cha Ji-chan?”



    



    “147.”



    



    “What’s that based on?”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol, unable to answer immediately due to his surprise, instead shot back with a question.



    



    “Just get the answer right!”



    



    “But that’s two questions!”



    



    “Is that the right answer?”



    



    “……It’s correct.”



    



    “Wooaaah!”



    



    Joo Ji-seung, Baek Woo-jin, and I surrounded Cha Ji-chan, spinning around in excitement.



    



    In the midst of our excitement, a flustered PD Park Sang-cheol and the writers were whispering and scheming something.



    



    “What’s going on? How did you know?”



    



    “I got goosebumps.”



    



    “I’m from the sciences. I like math.”



    



    “Wow, how can the guy who can’t even count numbers solve this?”



    



    As we reveled in our victory, PD Park Sang-cheol stepped in. The writers were taking out their phones to search for something, likely looking for an even harder question than what they had prepared.



    



    “Wait a minute. Are you looking for a new question right now?”



    



    “No, of course not. Let’s move on to the next question.”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol seemed to regain his composure.



    



    Although we got the first question right, he looked confident that we wouldn’t be able to answer this next one.



    



    “Designated as National Treasure No. 32 on December 20, 1962.”



    



    “Tripitaka Koreana!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin shouted.



    



    I widened my eyes in surprise, and PD Park Sang-cheol grinned.



    



    “The Tripitaka Koreana was produced to defend against invasions by the Khitan during the Goryeo Dynasty. Over about 80 years, from King Hyunjong to King Seonjong, how many plates were produced for the Tripitaka Koreana?”



    



    “What? How are we supposed to know that?”



    



    “Well, it’s the Tripitaka, so there are probably eighty thousand of them?”



    



    While everyone was flustered, Baek Woo-jin asked,



    



    “Is that the end of the question?”



    



    “It is.”



    



    “81,352 plates.”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol checked the script and seemed surprised again.



    



    “What? Is that right?”



    



    “Yeah. I definitely remember. It’s 81,352.”



    



    “……That’s correct. Just a moment.”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol gathered the writers together to discuss something.



    



    “Wow! This is insane!”



    



    “How did you know?”



    



    “Someone posted online asking if it was a question on the civil service exam, and I saw it there.”



    



    Apparently, there was indeed a question about the number of plates in the Tripitaka Koreana on the civil service exam, which had stirred up some controversy and led to various discussions online.



    



    “How can you remember that?”



    



    “I’m smart.”



    



    “Oh, you’re incredibly smart.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan pinched Baek Woo-jin’s cheeks playfully.



    



    “Everyone.”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol returned to his spot.



    



    “We talked it over, and it seems the quiz is a bit too boring. There should be a bit of fun in getting some answers wrong.”



    



    “Come on, that’s so old-fashioned.”



    



    “Right? When you watch variety shows, they usually get all the questions wrong, so there should be some that they can actually get right.”



    



    “So, we’ll have each person take turns answering questions. That sounds fair, right?”



    



    “That’s not fair at all. What’s fair about that?”



    



    At this point, I felt like I needed to step in and clarify things.



    



    “I heard you, PD-nim.”



    



    “Then.”



    



    “But if you’re going to set conditions that favor the production team, we should get something in return, right?”



    



    “Exactly.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin all nodded in agreement.



    



    “So, what do you want?”



    



    “The questions are way too hard. Give us some easier ones.”



    



    “That’s right. You should present questions that an average person can answer.”



    



    “That’s the point of making them difficult.”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol muttered under his breath.



    



    “What did you say?”



    



    “Wow, this guy is really being unreasonable.”

  Baekban Ddara (4)





“Got it. Then I’ll ask you questions on the topics you want. But each person will take turns answering.”





“Okay.”





“First, Ji-seung.”





“Fighting!”





“You can do it!”





PD Park Sang-cheol alternated between looking at Joo Ji-seung and the script before throwing out the topic.





“We have food, health, science, general knowledge, and nonsense prepared. You can choose any topic you want.”





“Food.”





It seemed like PD Park underestimated us.





Food is Joo Ji-seung’s area of expertise, and Cha Ji-chan has quite a bit of knowledge about health as well. Science and general knowledge are no threat to Baek Woo-jin, who’s like a walking Wikipedia.





Joo Ji-seung chose food without hesitation.





“You’ve chosen food, so here’s your question.”





PD Park grinned before reading the question.





“This novel, published in 1925 by writer Kim Dong-in in the Joseon literary scene, depicts how a person changes due to their environment. What did Bok-nyeo steal from Wang Seobang’s field in this novel?”





“Wait. Hold on.”





I jumped in.





“How is this a food question? It’s literature!”





“Exactly! Don’t cheat!”





Baek Woo-jin chimed in.





“I’ll give you 10 seconds. 10, 9…”





PD Park began counting without paying attention to our protests, and we could only pray that Joo Ji-seung knew the answer.





Joo Ji-seung opened his mouth.





“Sweet potato?”





“Wrong! The answer is potato!”





There was something oddly cheerful about PD Park’s voice when he announced the wrong answer.





“How can you even know that?!”





“Why is that wrong? Sweet potato is right!”





“The novel published in 1925 by Kim Dong-in is about potatoes. The main character gets caught stealing potatoes from a potato field.”





“No! It’s sweet potato!”





Baek Woo-jin jumped in.





“In the past, they called potatoes ‘jeo,’ and sweet potatoes were referred to as ‘dalda,’ meaning sweet ‘jeo.’ Depending on the region, they sometimes called it ‘gamja.’ I know!”





“That’s right. Sweet potato.”





With confidence, Joo Ji-seung backed him up, causing PD Park to fumble and huddle with the writers.





After searching for something on his smartphone, he let out a deep sigh.





“...Sweet potato is correct.”





“Wowww!”





We cheered, exhilarated by outsmarting the sly PD Park. I could hear him asking the writers if they hadn’t checked their facts.





“Next up, it’s Banchan Yong’s turn. You can choose from food, health, science, general knowledge, or nonsense.”





“Whatever I choose, you’ll ask something weird anyway. Nonsense.”





PD Park’s expression turned serious.





“What pasta do you eat on a rainy day?”





“Spaghetti.”





I immediately blurted out the answer, catching PD Park off guard.





“Why?”





“What? Is that the answer?”





“Why?”





“Because it’s humid. Humid-etti.”





Cha Ji-chan and Joo Ji-seung widened their eyes and then turned to pressure PD Park.





“...That is correct.”





“Chan-yong!”





“What’s the side dish? You!”





PD Park huddled with the writers again.





“It’s too difficult. What’s going on?”












We drove to Gangneung, Gangwon-do, in the red Casper that we used during Season 1.





Since I knew the way, I took the wheel, and the more I thought about it, the more amazing it felt.





“How did Ji-chan get that right?”





“It was a question I saw a long time ago. I solved it when I was tutoring.”





“You remember that?”





“It was such a difficult question that it was famous back then.”





“You must have been good at math. Enough to tutor for science too.”





“Just that much.”





“Wait a minute.”





“Hey, didn’t you just say I can’t count because I’m a liberal arts major?”





“...Hey, hey. Look ahead. Do you not know to pay attention to the road?”





“Wow, Cha Ji-chan.”





“Hehe. Did you see PD’s expression? He was so flustered when we got all the answers right.”





“Exactly. He underestimated us.”





In the end, we answered all 10 prepared questions correctly and earned 100,000 won.





“Before we got in the car, he said it’s okay to get some wrong for comedic effect.”





“What can I do if I know the answer? I can’t help it.”





“Me neither.”





If I were to edit the second season of Baekban Ddara, I’d actively use what just happened.





It was a fresh development, different from typical variety shows, and the producers’ flustered reactions to unexpected situations had been a source of good responses for years.





“But what are we going to eat?”





“Since we’re at the beach, we should eat seafood.”





“Squid?”





“We can’t catch squid. Let’s eat octopus.”





“Octopus?”





“Yeah. I went to a place before that was pretty good.”





“Alright, let’s leave it to Chan-yong for Gangwon-do.”





The coastal scenery between Gangneung and Donghae is beautiful. As we reached the coastal road leading to Jeongdongjin, Okgye, and Eodalri, all three of us couldn’t take our eyes off the window.





When we arrived at a shabby little building in front of Geumjin Port, it was already bustling with people.





“Wow, there are so many people.”





“It’s a famous place. We should probably sign up for a waitlist.”





“I’ll do it.”





As we got out of the car, we attracted attention.





“Oh? It’s the side dish store.”





“It’s the diabetes uncle!”





“Hello!”





“Can you take a picture for me?”





“Of course!”





“Me too!”





After a flurry of greetings and taking photos, I rejoined the group, and Joo Ji-seung chuckled.





“Wow, Chan-yong is really popular.”





“I’m cuter, though.”





“Aren’t you embarrassed? At your age, saying you’re cute?”





“Speaking the truth isn’t embarrassing; it’s courageous.”





Cha Ji-chan, who had been asleep, finally got out of the car and stretched.





“Did we arrive already?”





“We got here a while ago.”





“Ugh. No matter how much I sleep, I’m still tired.”





“Aren’t you pushing yourself too hard trying to lose weight?”





Joo Ji-seung asked with concern.





After walking to the sky and then binge-eating, Cha Ji-chan had managed to reduce his body fat percentage to about 5% in a month.





Because of that, he started experiencing side effects like wrinkles on his face and frequent fatigue.





“I told you that kind of dieting is no good.”





When I asked, Cha Ji-chan just chuckled.





“Of course, it’s not good. But I can’t place in competitions with a normal body.”





It’s hard to accept, but I’m just glad that Cha Ji-chan hasn’t resorted to taking any drugs.





“But are you okay? Can you eat this?”





Baek Woo-jin asked.





“It’s the week before the competition, so I’ll eat this and then work hard to lose weight again.”





Seeing everyone looking at him with concern, Cha Ji-chan shook his head.





“This is the last time. After this competition, I’ll eat and live comfortably too. When I was eating donuts last time, everything seemed beautiful.”





“Hehe.”





That was a comforting thing to hear.





While the visually stunning and awe-inspiring physique of a bodybuilder is impressive, it’s a grotesque state in terms of health.





Having too much body fat is problematic, but keeping only 3-4% can lead to major metabolic issues.





That’s why professional bodybuilders maintain such a strict diet only for competition season and manage their bodies more leniently otherwise.





It seems Cha Ji-chan is now trying to let go of that lifestyle he’s held for nearly 20 years.





“Table 6.”





“Yes.”





We sat down when it was our turn.





The ceiling of the makeshift building was haphazardly decorated with plants growing along the steel framework.





It had a distinct old-fashioned vibe.





“It feels cozy.”





“Right?”





“What’s good here?”





“Let’s have one octopus salad and one knife-cut noodle each.”





“What’s the difference between the spicy crab noodle soup and the clear crab noodle soup?”





“They both have crab, but the spicy one is served with a sauce to make it spicy.”





“Then I’ll have the clear one.”





“I’ll take the spicy.”





“If you’re in Gangwon-do, you should have the spicy noodle soup.”





“Sir!”





I called the owner, but he didn’t respond, as he seemed busy. After calling a few more times, we were finally able to place our order.





As I felt last time I was here, there wasn’t much of a friendly service vibe since it was near a rural port, but the generous portions of food offered a sense of warmth.





Octopus Salad (Market Price)





“Wow.”





“Look at that pile.”





The octopus and vegetables, mixed with a sweet and tangy sauce and generously topped with soybean powder, was the house’s best dish.





“Unbelievable.”





Baek Woo-jin’s eyes widened as he took a bite.





“It’s really delicious.”





Joo Ji-seung examined the ingredients and took a taste, while Cha Ji-chan seemed to be almost rolling his eyes in ecstasy.





After following such an extreme diet, it was easy to imagine just how tasty the stimulating food must be.





I took a big bite as well.





The fresh vegetables had a crunchy texture, and the freshly caught boiled octopus was chewy yet tender.





The sweet and tangy sauce enhanced the flavors, while the soybean powder added a nutty richness that made me crave white rice.





“Should we mix it all together?”





“I’m in favor.”





“Sounds good.”





When I looked at Cha Ji-chan, who wasn’t responding, he shook his head in distress.





“Then should we just order three?”





“Ah!”





“…….”





“Sir! Four bowls of rice, please!”





Cha Ji-chan couldn’t hold back and ended up ordering rice.





When you order rice, they generously sprinkle seaweed flakes and sesame seeds over it, and it’s so delicious when you mix in the salad.





“This is it.”





“The kimchi here is delicious too.”





“Right? The skills are good, and the ingredients are fresh, so how could it not taste good?”





“Exactly.”





“Knife-cut noodles!”





As we were eating the bibimbap, the knife-cut noodles arrived.





Carefully lifting the bowl filled to the brim with spicy crab noodle soup, I took a sip of the broth, and it felt cool and deep, settling in my stomach.





It felt like I was capturing the sea inside me.





“The generosity here is no joke.”





“Right?”





“Hey, if the noodle portion is this big, you should’ve told us.”





Cha Ji-chan complained.





“So, are you not going to eat?”





“I will. I have to eat.”





“Wow. I really don’t drink much, but I can’t resist this.”





“Right? I want to have a shot of soju.”





Joo Ji-seung licked his lips in anticipation.





“PD, can we have some alcohol?”





“No. Who’s going to drive?”





“Alcohol is a no-go.”





Park Sang-cheol PD also stopped Joo Ji-seung.





“Eating in front of the sea feels quite charming, doesn’t it?”





When I asked, Baek Woo-jin, who was staring down at his noodles, looked over at the sea.





“Did they catch this over there?”





“Yeah.”





“Hmm.”





Nodding, he continued to eat.





After coming back from Busan, his appetite has definitely improved.





It’s nice to see him eating heartily, but it makes me a bit worried as it reminds me of the old days.





“This can’t just be paired with regular soju. We need to bring out some good soju to enjoy with this,”





Joo Ji-seung kept talking about drinking.





Cha Ji-chan was filming a silent mukbang with Baek Woo-jin, feeling resigned.





I couldn’t be left out.





As I was eating the mild and nutty octopus salad, Park Sang-cheol PD carefully tried to speak up.





“Everyone, can we talk…”





“Hmm! Hmm!”





I motioned for him not to interrupt, and he laughed in disbelief.

    Following the Meal (5)



    



    “Thank you for your hard work.”



    



    We successfully completed the first filming.



    



    Everyone was tense, but perhaps because we had worked together for a long time, our lines came out naturally as usual.



    



    Park Sang-cheol PD seemed satisfied too; when our eyes met, he smiled and nodded.



    



    “Writer.”



    



    “Yes?”



    



    “Where’s the garbage bag? The tongs?”



    



    “Huh?”



    



    “I want to fill one up before we go back.”



    



    “You don’t have to do that.”



    



    “Come on, let’s do something good.”



    



    The writer glanced at the camera operator.



    



    “You don’t have to film. We’ll just do it among ourselves and head back. We’ll leave the car in the broadcasting station’s parking lot.”



    



    “Uh….”



    



    “Here it is!”



    



    While the writer hesitated, Baek Woo-jin found the tongs in the props car.



    



    “Woo-jin, you don’t have to do it. We’re heading up,”



    



    Park Sang-cheol PD said to Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “We agreed to do it from the start.”



    



    “Well then, don’t guess.”



    



    “That way, it’ll look like we’re reluctantly doing it. I need to manage my image, so don’t worry and go back.”



    



    “There’s no camera, so what image are you managing?”



    



    “There are people watching us here.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked around.



    



    We all thought the same thing, urging the production crew to head back first.



    



    Park Sang-cheol PD chuckled and sent the other staff away, holding a small camera.



    



    “What about you?”



    



    “You guys need to be filmed.”



    



    “No. How are you going to get back?”



    



    “I can just get in that car, right?”



    



    “Oh, it’s too cramped. What if you get in too? Hurry back.”



    



    “I can squeeze in. Don’t worry and just do your thing.”



    



    The little red Casper looked pitiful.



    



    Anyway, holding the garbage bag, we slowly walked along the coastline from Geumjin Port, picking up trash.



    



    “What’s that side dish?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked.



    



    “A sunshade hat.”



    



    Even though it was late afternoon, prolonged exposure to the sun can be bad for the skin.



    



    I had been diligent about applying sunscreen during the national walking event, but my skin had still taken quite a beating, so I wore a sunshade hat that farmers often use.



    



    It covers not only the face but also the neck and shoulders.



    



    “I should bring one next time,”



    



    Baek Woo-jin said as he picked up trash.



    



    “You’re worrying about the oddest things.”



    



    “You have to. When we reach our age, we need to take care of our skin.”



    



    My mother told me to pay attention to my skin since I was on TV, so I started going to a skincare salon once a week about a month ago.



    



    I used to be too lazy to apply lotion.



    



    Now, I wash my face with cleansing foam every night and apply toner, essence, ampoule, lotion, and cream.



    



    At first, it was cumbersome, but after a month, I’ve been told by those around me that my skin looks better, so I’m paying attention now.



    



    “Right. You should do it before it’s too late. When Chan-yong lost weight and started taking care of himself, he looked good,”



    



    Joo Ji-seung said, to which Cha Ji-chan shook his head and picked up trash while lunging. He moved so quickly that he missed a lot of trash.



    



    “Really? Do I look okay?”



    



    “Ehehe, yeah.”



    



    “Stop indulging me like that. With you saying that, I might really think I’m good-looking.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin chimed in.



    



    “Chan-yong is good-looking, though.”



    



    “Wait a moment.”



    



    I took out my wallet from my back pocket. I had 20,000 won in cash, so I took it all out and handed it to Joo Ji-seung.



    



    “What’s this?”



    



    “It’s a thank you. I’ll ask you again next time.”



    



    “Haha!”



    



    Joo Ji-seung laughed heartily.



    



    As I put the money back in, Baek Woo-jin turned to Park Sang-cheol PD and said,



    



    “Hyung, if you’re going to keep the quiz going, you should leave out the nonsense.”



    



    “Why?”



    



    “You can’t win against him in wordplay. You saw ‘Following the Meal’.”



    



    I felt proud.



    



    “Do you usually think of that kind of stuff a lot? Or do you watch it a lot?”



    



    Park Sang-cheol PD asked.



    



    “Back then, when I wasn’t getting along well with people, I studied.”



    



    “What do you mean?”



    



    “When I met people, I didn’t know what to talk about. So I looked for funny stories, and they turned out to be interesting.”



    



    A bite of an apple tastes like pineapple.



    



    The money my grandfather likes is from my grandmother.



    



    I remembered things like the king mumbling that he didn’t want to go home, and I planned to use them.



    



    “Tell me one.”



    



    “Our topic for ‘Following the Meal’ next week is Subway vs. Quiznos, right?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    I was supposed to debate from Subway’s side, while Baek Woo-jin would take Quiznos.



    



    “I was thinking of casually responding and then attacking like this. Here’s a quiz: Do you know where Quiznos is located?”



    



    “It’s everywhere.”



    



    “Nope. Quiznos. Nos. North. It means it’s in the north. You’re not going to say you support the north again this time, are you?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s mouth dropped open.



    



    He pointed at me and appealed to Park Sang-cheol PD and Joo Ji-seung.



    



    “Look at this! He’s out of his mind!”



    



    “Quiznos is going to sue you.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung shook his head as well.



    



    “Was that too much?”



    



    “Don’t do it. Don’t do it. You’re famous now. Every word you say can be taken out of context.”



    



    “Oh, come on. Everyone knows it’s a joke.”



    



    Though I said that, I thought I should still be careful.



    



    ***



    



    {Just left} 3:17 PM



    



    {It’ll take about 3 hours}



    



    {See you at home} 3:18 PM



    



    At 3:19 PM, I received a message that Chan-yong had set off. Since work wrapped up early and I had some time left, I thought I should finish organizing my things at home.



    



    “…”



    



    The expected arrival time is right at dinnertime.



    



    Since I’m someone who makes sure to eat three meals a day, I need to prepare dinner so that it’s ready to eat right away, but it’s been bothering me that I’ve only been eating salad for several days.



    



    I often want to do something for Chan-yong, who sometimes prepares breakfast and dinner for me.



    



    “…”



    



    Since I don’t cook often, I couldn’t think of anything specific.



    



    Chan-yong usually makes the side dishes, so I just need to prepare the main dish.



    



    ***



    



    As I thought of the food that Chan-yong often eats, I quickly found a simple answer.



    



    I searched for how to make boiled pork and took a screenshot before heading to a nearby mart.



    



    I went to the meat section and picked out some pork belly for boiling.



    



    Chan-yong usually eats about 300g per meal, and since I eat about a quarter of that, I figured I’d need around 750g to prepare until tomorrow morning. Thinking I’d buy a little more, I almost got 1kg but decided to get an extra 1kg just in case I might mess it up.



    



    The remaining ingredients were garlic, onion, green onion, bay leaves, pepper, and doenjang (soybean paste).



    



    Since I wasn’t sure what ingredients I had at home, I couldn’t tell what I was missing.



    



    Since Chan-yong often makes these dishes, I figured most of them would be stocked up, but I couldn’t be sure, which made me anxious.



    



    In situations like this, it’s better to buy all the necessary ingredients. Any excess can be used later, but if something is missing, I can’t cook.



    



    “Green onion…”



    



    Looking for green onions, I found that a bundle of 10 dirt green onions costs 37,000 won, while a cleaned bundle costs 17,600 won.



    



    It was clear that buying the dirt green onions was more economical at a glance.



    



    I added a bundle of 10 dirt green onions to my cart.



    



    “Onions.”



    



    I looked around and spotted some onions in a net.



    



    The cleaned onions were packaged at 380g for 2,480 won, which is 653 won per 100g.



    



    On the other hand, the unpeeled onions were 2.5kg for 5,250 won, making it 210 won per 100g.



    



    Even accounting for the weight of the skins, the price difference was significant—more than six times in quantity but only one-third the price, so buying the unpeeled ones was a better deal.



    



    I added a 2.5kg bag of unpeeled onions to my cart.



    



    “Garlic.”



    



    I quickly found the garlic as well.



    



    This was my first time grocery shopping, but it turned out to be surprisingly easy.



    



    Processed ingredients are more expensive due to labor costs, and bulk products tend to be cheaper per unit weight than small packages.



    



    I compared the unpeeled garlic and selected the one with the largest volume, confirming my guess was right.



    



    I added a half bag of garlic to my cart.



    



    “Bay leaves.”



    



    I had a little trouble finding bay leaves.



    



    Looking for the product with the cheapest price per 10g, I spotted a 230g container in plastic and added it to my cart.



    



    “Doenjang (soybean paste).”



    



    I remembered that Chan-yong had made doenjang soup for breakfast yesterday.



    



    I had also used pepper as a dressing for salads, so I didn’t think I needed any other items.



    



    It felt a bit awkward, but overall, this was a reasonable and economical shopping trip.



    



    “…Huh?”



    



    As I was paying and trying to unload my cart, I was surprised by how heavy it was. Not only was it heavy, but the size made it difficult to lift properly.



    



    With all my strength, I barely managed to get into the taxi, feeling drained. I never realized grocery shopping could be this tiring.



    



    “Phew.”



    



    After dropping off my things, I opened YouTube to search for a boiled pork recipe.



    



    The top video was from the Banya Sikyung channel, and when I clicked on it, Joo Ji-seung was pouring cola into a pot.



    



    “…I don’t have cola.”



    



    The ingredient list I had searched before shopping didn’t include cola.



    



    I wondered if zero cola would be okay, but as soon as I opened the fridge, I remembered that I had disposed of all the zero cola.



    



    Chan-yong had overindulged in zero cola and frequently had stomachaches, so I had listed all the cola at home and in the office on Carrot Market.



    



    Just then, as I was reluctantly looking for another recipe, someone rang the doorbell.



    



    Checking the intercom, I saw an elderly woman standing at the entrance.



    



    “Who is it?”



    



    Oh? Ah, I’m sorry. I must have come to the wrong place.



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    I returned to the kitchen to watch another video, but the doorbell rang again. This time, it was the same woman.



    



    “Hello. What can I do for you?”



    



    Um, isn’t this 1303?



    



    “That’s right.”



    



    This is my son’s place. Who are you?



    



    I was momentarily at a loss for words.



    



    I hadn’t heard anything from Chan-yong, so I never imagined his mother would come by.



    



    However, there was no time to think as I hurriedly opened the front door.



    



    She stood there with her hands full of bags, looking at me suspiciously.



    



    “Nice to meet you. I’m Mukgeunji (pickled radish).”



    



    As I bowed my head to greet her, she quickly smiled.



    



    “Oh, so you’re the PD. Chan-yong has told me a lot about you.”



    



    I took her bags and guided her inside.



    



    “But where’s Chan-yong?”



    



    “The director went to shoot in Gangneung today. He’ll be back in about an hour.”



    



    “Oh, really? But why is the PD here?”



    



    “Well, that’s…”



    



    As I panicked, unsure where to start, she began checking out the kitchen.



    



    “Oh my goodness. What’s all this?”



    



    “He likes boiled pork, so I was preparing it.”



    



    She squinted her eyes and frowned.



    



    “Does Chan-yong make you cook?”



    



    “It’s not like that. Um, yes. I did it because I wanted to.”



    



    “Oh my goodness. How much does he eat? He said he’s trying to lose weight, but he’s eating this much?”



    



    “No, he strictly follows his diet. I just ended up buying a lot because I found good deals.”



    



    “Still, did you really buy all this on your own? My goodness.”



    



    “No, I didn’t.”



    



    The mother narrowed her eyes once more.



    



    “See? You’re lying. No, I mean, I did come by myself, but it’s not what you think.”



    



    I didn’t even know what I was saying. I needed to sort out the situation first, but I had no idea where to begin.



    



    “Oh my goodness. When are you going to eat all this?”



    



    I couldn’t tell what was wrong, but it seemed like something displeased her.



    



    “Um, um, ma’am.”



    



    “Yes?”



    



    “I think I made some mistakes since it was my first time grocery shopping. I may be lacking, but I will learn properly moving forward.”



    



    “Um… okay. Good luck?”



    



    “Yes.”

  
    Celebrity (1)



    



    “I’m back!”



    



    As I opened the door, I could smell something delicious.



    



    It was the warm, tender scent of boiled pork.



    



    “Did you make dinner?”



    



    I had never seen Muk-ji cooking, so I was curious and walked into the kitchen.



    



    “...Mother?”



    



    I was so surprised that I couldn't say anything else.



    



    My mother, who should have been in Donghae, was cutting vegetables, and Muk-ji was setting the table with food.



    



    “Sit down.”



    



    My mother’s voice was somewhat subdued. She seemed to be in a bad mood.



    



    “How did you come here without saying anything?”



    



    There was no answer, so I looked at Muk-ji, who shook her head. She seemed to be flustered as well.



    



    The table was being filled with dishes, and Muk-ji and I sat side by side while my mother sat across from us.



    



    Even though I had given her my address, it must have been difficult for her to find her way here since it was her first visit. It was too much for her to prepare all this food today.



    



    I worried about her health, especially since her joints weren't good.



    



    Muk-ji must have been quite surprised to meet her future mother-in-law suddenly as well, so I felt concerned for her too.



    



    “I heard you two are living together?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    It seemed like the two of them had talked about various things.



    



    If that was the case, it meant they had been together for quite a while, but since Muk-ji hadn't contacted me, it seemed like she had truly been overwhelmed.



    



    “You still haven't introduced yourselves. Is that okay?”



    



    “I was going to tell you soon.”



    



    “You should have introduced yourself properly to your parents, especially to Eun-ji’s parents. She’s a precious daughter. Did you learn that from your mother?”



    



    I thought my mother was feeling hurt because I hadn’t told her, so I was about to explain the situation, but I was glad that she was thinking of Muk-ji first, so I waited for a moment.



    



    “Yeah, both of you are adults, and nowadays people live together before marriage, but you should at least talk about it.”



    



    “That's true.”



    



    I smiled in response, but my mother became irritated again.



    



    “Why are you smiling?”



    



    “I was surprised. What if you came to my son’s new house without saying anything? Right?”



    



    I looked at Muk-ji for agreement, and her eyes widened in surprise.



    



    Her usual composed demeanor was nowhere to be found as she alternated between looking at me and my mother before finally speaking up.



    



    “What do you mean? No, it’s fine for you to come comfortably.”



    



    “No, you need to let me know. I just came back from filming in Gangneung today. What would I have done if Eun-ji wasn’t here? You must have waited outside for me, despite having bad legs.”



    



    “What’s the use of leaving your phone on?”



    



    “I might not have been able to answer it during filming. Next time, please contact me. I’ll come to pick you up.”



    



    My mother exhaled deeply and nodded.



    



    “And this isn’t just a casual relationship.”



    



    She placed her left hand on the table.



    



    Turning my head, I saw that Muk-ji was also showing her ring, and my mother gazed at our hands for a while.



    



    “I’ve been with this person during my hardest times and my happiest moments. Although it hasn’t been long since we started dating, I plan to live with him.”



    



    As I held Muk-ji’s hand and spoke, my mother suddenly started crying.



    



    “Why? Why are you crying?”



    



    I hurriedly handed her a tissue, flustered.



    



    My mother wiped her tears and shook her head.



    



    “I’m just happy.”



    



    “Mother...”



    



    “The bright child you were has been staying home in Seoul. I was hesitant to ask if something was wrong. You’ve been hurt a lot. What can I do to help? I even wished I could take the pain for you, but now you’re doing well, losing weight, and finding a partner. I’m just happy for you.”



    



    “...”



    



    Though she didn’t show it, I could tell that she hadn’t felt at ease seeing me gain weight and become more sensitive.



    



    “Let’s eat. Come on in.”



    



    My mother picked up her spoon.



    



    Muk-ji and I exchanged glances, and I picked up my chopsticks too.



    



    “Wow, but what is all this?”



    



    It was an extravagant spread.



    



    The boiled pork was cooked just how I liked it, and the other dishes were ones I had never seen or heard of before.



    



    I picked up a wrapped side dish and took a bite. There was tofu inside the mushroom, making it convenient to eat.



    



    “It’s tofu wrapped with various things.”



    



    “Mmm, it’s delicious. Just eating this one is filling!”



    



    This time, I tried the dish that was wrapped in cabbage. Instead of rice, it was filled with meat and vegetables, and it tasted fresh.



    



    My mother seemed very concerned about my blood sugar levels.



    



    “Eun-ji also did the grocery shopping.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    I was surprised and turned my head to see Muk-ji bowing her head.



    



    “...I didn’t know it was wrong to buy this much.”



    



    Following Muk-ji’s gaze, I turned my head to see a half container of garlic. I wondered how she managed to carry so much and how hard it must have been for her.



    



    “You can use it up if you cook diligently. The boiled pork is delicious.”



    



    “Eat a lot.”



    



    My mother served Muk-ji some food in front of her.



    



    Muk-ji smiled as she put the cabbage wrap in her mouth.



    



    “It’s delicious.”



    



    “Really? I’m glad you’re enjoying it.”



    



    It seemed my mother liked her future daughter-in-law. She was making sure to take care of her.



    



    Muk-ji was eating diligently, but I worried it might be a burden for her since she usually ate less.



    



    “Mother, Eun-ji.”



    



    Just as my mother was about to serve more food to Muk-ji, I was about to stop her when Muk-ji shook her head at me.



    



    She probably wanted to impress my mother, but I hoped she wouldn’t overdo it.



    



    “Why?”



    



    My mother asked back when I hesitated to speak.



    



    “She’s so pretty.”



    



    Muk-ji turned her head abruptly. I found her surprised expression endearing; I was seeing it often today.



    



    “She is pretty.”



    



    My mother smiled and served more food to Muk-ji.



    



    I started to get worried, but seeing her eat so well also made me happy.



    



    This was the first time I’d seen her eat so heartily since getting to know her.



    



    “Mother, Eun-ji was my first viewer.”



    



    “How so?”



    



    “Exactly! You don’t know how much it means to have even one person watching your show.”



    



    My mother looked at Muk-ji and smiled gently. I could feel her affection just from her gaze.



    



    “And when we worked together, how amazing was that? I mentioned last time that Eun-ji increased the deposit for the rice cooker contract, right?”



    



    “Yeah. You said WH took care of everything.”



    



    “No, it wouldn’t have happened without Chan-yong. I just helped a little.”



    



    “You do great work and are so humble.”



    



    “Stop it.”



    



    Muk-ji seemed a bit shy.



    



    Seeing her face asking me to stop, I couldn’t help but laugh.



    



    She had so much to brag about, but I decided to take it slow.



    



    “But how's your leg?”



    



    I asked my mother.



    



    I was worried if she had any discomfort coming all the way here from Donghae.



    



    “It’s fine. I’m going to the hospital. I have an appointment tomorrow.”



    



    “So you came up to see your son’s place while getting a check-up tomorrow?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “How do you like it?”



    



    “It’s nice. The new building is pretty.”



    



    “Right? There’s a park nearby, it’s quiet, and the transportation is good.”



    



    “It does look good. But when are you planning to get married?”



    



    “It’s hard for now because I have filming, but I’m thinking about next year.”



    



    When I turned my head, Muk-ji nodded.



    



    “Well, hurry up and introduce yourself. Since Mom is okay with it, we can set a date for the meeting.”



    



    “It seems like you really want your son to get married. You said I didn’t have to, though.”



    



    “Back then, you were just being miserly. With both of you doing so well and looking good, why hesitate?”



    



    “We’ll figure it out.”



    



    We should pay attention to our parents’ situations, but we want to proceed in our own way at our best time.



    



    “Right.”



    



    My mother served Muk-ji more food again.



    



    “Oh, Mom. Please stop serving so much. Eun-ji will burst.”



    



    “I’m just doing this because she’s pretty. Does it suit your taste?”



    



    “Yes, it’s really delicious.”



    



    “But you seem too thin. These days, young people are all crazy about losing weight, but you’re already beautiful. Don’t go on a diet or anything.”



    



    “Yes, okay.”



    



    Muk-ji smiled as she replied but suddenly made a gagging sound. It felt concerning, and it turned out she had overdone it.



    



    Though she had started eating normal meals for quite some time, she had been eating less due to her previous habits, so suddenly eating a lot must have overwhelmed her.



    



    “I’m sorry.”



    



    “Sorry? It happens. It’s not because it doesn’t suit your taste, is it?”



    



    “No, it’s really delicious. The things I usually eat are too much for me, but your cooking is healthy and well-seasoned, so I can eat a lot of it.”



    



    My mother smiled brightly.



    



    She looked delighted.



    



    This was her son’s first serious girlfriend, who was polite, competent, and spoke clearly, so it’s no wonder she was thrilled.



    



    Moreover, although she usually seemed indifferent, the way her expression changed when she was surprised or happy was endearing.



    



    “Good. Eat as much as you want.”



    



    My mother served more meat again.



    



    Muk-ji took a moment to take a deep breath before putting the boiled pork in her mouth. I wondered if she really was okay with meat since she usually didn’t prefer it.



    



    “Ugh.”



    



    Just as I feared, Muk-ji gagged again.



    



    “Are you okay?”



    



    “I’m sorry. Your food is just too delicious.”



    



    Even in this situation, I felt grateful yet sorry that she was thinking of my mother.



    



    “Mom, Eun-ji is...”



    



    “Ugh.”



    



    Muk-ji suddenly got up and headed for the bathroom. She was definitely overdoing it.



    



    “Mom, I was going to explain later, but Eun-ji actually—”



    



    When I turned to explain the situation, I noticed my mother’s eyes widening in shock.



    



    It seemed she was taken aback after seeing her prospective daughter-in-law eat the food she had prepared and then gag.



    



    “Mom, it’s not what you think.”



    



    “What do you mean it’s not? Baby. Baby?”



    



    My mother hurriedly got up and headed for the bathroom.



    



    “...Baby?”



    



    The sudden change in how she addressed me was puzzling, but it seemed my mother was oblivious. Who would want to throw up in front of their future mother-in-law?



    



    I grabbed my mother’s arm.



    



    “Mom, please sit down. I’ll go.”



    



    My mother looked back and forth between me and the bathroom before suddenly hitting me.



    



    “What kind of child makes someone like that?”



    



    “W-what do you mean?”



    



    “How could you make her carry something so heavy when she needs to be careful? I can’t handle this, really!”



    



    “Wha—?”
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    For reasons I don’t know, I got scolded a lot.



    



    When Muk-ji finally managed to recover and come out, my mother approached her with concern.



    



    “Are you okay?”



    



    “Yes. I’m sorry.”



    



    “It’s not your fault. There’s no need to apologize. You shouldn’t say that.”



    



    My mother really seems to like Muk-ji. She’s being incredibly attentive.



    



    “I hope you didn’t misunderstand. I usually can’t eat much, but it was so delicious that I overdid it.”



    



    Muk-ji seemed anxious, worried that my mother might feel hurt.



    



    “See? Eun-ji was just trying to impress you, so she overdid it.”



    



    “That's not important. You can’t overdo it right now. When did you start? Have you been to the hospital?”



    



    “Yes. I was going to the hospital, but I’m okay now, so I’m managing at home.”



    



    “Then that’s not good! You need to go regularly. Eun-ji, don’t worry about me, just relax. If you need anything, make sure to tell Chan-yong, okay?”



    



    “…….”



    



    Muk-ji looked confused, alternating her gaze between me and my mother.



    



    “It’s fine. Go and rest.”



    



    My mother gently patted Muk-ji’s back and then went to the sink to grab some rubber gloves.



    



    “No, I’ll do it.”



    



    “No, no. Sit down.”



    



    “I can’t do that.”



    



    “No, now is the time to be the most careful.”



    



    “I’ll do it.”



    



    As my mother and Muk-ji insisted on washing the dishes, I said I would do it, and my mother nodded.



    



    “Okay. Chan-yong, you should help out a bit. Eun-ji, go rest.”



    



    “It’s okay. I can help too.”



    



    “No, no. Right. It’s hard for me to relax with you here.”



    



    “Excuse me? No, it’s not uncomfortable.”



    



    “I know. You’re sensitive right now. Just focus on your health. Chan-yong, I’m leaving.”



    



    “What? Where are you going at this hour? Where will you sleep?”



    



    “I can sleep at my sister's house.”



    



    “It’s far, and it’ll take a long time. Just sleep here.”



    



    “No, it’s faster to go from my sister’s house to the hospital in the morning.”



    



    “I’ll drive you in the morning. Just sleep here.”



    



    “Please sleep here. I’m really fine.”



    



    “No, no.”



    



    “What do you mean ‘no’? Is it reasonable for you to come all the way to Seoul and not sleep at your son’s house?”



    



    “Listen to your mother. Eun-ji, I’ll see you next time. If you want something to eat, just say it.”



    



    “I hope you sleep here.”



    



    My mother smiled kindly and held Muk-ji's hand tightly. She’s usually affectionate, but today she’s especially endearing.



    



    “Then I’ll go. I’ll take you.”



    



    “Stay home with Eun-ji. Just take a taxi.”



    



    “Why are you acting like this? What will happen to me? And what about Eun-ji?”



    



    “I’m fine.”



    



    “I really don’t understand. Mom! Mom!”



    



    Before I could stop her, she grabbed her bag and headed out, and I followed her, only for her to suddenly hit my arm.



    



    “Mom?”



    



    “You shouldn’t hide things like this! Why are you keeping something like this a secret?”



    



    “What do you mean? Eun-ji?”



    



    “Yes! And from now on, you’ll be the one to prepare the meals. Pay attention to the diet. Once the morning sickness starts, just smelling food can be tough.”



    



    “……What?”



    



    “Anyway, don’t worry about me. Just stay by Eun-ji’s side.”



    



    “What are you talking about? Morning sickness?”



    



    “Do you really not know? You just saw it.”



    



    Now it all starts to make sense.



    



    “Hahaha! No, that’s not it.”



    



    “What do you mean it’s not?”



    



    “I’m not pregnant.”



    



    “No way that’s true! She’s experiencing morning sickness.”



    



    “I usually eat little, but I wanted to impress your mother, so I overdid it.”



    



    My mother looked at me silently and then hit my arm again.



    



    “You idiot. Get your act together.”



    



    “I’m telling the truth.”



    



    “If you keep being clueless, you’ll be disliked. Be good to Eun-ji. She’s really a nice person. I’m leaving.”



    



    “Wait, are you really going?”



    



    “I was just going to make some side dishes and leave. I’ll be at my sister’s house tomorrow after the hospital.”



    



    It seems she was looking forward to visiting Seoul.



    



    “Okay, I’ll take you.”



    



    “Listen to your mother!”



    



    “I really mean it!”



    



    “Ugh.”



    



    “Okay, I understand. Then I’ll just call a taxi for you. Right?”



    



    “Sure.”



    



    “But really, it’s not true.”



    



    She stubbornly insisted on going to her sister’s house, so I called a taxi to send her off before heading back home.



    



    “Didn’t you go out to take her?”



    



    “She told me to stay by Eun-ji’s side. No matter how much I told her, she wouldn’t listen.”



    



    “I made a mistake.”



    



    “No, it’s not your fault. Your mother thinks Eun-ji is pregnant.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “She says it’s not true, but just look at her morning sickness.”



    



    “…….”



    



    Muk-ji fell silent.



    



    “……Is it true?”



    



    Surprised, I asked again, and she shook her head.



    



    “No, it’s not right. I’m wondering if it’s okay to send you off like this. Maybe it would be better to call you back now.”



    



    “You’re not listening. It seems she originally intended to go to her aunt's house, so let’s talk about it next time.”



    



    “I was going to talk about it next time, but something like today happened.”



    



    “I’ll discuss it again tomorrow.”



    



    Muk-ji nodded.



    



    I transferred the remaining food into airtight containers, put the dishes and cups in the dishwasher, and donned rubber gloves to wash the pots and frying pans by hand.



    



    “How about we go visit your mother on a day off this week? Would she have time?”



    



    “I’ll ask her.”



    



    Muk-ji came over and dried the pot with a cloth after rinsing it. Then, without knowing who started it, we both burst into laughter.



    



    ***



    



    └ Where the heck is that?



    



    └ The octopus salad looks delicious.



    



    └ The side dish person asked what kind of octopus salad, but is it poetry? Hahaha.



    



    └ PD Park looks confused because things aren’t going as planned.



    



    └ That’s hilarious.



    



    └ If they ask questions that are too difficult, they all get it wrong, but these guys get everything right, right? Hahaha, who walks around memorizing the number of volumes in the Eighty-thousand Tripitaka? Hahaha.



    



    └ Baek Woo-jin has a ton of trivia knowledge.



    



    └ I thought that was normal, but Cha Ji-chan is even weirder, right?



    



    └ Yeah, can he really calculate that in his head?



    



    └ He mentioned tutoring on a broadcast before. He must be good at math.
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    └ It’s not mental math. He said it’s a famous problem, so he just knows the answer.



    



    └ Cha Ji-chan is picking up trash while doing lunges, hahaha.



    



    └ Pick it up properly, haha!



    



    └ The three of them following and teasing him is so funny, hahaha.



    



    └ The side dish person, but I didn’t recognize him at first. I really didn’t know.



    



    └ He lost a lot of weight.



    



    └ He lost over 40 kilograms. If you compare him to old videos, he looks like a completely different person. His features are more defined.



    



    └ These days, he’s also doing skin care and posture correction. He’s even getting his hair done.



    



    └ The importance of maintenance.



    



    └ These days, I find this kind of stuff enjoyable. Traveling with close friends and joking around.



    



    └ Me too. Since I can’t travel, I feel satisfied living vicariously through them.



    



    └ I prefer the atmosphere of just hanging out like that with close friends over traveling.



    



    └ They’re quite consistent. They’re doing a lot of good deeds, starting from the lunch boxes. Picking up trash too.



    



    └ Baek Woo-jin is said to be managing his image.



    



    └ What’s wrong with that?



    



    └ It’s true that doing good things is right.



    



    The first broadcast of “Baek Banchan Season 2” recorded a viewership rating of 7.6%, hinting at a promising start.



    



    Although this rating was somewhat lower than Season 1, it wasn’t a significant issue considering that Season 1 was a short format between news and dramas.



    



    On the contrary, it was remarkable that a one-hour show composed of four YouTubers rather than famous celebrities achieved a 7.6% rating right from the first episode.



    



    The analysis skills of PD Park Sang-cheol, who recruited four people with good chemistry based on the accelerating trend of personalization, and the nationwide recognition built by Baek Seung-yong’s individual broadcasts, lunch box business, and long-distance trekking were key factors.



    



    It was the result of the synergy among Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, Ban Chan-yong, and Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “I don’t understand.”



    



    Na Yoon-ho, a PD from WTV and a junior to Park Sang-cheol, tilted his head.



    



    “What don’t you understand?”



    



    “It’s a work from my senior, but I wasn’t sure it would be successful.”



    



    “Ha ha ha. Look at you!”



    



    “To be honest, it’s true. While they have recognition, they’re not A-list celebrities. Traveling has been a good item for a few years now, but it’s not like they’re showing something special. I couldn’t figure out why it’s doing so well.”



    



    “Go ahead and tell me.”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol asked.



    



    He never gave answers first when teaching. After working with such a senior for over a decade, Na Yoon-ho brought forth his own conclusions.



    



    “The first reason is that they’re riding the current wave.”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol quietly listened.



    



    “I thought about why that could be, and while they became famous through their individual YouTube channels, the successful ones are doing good deeds.”



    



    Na Yoon-ho recalled the broadcasting trends of the early 2020s.



    



    “Until now, we’ve shown how successful people live. That worked well. Whether it's parenting, observation, or travel, we've seen good things. But I think people are getting fatigued with that.”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol nodded slowly.



    



    “But they’re also donating lunch boxes and doing good deeds, right? Isn’t that part of what’s working?”



    



    “Do you really think the world is that kind?”



    



    “What do you mean?”



    



    “Donating and volunteering are great, but that alone doesn’t lead to such success.”



    



    “Then what does?”



    



    “What does it mean? It has to be entertaining.”



    



    PD Na Yoon-ho tilted his head.



    



    “Nowadays, not many people focus intently on one thing. Most just have it on while they’re washing dishes, folding laundry, or playing games. Some have it on while working, or they don’t do much else but have it on while idly scrolling on their phones.”



    



    “That doesn’t sound good, does it?”



    



    When producing a program, keeping the audience engaged was the most crucial element.



    



    It was essential to create a captivating experience that continually provided entertainment without missing a beat.



    



    This was something he’d been told repeatedly by his seniors since he was a junior.



    



    “Programs like that are fine, but they can become tiresome. Don’t you feel that way? Watching a drama takes a lot of commitment.”



    



    “That’s true.”



    



    “Part of the reason leisure time is getting shorter is that life is hard, and people don’t have the energy to focus on long stories. In the midst of all this, it feels wasteful to just work and sleep; they want to experience and do something. That’s why ‘Baek Banchan’ was perfect for that. Why? You can enjoy it just by listening, even if you’re not watching. Cha Yong’s storytelling is great, not to mention Ji-seung, Ji-chan, and Woo-jin—they’re all funny yet relaxed.”



    



    “……That makes sense.”



    



    “If they had the same kind of exaggerated reactions as those in this industry, it would get tiring after a while. Baek Seung-yong doesn’t do that, though. It feels like just hanging out with close friends.”



    



    Na Yoon-ho nodded.



    



    “Having done live broadcasts for a long time, they communicate often. That builds familiarity, so they come to mind when people feel bored.”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol focused particularly on Baek Seung-yong.



    



    He especially took note of Ban Chan-yong’s engagement rates.



    



    From the time he had 100,000 subscribers, Ban Chan-yong had consistently received a lot of comments on his videos.



    



    This indicated a close relationship between him and his viewers.



    



    He was someone people could casually visit anytime. And since he has a knack for storytelling, cooking, exercising, discussing, and delivering information across various content, viewers kept getting drawn in without ever getting bored.



    



    “Just wait and see. Baek Seung-yong is going to do even better than now.”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol confidently proclaimed.
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    Saturday, September 16, 2023.



    



    A few days before the first filming of Season 2 of Baek Banchan, I picked up kitchen scissors to cut my hair.



    



    As I was looking in the mirror and cutting my hair, I caught a glimpse of Muk-ji.



    



    She looked shocked, as if she had seen something she shouldn’t have.



    



    “What’s wrong?”



    



    “What are you doing?”



    



    “I think my hair is a bit long, so I’m cutting it.”



    



    “Now I understand why Chan-yong’s hair always looked like it had been eaten by a rat.”



    



    Muk-ji approached and took the kitchen scissors from me.



    



    “Go to a hair salon.”



    



    “Uh...”



    



    “Why not?”



    



    “I don’t want to spend money on it. Why pay 5,000 won just for a haircut?”



    



    “5,000 won?”



    



    “Isn’t it 5,000 won?”



    



    “When did you ever say that?”



    



    I shrugged, not remembering clearly, and Muk-ji sighed.



    



    “Anyway, please don’t do this alone anymore. Go to a hair salon.”



    



    “I find this convenient.”



    



    “It doesn’t look good.”



    



    “We decided not to care about other people’s opinions.”



    



    “Not caring about others and looking messy are two different things. Please go get a haircut.”



    



    “...It’s not easy.”



    



    “What do you mean?”



    



    “Going to a hair salon. That whole vibe of being social is tough for me.”



    



    “Like what?”



    



    “People ask too many personal questions like ‘What do you do?’ and ‘Where do you live?’ It feels odd, especially when you’re meeting someone for the first time.”



    



    “I see.”



    



    Muk-ji pulled out her phone and sent a message somewhere.



    



    She then sent me a link.



    



    “Where is this?”



    



    “It’s a hair salon run by a YouTuber I used to manage when I was at Hongdangmu.”



    



    “Adam Smith?”



    



    “He got that name because his hands move so quickly that you can’t see them.”



    



    “...Isn’t that dangerous? What if he moves so fast that he cuts your ear or something?”



    



    “That won’t happen.”



    



    “But it could!”



    



    “If you think like that, how do you ride on planes, buses, or subways? Accidents can happen there too.”



    



    “...So I absolutely have to go, huh?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    “But I’ve been fine living like this without any issues.”



    



    “Your rat-eaten hair has always been a problem. You were just the only one who didn’t think so.”



    



    “As long as I’m okay, it doesn’t matter.”



    



    “Now that I’ll always be next to you, it’s my problem too.”



    



    I couldn’t argue back.



    



    “I don’t even know how to ask for what I want.”



    



    “I’ve already mentioned it. Since you don’t like small talk, I told them not to say anything. Now stop talking back and go already. While you’re at it, get some skin care done too.”



    



    She was so firm that I had no choice but to drive to the salon she introduced me to.



    



    After parking and carefully opening the door, I noticed the staff’s eyes widen in surprise as they looked around.



    



    “Hello.”



    



    The staff bowed and called out to the back.



    



    “Boss! Ban Chan-yong is here!”



    



    Everyone in the salon turned to look at me.



    



    While it had become more common for me to attract attention this way lately, I still wasn’t quite used to it.



    



    In the past, people would ask if they recognized me first, but now it felt burdensome even without anyone speaking to me.



    



    The beauty YouTuber Adam Smith walked out, saying absolutely nothing, and just guided me to my seat.



    



    He didn’t ask what style I wanted or what I did; he just started cutting my hair.



    



    I must have dozed off for a moment.



    



    When I woke up, my hair was mostly done.



    



    “...”



    



    It looked like a hairstyle only celebrities have, which felt awkward, but it was hard to say I didn’t like the effort he had put into it.



    



    Even if I wanted to say something, I didn’t know how to ask him to adjust it, so I just received a shampoo instead.



    



    “Is there any discomfort?”



    



    Adam Smith was the first to speak to me.



    



    “No, it’s comfortable.”



    



    “You were surprised when the staff shouted earlier, right?”



    



    “Oh, no. I’m fine.”



    



    “I’ll tell Chan-yong to be careful next time he comes.”



    



    “Ah, yes. I’m really fine.”



    



    I was surprised at the attention but didn’t mind it too much.



    



    “We often talk about the banchan store. They were probably excited to see you. Sorry about that.”



    



    “It’s fine. Really, it’s okay. Please don’t say anything.”



    



    “Hehe. Okay.”



    



    After that, there was silence again.



    



    As my hair was being styled, it looked good even to me. The problem was that I couldn’t imagine replicating it at home.



    



    After paying, I left the store.



    



    It wasn’t as bad as I expected, so it seemed alright to stop by when absolutely necessary.



    



    “Chan-yong!”



    



    As I was about to get into my car, I was startled by a sudden call and turned around.



    



    A person I’d never seen before was holding a phone.



    



    “Yes?”



    



    “Could you take a picture with me?”



    



    “Me?”



    



    “Yes!”



    



    “Oh, sure. Okay.”



    



    “Is it okay if I post it on Instagram?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    “Thank you! I’m a real fan.”



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    “You don’t look fat at all in person.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “Yes! You look so cool.”



    



    I never know how to respond in these situations.



    



    “Ah, please don’t say that. I thought you were saying something nice.”



    



    “Really! You’re really cool.”



    



    “Cough. What do you want?”



    



    “Huh?”



    



    “I can’t give you much money.”



    



    “Hahaha! That’s hilarious. Well, fighting!”



    



    As they bowed their head to greet me, I returned the gesture.



    



    I felt good.



    



    ***



    



    Sunday morning, September 24, 2023.



    



    “Ah, Mom. I’m telling you, it’s not like that. Yes, really. Eun-ji is still having a hard time eating. She just wanted to make a good impression on you. If she was picky about food on the first meeting, it might create a bad impression, you know? Yes, it’s true.”



    



    My mother, curious about how my future bride was doing, called me early in the morning.



    



    Even after I told her several times, she didn’t believe me until now, when she reluctantly accepted the truth.



    



    “Is that so?”



    



    “Why are you feeling sorry?”



    



    My mother’s voice was filled with regret.



    



    “Of course I’m feeling sorry. I just thought it would be that way.”



    



    With her son getting married at this age, she must be thinking about grandchildren.



    



    Someday we might have a child, but for now, both Muk-ji and I have a lot we want to do.



    



    There’s a lot to adjust to after appearing on the show, and Muk-ji is also in a learning position regarding planning and editing, so there’s a mountain of things to keep in mind.



    



    As we talk more, we’ll plan for children gradually.



    



    “By the way, how was the broadcast yesterday? Did you watch it?”



    



    “Yes. It was nice to see a place I had been to. You looked good, my son.”



    



    “Good-looking?”



    



    “You got a haircut, right?”



    



    “Oh, Eun-ji recommended the salon.”



    



    “Good for you. You used to walk around looking like a rat had eaten your hair.”



    



    “...”



    



    My mother said the same thing as Muk-ji. Was it really that bad?



    



    “Did you pick up all that trash?”



    



    “Of course. These days, you’ll get in big trouble if you lie about that. By the way, what’s going on at the hospital?”



    



    “They said it’s okay.”



    



    “They say it’s okay every time. Are they really fine?”



    



    “If it were bad, they wouldn’t say it’s fine.”



    



    My mother said this with a laugh. It seems like there’s really nothing wrong, which makes me feel good.



    



    “I’m glad. Yes, rest well.”



    



    I hung up and sank back into the couch.



    



    “Are you awake?”



    



    Muk-ji came out of the bedroom.



    



    “Yes. Eun-ji seemed to be curious about you.”



    



    “I heard a bit; it seems like the misunderstanding has been cleared up.”



    



    “Yes. Yawn.”



    



    I wanted to sleep a little longer, but after the phone call, I felt tired.



    



    I stretched and was about to head back to the bedroom when I noticed the recycling bin.



    



    Since moving in, I had accumulated a lot of cardboard boxes from deliveries.



    



    I also drink bottled water, so empty water bottles were filling the plastic bin.



    



    “I’m going to take out the trash.”



    



    “Okay.”



    



    I grabbed trash with both hands and headed to my designated recycling area.



    



    As I put down the boxes and started sorting the cans and plastics, I sensed someone nearby.



    



    Thinking I was blocking the way, I stepped back, and a fellow resident from the same apartment came up, carrying a bunch of trash.



    



    “Is this the banchan store?”



    



    “Pardon?”



    



    He looked to be in his fifties, and I never imagined he would recognize me.



    



    “Yeah, I thought I recognized you. You live in the same apartment.”



    



    “Oh, yes. Hello.”



    



    I hadn’t washed my face and was still in my pajamas, so I felt embarrassed.



    



    “You don’t look fat at all in person. How’s your health these days?”



    



    “Ah, yes. Thank you. It’s good.”



    



    “Good. I have diabetes too, but as long as I exercise and manage it, I’m fine.”



    



    I didn’t have much else to say, so I just smiled and hurriedly sorted the trash.



    



    “That’s over here.”



    



    “Oh, thank you.”



    



    It seems that in this apartment, plastic must also be sorted for recycling. In my previous place, we only sorted plastics, paper, and cans, so I missed that part.



    



    “Okay.”



    



    “Right. Let’s do our best.”



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    ***



    



    While Chan-yong went to take out the trash, I prepared breakfast by pressing the cooking button on the rice cooker and pouring oil into the frying pan.



    



    Chan-yong likes his eggs sunny-side up, so I need to be careful not to break the yolk, but it often ends up a mess when I flip them.



    



    I heard the sound of the front door password being entered.



    



    “I’m back.”



    



    “Thank you for your hard work.”



    



    Chan-yong went straight to the bathroom and didn’t come out even after I set the breakfast table.



    



    The fried egg was getting cold.



    



    “Phew.”



    



    “Did you take a shower?”



    



    It’s rare to take a shower early in the morning on a Sunday, so while it’s a good thing, it’s a bit strange that his behavior has suddenly changed.



    



    He quietly explained the reason.



    



    “I met some guy at the recycling station, and he recognized me.”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    “I hadn’t washed my face and was still in my pajamas, so I felt a bit embarrassed.”



    



    “I see.”



    



    “Wow, did you prepare breakfast?”



    



    “I just pressed the cooking button and made a fried egg.”



    



    “That’s something! You couldn’t do this before.”



    



    “I still failed at the sunny-side up egg today.”



    



    “I like it when it’s cooked more thoroughly too.”



    



    After eating the fried egg, Chan-yong smiled, and it lifted my mood, so I took a bite too.



    



    “Eun-ji, should we get a water purifier?”



    



    “Didn’t you say bottled water is better?”



    



    Chan-yong hesitated, nibbling his lips before responding.



    



    “That’s true, but it creates a lot of waste.”



    



    “I’m fine either way.”



    



    “Okay, then let’s look at water purifiers together later.”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    After breakfast, I loaded the dishwasher and got ready to go out.



    



    I changed into comfortable clothes and grabbed a trash bag, tongs, and a bottle of water before heading outside.



    



    At first, I was just joining in on Chan-yong's hobby, but now it felt satisfying both mentally and physically to do something good.



    



    The only difference today was that Chan-yong was wearing a hat and a mask.



    



    “...”



    



    “Shall we go?”



    



    “Yes.”
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    Monday.



    



    Woken up by sounds from the kitchen, I see Chanyong making breakfast.



    



    He’s supposed to be filming for Baekban Follow Season 2 today, so he should be hurrying, but insists on having breakfast.



    



    I approach to make my presence known.



    



    “Did you sleep well?”



    



    “Not enough. You should sleep more, too.”



    



    “I’ll sleep on the way.”



    



    He says that, but we both know he’ll be chatting and unable to sleep.



    



    His little lies are sweet and make me want to rely on him.



    



    I hug him from behind.



    



    “I know you won’t sleep. Why do you always tell such obvious lies?”



    



    “Because you know it already.”



    



    I don’t know what he means, but I don’t want to let go of his broad back.



    



    “Garlic?”



    



    “Yes. Garlic chicken steak.”



    



    As he turns on the gas stove, I step back to watch him cook.



    



    He scores the raw chicken breast, seasons it with salt, and puts it in a pan with two swirls of cooking oil.



    



    As the chicken cooks, he adds chopped garlic and a handful of whole garlic cloves to the pan.



    



    We recently bought half a basket of garlic, so garlic’s been a regular at our table lately.



    



    Once he adds a spoonful of butter to melt, I get up to prepare the utensils.



    



    I scoop rice from the rice cooker and take some seasoned greens and kimchi from the fridge, placing them on the plates.



    



    Just as I put the side dishes back in the fridge, the chicken steak is ready. Chanyong takes the well-cooked chicken from the pan, sprinkles it with pepper, and places it on a plate.



    



    Opening the pot on the stove, steam rises.



    



    He removes the steamed cabbage, cuts it into bite-sized pieces, and sets it on the table.



    



    It’s a luxurious breakfast.



    



    “How is it?”



    



    “It’s good.”



    



    The garlic flavor is a bit overwhelming, but it adds depth to the plain taste, and despite the dryness, the butter helps make it tender enough to enjoy.



    



    “Should we get another car?”



    



    He brings up something unexpected.



    



    When I look up, he explains why he’s thinking about it.



    



    “It’s inconvenient on days like this. And with the Korean Cuisine Enthusiast filming schedule, it’ll only get busier.”



    



    “I used to take the subway.”



    



    “But didn’t you mention you were looking at cars before?”



    



    He remembers something I said in passing.



    



    “If I need a car, I’ll buy it with my own money. Don’t worry about it.”



    



    “We could buy one under the company name.”



    



    “I don’t need it immediately.”



    



    “Then I’ll ask again tomorrow.”



    



    “Heh.”



    



    This is typical of him.



    



    He never forces anything. He asks for my opinion and listens, just as it is.



    



    When one of our opinions is more reasonable, we follow each other’s lead, but neither of us changes our minds because of it.



    



    When we disagree, like now, he declares he’ll ask again tomorrow, and he always does.



    



    So I can be honest, any time.



    



    “A car would be convenient, but I worry about the expense.”



    



    “Let’s look at small SUVs, maybe electric or hybrid. They’re fuel-efficient and come with benefits.”



    



    “...”



    



    “We could look around first and then decide, right?”



    



    “Alright.”



    



    We laugh and continue eating, and then Chanyong stands up.



    



    “Can you take care of cleaning up?”



    



    “Take care and have a good day.”



    



    “Will do. I might be a bit late today. I’ll check the time and let you know.”



    



    I nod, and he quickly leaves the house.



    



    I’m a slow eater, while he’s fast, so this happens often.



    



    We’re both mindful of it, but on days like today, there’s no choice.



    



    After finishing the food at my own pace and doing the dishes, I put on a mask and grab the duster.



    



    I dust the furniture, and then, like magic, the robot vacuum takes care of the floor.



    



    When we first moved in, I wondered why we needed it, but with its dust suction, mop, auto-dusting, and self-cleaning functions, it’s become indispensable.



    



    The house is simply too big to clean alone.



    



    ***



    



    I arrive at the office at 1 p.m.



    



    There’s a pile of packages at the door.



    



    After moving them inside and checking, there are seven sample products from a food company seeking a review and five gifts from subscribers.



    



    Since To That Sky aired, I’ve been receiving packages daily. I’m amazed people even know the address.



    



    I share my office address with companies when necessary, but I’ve never posted it publicly for subscribers.



    



    Somehow, it seems like my address is spreading by word of mouth through company contacts.



    



    “...”



    



    Recently, I noticed that Chanyong seems a bit concerned about this.



    



    When we first met with the broadcasting team for Korean Cuisine Enthusiast pre-meetings, Chanyong mentioned feeling awkward with the overwhelming welcome he received from them. Initially, he brushed it off, but after seeing it myself during company meetings for ads or when meeting other YouTubers, I could understand why he feels uncomfortable. Many people are uneasy around him, like abruptly standing up when he enters—likely due to his influence.



    



    For Chanyong, who’s quietly endured subtle disrespect rather than reverence, this sudden shift feels strange and unsettling. He’s also grown more aware of the scrutiny he faces—not regarding his appearance, but in his behavior, almost to an anxious degree.



    



    Just last night before bed, he mentioned, “I messed up the recycling. I shouldn’t be making mistakes like that.” I think he’s feeling pressure about his words and actions, with the idea that someone might recognize him anywhere, a pressure he hadn’t considered before. Although this caution will likely benefit his career, it could be stressful if it grows into an obsession.



    



    He never used to feel the need to visit hair salons regularly, but now, with all the attention, it feels burdensome. His casual approach to small talk has also changed, now interpreting questions as being about his personal information. This concern isn’t unwarranted either, as it’s become essential to guard private details like his home address and phone number.



    



    ***



    



    "Today’s destination is Suncheon, the largest city in Jeollanam-do."



    



    "My hometown!" Baek Woojin cheered, raising his arms when PD Park Sangcheol announced the location.



    



    "In spring, there’s clams and crab, in summer, peaches and plums, in autumn, pears and cockles, and in winter, dried persimmons. So much to see and eat there."



    



    “Don’t forget the water parsley! It’s delicious!” He’s a hometown enthusiast.



    



    “Let’s quickly answer the questions and get going,” Cha Jichan urged, signaling with his hand to speed things up.



    



    “There won’t be any quiz today.”



    



    “What then?”



    



    “There were a lot of comments on the viewer board last week about the questions being too hard.”



    



    “Oh, come on, say it like it is—they were saying you did everything you could to make sure we wouldn’t get the answers right.”



    



    "PD-nim, you were getting a lot of heat, too," Baek Woojin and Joo Jiseung chimed in, hitting the mark, causing PD Park Sangcheol to laugh awkwardly.



    



    “So, what’s it going to be today? This won’t be like last time, right?” I jumped in to continue with the show.



    



    “Alright. Today, I’ve brought you a challenge you’re all confident in.”



    



    “Something we’re confident in?”



    



    Looking at Joo Jiseung, he answers, “Cooking.” Baek Woojin says, “Anything,” and Cha Jichan says, “Exercise.”



    



    “That’s right. Today is a physical challenge.”



    



    “I’m confident about je-yuk (spicy pork)!”



    



    “In five minutes, each team—the production team and the cast—will transport rice to the designated area. The team that moves the most rice wins. If you win, you’ll receive a 300,000 won allowance and the rice will be donated to the Suncheon area.”



    



    “What if the production team wins?”



    



    “No allowance, but the rice will still be donated.”



    



    Either way, we’ll have to give it our best.



    



    “So, it’ll be the four of us. Who’s coming from the production team?”



    



    I asked, and PD Park Sangcheol gave a signal.



    



    Suddenly, a whole crowd of guys came out from between Camera 4 and the writer.



    



    We were all speechless. The production team brought out ten people.



    



    “…What’s this supposed to be?”



    



    Baek Woojin asked.



    



    “You’re all athletes. We’re regular folks, so it’s only fair if we have ten people.”



    



    “Oh, come on. That’s ridiculous.”



    



    “Do you want more complaints?”



    



    “This isn’t fair.”



    



    “Woojin is practically dead weight. How are we supposed to win 10 versus 3?”



    



    Even Cha Jichan voiced his disapproval.



    



    “Why am I dead weight? I can do it too!”



    



    “Look here,” Cha Jichan pointed to a stack of rice sacks.



    



    Baek Woojin marched over, struggling to lift a 20kg rice sack.



    



    “See? This isn’t reasonable.”



    



    “It’s fine. We have people on our team who can’t lift much either.”



    



    “Woojin, come over here.” Joo Jiseung called out to the struggling Baek Woojin sympathetically.



    



    “Ten people is too much. You saw how Woojin did. Let’s make it five.” I offered a compromise, and PD Park Sangcheol looked at the production team and nodded.



    



    “Then we’ll choose our strongest people too, alright?”



    



    “Deal!”



    



    “4 vs 5 is doable!”



    



    “Woojin, go cheer us on.”



    



    Joo Jiseung nudged Baek Woojin, who was shouting that we could do it.



    



    “Got it.”



    



    Then he trotted over to the writers, took a whiteboard, wrote “Baek Seungyong Truck Fighting!” and waved it around. You’ve got to give it to him.



    



    “Hold on, time out.”



    



    “What’s wrong?”



    



    “Strategy meeting.”



    



    “One minute.”



    



    Though this is a recording with plenty of time, they always rush us like this.



    



    “Alright, gather around, guys,” I called Joo Jiseung and Cha Jichan over.



    



    “Look, we each have to carry more than them. We need to load up as much as possible each time.”



    



    Since we’re outnumbered, that makes sense.



    



    “But isn’t it awkward to carry them?”



    



    “That’s why, Side Dish, you load the sacks onto Jiseung and me. If we each carry two sacks on our shoulders, that’s four at a time. When the five production team members carry five, we’ll be carrying eight.”



    



    “Isn’t there time spent loading them too?”



    



    “It’s still faster than making multiple trips.”



    



    “But isn’t four sacks 80kg? They’re bulky, too.”



    



    “That’s no problem.”



    



    “I think I can handle it too.”



    



    “So I just need to load them for you?”



    



    “Yep.”



    



    “Time’s up!”



    



    PD Park Sangcheol urged us to start.



    



    "Please go back to your positions. When the signal sounds, you’ll have five minutes to move the rice bags. Stack them carefully. If they topple, they won’t count."



    



    “Let’s go!” Cha Jichan shouted as the whistle blew.



    



    I lifted two rice sacks onto Cha Jichan’s right shoulder as planned, then grabbed two more to place on his left shoulder. He marched off with steady steps.



    



    “Haah!” Joo Jiseung shouted as he brought his shoulder forward, but he’s taller than Cha Jichan, making it harder to lift the bags high enough.



    



    “Urgh.”



    



    Joo Jiseung took off, and as I was catching my breath, Cha Jichan was back in front of me.



    



    “What are you doing? Hurry up and load me up.”



    



    “Oh, right.”



    



    I loaded another four bags on him, feeling exhausted. Just as I wanted to stretch my back, Joo Jiseung leaned his face toward me.



    



    “Chanyong! Hurry!”



    



    “Ah, coming!”



    



    This… feels like we might have divided the roles wrong.
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    “Haah… ugh... ha…”



    



    I felt a bit guilty since all I had to do was load the rice sacks while Joo Jiseung and Cha Jichan did the actual carrying. But once we started, I realized lifting those sacks from the ground to shoulder height without stopping was way more exhausting. Joo Jiseung and Cha Jichan just had to walk without bending over, while I had to keep lifting the bags. Plus, they kept coming one after another, making me do a nonstop clean and jerk.



    



    "The production team moved 61 bags, while the cast team…”



    



    Lying on the ground, I just turned my head. It was clear that we’d moved more.



    



    "80 bags," announced PD Park Sangcheol, hanging his head as if genuinely disappointed.



    



    “Whoa!” Baek Woojin came running over, but none of us could even speak. The three of us just lay there, panting, while Woojin took over the commentary.



    



    “We won, so that means we donate 80 bags of rice, 20kg each, totaling 1,600kg to Suncheon, plus we get 300,000 won, right?”



    



    “You were so confident,” PD Park Sangcheol muttered to the staff nearby.



    



    “They’re monsters, monsters.”



    



    “Can’t win against them,” the game participants muttered, shaking their heads.



    



    PD Park looked puzzled, as if something was bothering him.



    



    "Uh, this isn't exactly how we envisioned it. There should be some intensity in the game, you know?"



    



    "Are you saying you're disappointed we moved so many bags?"



    



    Sensing some nonsense coming, I pretended to threaten him, and PD Park gave a helpless smile.



    



    “Of course not.”



    



    “Liar. It seems like you don’t like the idea of a big donation.”



    



    “Right!” Baek Woojin joined in, and PD Park just waved it off, looking resigned.



    



    We got into the red Casper. Woojin, who was still in good shape, took the wheel, and with my size, I rode shotgun while Cha Jichan and Joo Jiseung sat in the back.



    



    Waking up early and doing such intense work left me exhausted, and I quickly dozed off. When I came to, we were passing through Anseong.



    



    “Mm.”



    



    Woojin was focused on driving, Joo Jiseung gazed out the window, and Cha Jichan was asleep with his arms folded.



    



    "I slept like a log."



    



    “Keep sleeping; I’ll wake you when we reach the rest stop.”



    



    Maybe it’s just in my head, but I feel like there might be quite a few people who recognize us at the rest stop now. I don’t hate it, given how much I’d hoped for this in the past, but it does feel overwhelming sometimes.



    



    I’m afraid of being misunderstood over a small mistake, a thought that never crossed my mind before.



    



    “Do you think there’ll be a lot of people at the rest stop?”



    



    “Not sure? It’s a weekday, so maybe not too crowded. Why?” Woojin asked.



    



    “It sounds silly, but lately, being around lots of people makes me feel kind of self-conscious.”



    



    The car fell silent for a moment.



    



    “I get it,” Joo Jiseung said from the back.



    



    “In the past, I’d throw trash on the street without thinking. But two years ago, a little kid, probably an elementary schooler, pointed at me and said, ‘Mom, look, it’s that actor, Mr. Gungye, and he’s littering.’”



    



    “...”



    



    “I’ve never felt so embarrassed. I still think about it sometimes. After that, I became more mindful of my actions.”



    



    “Same here,” Woojin added, as if he had his own story.



    



    “One time, I had to go to the bathroom really bad, so I parked anywhere I could find and dashed into the nearest building.”



    



    “Bathroom emergency,” I teased, remembering his subway clothing mishap story.



    



    “Oh, come on.”



    



    He shot me a look.



    



    “Anyway, I finally get to the bathroom, and my phone rings. I pick up, and it’s someone furiously asking how I could park right in front of their store. I apologized, but they kept going, and I got a bit annoyed. I mean, this is an emergency here!”



    



    I should’ve known, given the story about the musician with a similar fixation.



    



    "So I went out, intending to give him a piece of my mind. But when he saw me, his expression completely changed, and he said he was a fan.”



    



    “...”



    



    “That was so embarrassing. Not just for parking in front of his store but for trying to argue about it. Ever since then, I’ve been more careful.”



    



    “Bathroom emergency.”



    



    “Oh, stop it!”



    



    “Yeah, even if Woojin had an incident, it’s not fair to tease him.”



    



    “Right, even if he did.”



    



    “Oh, really? You guys are relentless! I’m driving here! Stop testing my patience!”



    



    Honestly, talking with these guys makes my worries feel lighter. Just knowing others share the same concerns gives me the courage to face them.



    



    And besides, no way am I giving up on rest stop food just because of a crowd.



    



    “You’re right. I need to be more mindful of my words and actions, too.”



    



    “Exactly, that’s the key.”



    



    “Mm.”



    



    Cha Jichan woke up to Woojin’s loud voice.



    



    “Where are we?”



    



    “Past Anseong.”



    



    “Let’s stop at a rest area. I need the bathroom.”



    



    “Ugh! Why are you guys like this today? There’s a camera! We’re recording! Stop with the bathroom talk!”



    



    ***



    



    We arrived at the rest area where we’d agreed to meet up mid-trip.



    



    Both the crew and we hadn’t eaten breakfast, so we decided to stop at the rest area for a quick bite.



    



    The rest area we arrived at was relatively quiet, and even those who were there didn’t recognize us. It’s funny—I’d been worrying about being recognized, but now that no one actually does, I feel a strange bit of disappointment.



    



    "Let’s get fish cake skewers!" Woojin shouted.



    



    “Fish cake? Rest area food means udon!” I countered.



    



    “What are you talking about? It’s obviously fish cakes.”



    



    “It’s udon.”



    



    As we bickered over fish cakes and udon, I was debating between fishcake udon or tofu skin udon when Jichan darted off in a hurry—he must have been really desperate.



    



    “What about you?” I turned to Jiseung.



    



    “Well… walnut cakes sound good… but roasted potatoes would be nice too.”



    



    “Hold up,” PD Park Sangcheol called out, stopping us.



    



    “It seems like we didn’t get enough footage from the morning game. How about another round here?”



    



    “Oh, come on. Are you that desperate to torture us?” Woojin's comment made me laugh.



    



    I’d heard before about PD Park being relentless with the actors, and after filming Season 1 of Baekban, I had firsthand experience. Ratings matter, though, so while PD Park’s method can be exhausting, going along with his ideas usually works out for the best.



    



    “What kind of game?” I asked.



    



    “Well, just now Chan-yong said udon and Woojin said fish cakes, right? The two of you can have a debate on which food is the best rest area snack.”



    



    “This is like Baekban Debate!” Woojin protested. “Are you really making us debate over food here? That’s our main gig!”



    



    “Oh, I wouldn’t make you do it for free,” PD Park assured us.



    



    “Then what?”



    



    “The winner gets to keep all of the 300,000 won prize for themselves.”



    



    “And the loser?”



    



    “They’ll have to skip eating.”



    



    “What the heck? If we broadcast stuff like this, viewers will call it torture!”



    



    “It’s fine; I’ll just write an apology letter if needed,” PD Park replied with a shrug, leaving me speechless. Then Jiseung jumped in.



    



    “If Chan-yong and Woojin are debating, what about Ji-chan and me?”



    



    “You get to choose a side. If you pick the winning side, you can share the prize money. If not, well, you’ll join in the suffering,” PD Park explained.



    



    “This guy’s a con artist.”



    



    I never expected to hear the word “con artist” from Jiseung, but he perfectly captured the moment, and I burst out laughing.



    



    “See? When Jiseung calls you a con artist, you know you’ve really gone too far!” Woojin shouted.



    



    “What’s going on?” Jichan, now back, sized up the situation and then came to stand beside me.



    



    “What’s this?” he asked.



    



    “I’m going with Chan-yong,” he declared.



    



    There was a brief silence before Jiseung subtly moved over to my side too.



    



    Woojin’s eyes went wide.



    



    “What the heck? Why is everyone picking him?”



    



    “Let’s be real, Woojin—you can’t beat Chan-yong.”



    



    “True, true.”



    



    “We’re not looking to starve here, either. We’re hungry.”



    



    “Wait, does this mean we just can’t have food from the rest area?” Jichan asked PD Park.



    



    “No, it’s for the whole day. You get 300,000 won, but the restriction applies everywhere.”



    



    Now Jiseung and Jichan stood on either side of me with their arms crossed.



    



    “Oh, what am I supposed to do now? This is ridiculous! Why do I have to suffer alone?”



    



    “We’ve got to listen to what the PD says.”



    



    “Looking at him this morning, it seems like he’s determined that at least one of us is going to go hungry today, no matter what happens. Take one for the team.”



    



    “Yeah, you’re the youngest among us,” Jiseung, Jichan, and even I said, all trying to convince Woojin to take the hit. Woojin jumped up in frustration.



    



    “You idiots! This is exactly what he wants! Why are we playing another game right after hauling all those rice sacks?”



    



    “Oh yeah… we did move all those sacks ourselves.”



    



    “Exactly!”



    



    “This is just ridiculous.”



    



    Woojin froze, eyes wide and mouth slightly open, looking thoroughly stunned. His reaction was so priceless, I couldn’t resist teasing him more.



    



    “Exactly, so you’re the one who drove!”



    



    “Oh, come on…”



    



    Woojin clutched his chest in mock despair, then spun around.



    



    “Fine, go ahead. Just do whatever. But if I win, I’m eating all the food by myself, and you all can starve!”



    



    “That won’t happen,” I said with a confident smile, and Jiseung and Jichan nodded in agreement.



    



    “Don’t you dare back out later. I can’t believe this. This is too unfair!”



    



    Woojin stomped his feet, making a big show of it.



    



    “Isn’t this all a bit too sudden? We should get some time to prepare.”



    



    “It doesn’t have to be long,” PD Park said, grinning. “I think it’ll be fun either way, whether Chan-yong wins or Woojin wins.”



    



    “…Jichan,” Woojin said, turning to him with narrowed eyes.



    



    “Huh?”



    



    “You were the one who introduced me to this guy, weren’t you?”



    



    “…Sorry.”



    



    “Yeah, thanks a lot.”



    



    With no time to prepare, we grabbed a spot at one of the outdoor tables at the rest area. I couldn’t help but worry if the impromptu debate would turn out alright.



    



    “Do you prefer Mom or Dad? Dipping sauce or pouring sauce? We’re about to get a taste of one of Korea’s most intense debates in history. Welcome to Baekban Debate! I’m Jiseung Joo.”



    



    “And I’m Jichan Cha.”



    



    With the experience they gained from To the Sky, Jiseung and Jichan smoothly opened the debate.



    



    “Rest area snacks—a wide variety of delicious choices! Today, our two experts will debate which is the ultimate rest area food: fish cake skewers or udon!”



    



    “First, introducing udon expert Chan-yong Ban, who’s reportedly eaten over 1,000 bowls of udon in his lifetime.”



    



    I waved to the audience, looking around confidently.



    



    “And next, the man with those chubby cheeks that people say were built on a foundation of fish cakes, fish cake expert Woojin Baek. Please say hello.”



    



    Woojin shot me a determined glare, looking fierce.



    



    “And how will the winner be decided?”



    



    “We’ll settle it with a vote from the 30 crew members here.”



    



    “So, the one who can sway the crew wins. Chan-yong, why don’t you start?”



    



    “Why?” Woojin suddenly shouted.



    



    “What’s wrong?”



    



    “Why does Chan-yong get to go first? It’s because you’re on his side, isn’t it?”



    



    “Well, then you can go first.”



    



    Now that he was on his own, Woojin’s frustration was building up, but he finally launched into his argument.



    



    “According to data released by the Korea Expressway Corporation in 2019, the most popular rest area item is… Americano! Next up: walnut cakes, gukbap, bibimbap, and snacks. And do you know what comes next?”



    



    “I don’t know. What is it?”



    



    “Rice cakes on skewers, hot dogs, and fish cakes. Fishcake udon ranks 9th, and tofu-skin udon is 10th. Here’s my source.”



    



    When Woojin mentioned his “source,” we all fell silent, waiting.



    



    “Well? You said you were going to present your source.”



    



    “Just overlay it with some graphics. I don’t have it on me right now.”



    



    “Then how are we supposed to know if you’re lying or not?”



    



    “You’re doubting my memory?”



    



    “I just want to make sure.”



    



    “It exists,” PD Park said, glancing at his smartphone. It looked like there really was a statistic like that.



    



    “Let me see.”



    



    PD Park showed me the article on his phone, and I gave it a look.



    



    “…Woojin.”



    



    “I told you I was right.”



    



    “Are you messing around right from the start? Do I look like a fool to you?”



    



    “Fool! Haha!”



    



    Jiseung and Jichan burst out laughing at my joke, solidly in my corner as allies.

  
    Sadang (1)



    



    Woojin was flustered.



    



    “When you look at the rankings, rice cakes on skewers and hot dogs come in at 7th and 8th place, respectively. Fishcake udon and tofu-skin udon are 9th and 10th. Where exactly is ‘hot bar’ on the list?”



    



    “Rice cakes on skewers or hot dogs should be considered as part of the ‘hot bar’ category. They’re all served on sticks.”



    



    “Did you really think that would work? Rice cakes on skewers, hot dogs, and hot bars are distinctly different foods.”



    



    “They’re different, yes.”



    



    “Absolutely, different.”



    



    As Jiseung and Jichan nodded in agreement, Woojin jumped to his feet.



    



    “Hold on! What is this? If you’re supposed to be commentators, just comment! Why are you interfering? And what is the referee doing?”



    



    Woojin pleaded to PD Park. After a moment’s consideration, the PD spoke up.



    



    “I’ll allow it. Just please make sure you don’t disrupt the flow of the debate.”



    



    “Wait a moment.”



    



    I stepped in.



    



    “Jiseung and Jichan are doing their job as participants. Isn’t reacting naturally part of their role?”



    



    PD Park’s eyes darted around, calculating.



    



    “If it’s just the two of us talking, where’s the fun in that? We need side comments and laughter to make the broadcast richer.”



    



    “Right?”



    



    “Absolutely.”



    



    “Chan-yong’s right. It wouldn’t make sense to stop their reactions since it’s a necessary part of the program. Woojin, please understand.”



    



    “…What?”



    



    Woojin was visibly caught off guard by this unexpected scolding.



    



    “So, I’m the one who has to understand?”



    



    No one answered.



    



    Woojin looked around, but no one offered help or even met his gaze.



    



    “Are you all ignoring me?”



    



    “Pfft… hahaha.”



    



    “Don’t laugh!”



    



    Everyone burst into laughter.



    



    “I’m asking! Are you all ignoring me?”



    



    PD Park hid his laughter behind his script but finally raised his head.



    



    “It’s not like that. We still have a show to run, don’t we? Jiseung and Jichan are just doing their jobs.”



    



    “Right. This is part of my job.”



    



    “Exactly. You’re getting paid, so you’ve got to do your best.”



    



    Woojin seemed lost for words.



    



    He sighed, glancing around the area with a slightly dazed expression.



    



    “If you don’t have anything to say, I’ll go first this time.”



    



    “I do!”



    



    Woojin shouted loudly.



    



    “The ‘hot bar’ was originally a product created by the corporation Great Road. After its success, any similar product came to be called a hot bar. It’s like how oil pastels are all called crayons, or laptop computers are just called laptops. Staplers are called ‘hochikis,’ bleach is ‘Rox,’ and instant rice is ‘Hetban’—a case where the brand name becomes a generic term.”



    



    “You’re getting rather long-winded. Are you feeling desperate?”



    



    “No. This just proves how hot bars are an iconic product.”



    



    Indeed, it’s not easy for a brand name to represent an entire category of products. That’s only possible when it dominates the market overwhelmingly.



    



    “So, hot bars—derived from Japanese kamaboko fish cakes—have become a perfectly adapted Korean food. But udon?”



    



    Woojin can be tricky to debate against.



    



    He has a vast pool of knowledge, and his arguments based on facts have a natural persuasiveness.



    



    If I get caught on one unknown fact and he disproves me even once, it’s game over.



    



    That’s why I always have to rely on rhetoric and manipulation.



    



    “Are you saying udon isn’t Korean? Are you disrespecting our country’s udon masters?”



    



    “No, of course not.”



    



    Woojin regained his composure. His voice was calm, and he’d returned to his usual tone.



    



    That meant the conversation was steering in the direction he wanted.



    



    “Just as we’ve adapted fish cakes into hot bars, we’ve also taken udon and created a uniquely Korean version. We call it ‘garak guksu.’”



    



    “…”



    



    “I’m sure you know, Chan-yong. While waiting for the train, the warm and filling garak guksu—though inspired by udon—uses anchovy broth instead of soy-based stock. It’s truly a Korean adaptation of udon. As proof, the National Institute of Korean Language suggests garak guksu as a refined native word for the borrowed term ‘udon,’ but people already consider udon and garak guksu to be separate dishes.”



    



    “And?”



    



    “To stand against hot bar, shouldn’t you at least bring up garak guksu?”



    



    “And why is that?”



    



    “Well, if it’s between Korean foods, there’s something to discuss, but this is Korean food against Japanese food. Are you trying to say that Korean hot bar is inferior to Japanese udon?”



    



    Ah, turning it into a Korea-Japan rivalry.



    



    Woojin countered with a tricky argument. It seems he’s not just taking the hits but using some rather underhanded persuasion tactics.



    



    “Ah, that’s dirty.”



    



    Jichan, who’d been watching, chimed in.



    



    “It’s downright dirty. When it looked like hot bar couldn’t beat udon, he shifted the focus to Korea-Japan relations. The intention is obvious.”



    



    When Woojin shot a glare at Jiseung and Jichan, they both cleared their throats awkwardly.



    



    They seemed conflicted—wanting a meal but feeling a bit guilty about it.



    



    “Come to think of it, isn’t this kind of tactic usually something Chan-yong would do?”



    



    “It is. Today, though, they’ve switched roles.”



    



    “Let’s see how Chan-yong plans to handle this crisis.”



    



    After they finished speaking, I waited for a pause to avoid overlapping before I spoke.



    



    “Woojin.”



    



    “Yes, go ahead.”



    



    “When you’re arguing a point, it should always be based on facts.”



    



    “I’ve never lied. Unlike some people.”



    



    “I’m not saying you lied, but that there are relevant points you didn’t mention.”



    



    “Oh, so you’re saying it’s actually a Chinese food?”



    



    I recall hearing somewhere that udon was introduced to Japan from the Tang Dynasty in China.



    



    However, that wouldn’t change the situation; it might even make it worse.



    



    “No, that’s not it. But it seems like you have a slight misconception about the name udon, so I thought I’d clarify.”



    



    Woojin tilted his head in curiosity.



    



    “April 17, 1908.”



    



    Woojin looked puzzled.



    



    “Do you know what happened on this date?”



    



    “No, I don’t.”



    



    “When I was working as an editor for the Woojinious channel, we covered this in a special Liberation Day video. On April 17, 1908, a Korean detained by the Japanese Empire seized a rifle from a Japanese soldier late at night and killed eight soldiers.”



    



    “Ugh.”



    



    Finally, he realized where this was going.



    



    I didn’t give him a chance to respond.



    



    “This individual was so remarkable in his spirit that his comrades hailed him as the Commander of Justice, driving the Japanese forces out of the Hwanghae Province area countless times. In 1962, he was posthumously awarded the Order of Merit for National Foundation.”



    



    After taking a slow look around, I carefully enunciated his name, syllable by syllable.



    



    “Woo Dong-seon.”



    



    “…”



    



    “Despite being captured after taking a bullet to the leg, he managed to kill eight Japanese soldiers. His great name, Woo Dong-seon, embodies the Korean spirit. The name udon within his name is more remarkable than any other.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s mouth twitched.



    



    “Alright, now that we’ve clarified the meaning behind the name, let’s get to the main point. Woo-jin, do you know about Eo-woo-dong?”



    



    “Yes, I do.”



    



    “Her skin was fairer and more beautiful than anyone else’s. Anyone who encountered her would fall for her charms.”



    



    “What are you talking about now?”



    



    “Is that all? When they kissed her, they were entranced by her soft, springy touch. And if they held her with both hands to savor her, they’d be captivated by her deep flavor.”



    



    “What are you even saying? What is he talking about? This guy’s lost it!”



    



    Woo-jin looked at PD Park Sang-chul for help.



    



    The PD, also taken aback, stared wide-eyed before waving his hand.



    



    “Chan-yong, remember this is a family-friendly show.”



    



    “I don’t care. My three meals are on the line here.”



    



    I turned to continue with my argument.



    



    “Eo-woo-dong—a pleasure unmatched for those who have tried it. Do you really think something as plain as hot bar can even compare?”



    



    “This guy is seriously going off the rails! Sure, it’s a night show, but isn’t this a bit much? What are you even thinking?”



    



    “What do you mean?”



    



    “You’re making all these inappropriate remarks!”



    



    “Inappropriate remarks?”



    



    “Eo-woo-dong!”



    



    “Oh, so you admit it’s that captivating? Is that how you really feel?”



    



    “Come on! She was someone who committed adultery back in the reign of King Seongjong!”



    



    “What are you talking about? I was talking about Eo-woo-dong, a product currently sold by a food company.”



    



    There was a moment of silence.



    



    “What did you just say?”



    



    “It’s a product that combines fish cakes in the form of udon noodles. Unlike wheat noodles, these pure, bouncy noodles have an unmatched texture.”



    



    “…And all that about holding it with both hands?”



    



    “You have to hold the bowl with both hands to drink the broth, don’t you? Now, let me ask—just what were you thinking, Baek Woo-jin?”



    



    He couldn’t respond.



    



    I turned to the PD.



    



    “What were you thinking, PD?”



    



    Park Sang-chul, too, averted his gaze.



    



    “It seems I’m the only one taking this debate seriously. Unbelievable. Adultery, really? And that incident was steeped with noblemen involved, yet only Eo-woo-dong was punished.”



    



    Woo-jin’s eyes wavered.



    



    If this was just about dinner, I’d let it slide, but today’s stakes are three meals. I can’t back down.



    



    “Eo-woo-dong was born into a noble family, but her husband despised her. He falsely accused her of infidelity, only for her innocence to be revealed. Even so, her husband cast her out. Surely, Baek Woo-jin, you’re not going to say you didn’t know that?”



    



    “Uh… no, I…”



    



    “Abandoned by her husband and then betrayed by those she was with, how much longer will you go on disgracing this tragic woman? Am I wrong?”



    



    When I looked at the staff and raised my voice, a few applauded.



    



    “Committee Member Baek Woo-jin, I’ll ask once more. Do you see Eo-woo-dong as a hot bar?”



    



    “…No.”



    



    “What was that?”



    



    “I said, no!”



    



    “You just admitted, out of your own mouth, that it’s not a hot bar. You yourself stated that hot bar falls beneath udon. Could there be a clearer conclusion?”
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    Baek Woo-jin laid his head on the table.



    



    He sensed his defeat.



    



    “Ah, I suppose this is it.”



    



    “Yes, it seems there’s no way out.”



    



    As Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan signaled that the debate had come to an end, PD Park Sang-chul continued with the proceedings.



    



    “Now, we will have the production team of 30 raise their hands to decide the winner. Before that, I’ll give both of you one last chance to appeal. Chan-yong, you go first.”



    



    I stood up and bowed my head towards the production team.



    



    “Do you understand the value of a bowl of udon?”



    



    I poured my heart into my words.



    



    “On the last night of the year, during a harshly cold evening with snow falling. A family went to an udon shop. The mother brought her two young sons and ordered a bowl of udon. The three of them shared that one bowl. The following year and the year after, they continued to share a bowl of udon. The owner of the udon shop, feeling sympathy for the family, offered an extra bowl, but the husband, fearing that the mother might feel embarrassed, instead suggested adding more noodles to the existing bowl.”



    



    It was a story one might have heard at least once in their childhood.



    



    “Then one year, the family stopped visiting the udon shop. Yet, each New Year’s Eve, the owner would still leave the seat empty for them. Years passed, and one New Year’s Eve, two robust men arrived at the udon shop with their families. They ordered one bowl of udon for each person, reminiscing about the udon they had eaten long ago. The son, who had held his mother’s hand back then, had come back as an adult.”



    



    I wiped away my tears as I spoke.



    



    “That’s the great value of a bowl of udon. I hope you keep that in mind. That’s all.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and several members of the production team applauded.



    



    It was a successful appeal.



    



    “Now, Baek Woo-jin.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin slowly raised his head.



    



    “...The temporal background of the novel A Bowl of Udon is set in the 1970s. The price of udon mentioned in the story—originally, soba was 150 yen per bowl. Considering the cost of living back then, that amount could buy three instant soba packs. If you bought the noodles and tsuyu separately, it was enough to get you through several meals.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin raised his voice.



    



    “Moreover, the author of A Bowl of Udon, Kuri Ryohei, impersonated a doctor to extort money for medicine, borrowed money from the soba shop owner he stayed with without repaying, and even got imprisoned for fraud after pocketing investment funds under the pretense of turning his novel into a film!”



    



    I hadn’t known this.



    



    “Thus, A Bowl of Udon is nothing more than the unfortunate pornographic work of a criminal who committed fraud, impersonation, forgery of education credentials, and infidelity!”



    



    Although I was caught off guard by this unexpected information, it wasn’t enough to change the tide.



    



    “On the other hand! Something very real happened in Korea!”



    



    His voice grew earnest.



    



    “Three years ago, a high school student named Kim was struggling to live with his younger brother. He was a diligent and admirable student, working a part-time job unloading cargo while still in high school. One day, his brother said he wanted to eat chicken, but Kim only had 5,000 won. He searched for a place that sold chicken for 5,000 won but couldn’t find anyone willing to accept that request from Mangwon Market to Hongdae. Then, the owner of Cheol-in No. 7 in Hongdae, Park Jae-hwi, spotted Kim and generously gave him the most popular item on the menu without charging him!”



    



    I had heard this story before.



    



    It was a big topic at the time, as the owner had helped Kim even while facing difficulties due to the pandemic impacting his business. People across the country placed orders at that restaurant, saying they would eat the food virtually.



    



    It was an emotional story that inspired many to rally and support the owner.



    



    “Everyone, don’t be fooled by the wicked tongue of this man who brings up false stories! The feelings of warmth and happiness come not from udon but from the kindness of owner Park Jae-hwi, who willingly fried chicken for Kim! Udon is just udon!”



    



    This was a brilliant counterargument to my claim that udon is an emotional food.



    



    Of course, several sentences came to mind to refute that claim.



    



    But I couldn’t bring myself to say them.



    



    I didn’t want to add anything to the inspiring story of owner Park Jae-hwi, who willingly helped children in difficult circumstances.



    



    This debate was coming to an end.



    



    PD Park Sang-chul gave the production team time to think, and when he called my name, only six people raised their hands.



    



    When Baek Woo-jin’s name was called, however, 24 hands went up.



    



    “Uaaah!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin roared.



    



    “Hey, why are you just sitting there? I haven’t eaten anything today!”



    



    Cha Ji-chan grabbed my collar and shook me.



    



    “There’s nothing you can do. Woo-jin won.”



    



    “But I can still do it! A filthy and petty guy like you wouldn’t give up here!”



    



    “…”



    



    “If I lose muscle, what will happen to me? Who’s going to take responsibility for my muscle loss?”



    



    “Hyung, just accept it.”



    



    “Chan-yong, we can’t eat anything today. Are you really not regretting it?”



    



    Even the monk showed regret, but there was nothing to be done.



    



    “Yeah. I don’t regret it.”



    



    ***



    



    I regret it.



    



    “Mm~ delicious~”



    



    Baek Woo-jin teased us while holding two hot bars in his hands.



    



    “Why are you just watching? You guys should buy some too.”



    



    My stomach growled.



    



    “Oh. You lost the debate, so you don’t have a single won, huh?”



    



    “This guy…”



    



    Cha Ji-chan stood up, sighed heavily, and turned back around. He seemed to not want to even look at Baek Woo-jin’s annoying face.



    



    “What are you laughing about!”



    



    Cha Ji-chan, who had just sat down, vented his frustration at PD Park Sang-chul. Seeing his grinning face made me irritated too.



    



    “Are we really not going to eat anything?”



    



    “We gave you pocket money. It’s the result of your game, so you need to accept it.”



    



    “See? I told you not to trust that guy! Why did you foolishly fall for it and end up not even able to eat a hot bar?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin leaned in, teasing us.



    



    “Woo-jin.”



    



    The monk called Baek Woo-jin in a dignified tone, seeming to want to say something as the eldest among us.



    



    “Just one bite.”



    



    “……”



    



    I never imagined he would beg before me.



    



    “I don’t want to.”



    



    “I haven’t eaten anything today. I’ll just have a taste.”



    



    “Hmm… no. You laughed at me before, and now you want something? No, I won’t give it to you.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin finished one of the hot bars and lowered his hand, but Cha Ji-chan placed his hand on top of it.



    



    “What are you doing?”



    



    “Ahem.”



    



    When Baek Woo-jin asked, Cha Ji-chan awkwardly cleared his throat.



    



    “Just buy me two packs of chicken breast from the convenience store. This isn’t right.”



    



    “What’s not right? If I had lost, wouldn’t you guys have bought me something?”



    



    “Of course. I can’t stand seeing my little brother starve.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “Of course.”



    



    “I wouldn’t. I won’t buy you anything.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan wrinkled his brows and slowly grabbed Baek Woo-jin’s remaining hand.



    



    Baek Woo-jin blinked and tried to eat the hot bar, but he couldn’t move at all.



    



    “Let go of this.”



    



    “Why? Let’s enjoy some time together for a change.”



    



    “I’m going to eat the hot bar.”



    



    “Hm. You can’t eat it.”



    



    “Let go of this. Hyung Sang-chul! Look at him! He won’t let me eat with his strength!”



    



    As we all turned our heads, PD Park Sang-chul shouted.



    



    “Resolve it among yourselves! We’ve given you money!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s face turned pale.



    



    “What is this! I’m going to eat! I didn’t have breakfast either!”



    



    “Go ahead.”



    



    “I can’t eat unless you let go of my hand!”



    



    “I’m not letting go.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan grinned. It was a despicable smile that I enjoyed, knowing he was going to make Baek Woo-jin starve too.



    



    “You two look great together like this.”



    



    I stepped in.



    



    “Hyung!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked at me with a pleading expression, but it didn’t matter.



    



    “You two have been bickering the whole time, but now you’re holding hands so nicely, doesn’t it look good?”



    



    I asked the monk, and he nodded.



    



    “Yeah. It’s so nice not to fight.”



    



    “Not nice at all! Let go!”



    



    “No.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan repeated Baek Woo-jin’s words from earlier.



    



    “Mine.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin bent down, took a bite of the hot bar, and lifted his head.



    



    “You didn’t know this, did you? No matter how much you interfere, it’ll only be tough for you guys!”



    



    “Really?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan loosened his grip.



    



    “You should’ve done this earlier.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin, intoxicated by victory, tried to eat the remaining hot bar again, but this time he got caught from behind.



    



    Cha Ji-chan slipped both hands under Baek Woo-jin’s armpits. Locking his fingers at the back of Baek Woo-jin’s neck, he rendered him completely immobile.



    



    “Ah! Seriously! This is violence! It’s a broadcast that promotes school violence! Everyone! Cha Ji-chan is originally this kind of person! He’s trash!”



    



    As Baek Woo-jin shouted, Cha Ji-chan began to mess with his upper body.



    



    “Violence, my foot. I just thought your back and shoulders looked uncomfortable, so I’m giving you a massage. Be grateful.”



    



    “I don’t need it!”



    



    “You know I’m good at this, right? I’ll make it feel nice.”



    



    “I told you I don’t need it! Ah!”



    



    “Woo-jin is lucky. Ji-chan’s massages really feel good.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    I noticed the monk react to my words.



    



    “Yeah. It feels amazing. I have a reservation fully booked for two weeks. I’ve only had it done once myself, you know?”



    



    I felt like I was going to die after just one session, so I ran away.



    



    “Really? I want to try it too.”



    



    “Right? It seems Ji-chan really cherishes Woo-jin. He doesn’t do it for just anyone, and he doesn’t have the time either.”



    



    “How long does it usually take?”



    



    “Shorter sessions are about six hours, but longer ones can last for a day or two.”



    



    “Don’t joke! Where can you get a massage like that? Ah! Aah!”



    



    “It’s right here. Is it refreshing, dear member?”



    



    “I’m not a member!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin stomped his feet as Cha Ji-chan massaged his scapula. I wondered how good it could possibly be.



    



    “Wait! Okay! Time out!”



    



    It seemed that Baek Woo-jin, moved by Cha Ji-chan’s dedication, finally changed his mind.



    



    “Ugh.”



    



    “Huh? Are you not relaxed yet?”



    



    “No? I’m completely relaxed. Yeah, totally relaxed.”



    



    When Cha Ji-chan tried to approach him again, Baek Woo-jin shook his head frantically. It seemed the effects were indeed good.



    



    “Okay. Since it’s 300,000 won, and you guys earned that money, I’ll let it slide this time.”



    



    “Oh my, our Woo-jin is so kind.”



    



    “But there’s a condition.”



    



    “What condition?”



    



    “Today, I’m the oldest.”



    



    “…….”



    



    “Call me ‘hyung’ (older brother).”



    



    Baek Woo-jin placed his hands on his hips and raised his chin.



    



    “Come on.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan scoffed in disbelief.



    



    “Do you think I’m the kind of person who would throw away my pride over a meal or two?”



    



    “Say it, or don’t.”



    



    “Hyung?”



    



    We both turned our heads at the same time.



    



    Baek Woo-jin leaned in closer and asked again.



    



    “What did you say?”



    



    “Did you really think I would? Hyung!”



    



    “Ah~ I misunderstood. Okay. What does our Ji-chan want to eat?”



    



    “Chicken breast.”



    



    “Oooh, did you want chicken breast?”



    



    “Yeah. Hyung.”



    



    “Then how about we go eat high-protein chicken breast hot bars?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan quickly nodded his head and entered the convenience store with Baek Woo-jin.



    



    I and the monk were left speechless, watching them before hastily moving to catch up.



    



    “Woo-jin hyung!”



    



    “Woo-jin! No, hyung!”
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    “Hey! Who dares to stick out their tongue when your elder hasn’t even had a bite yet!”



    



    Just as I was about to take a bite of my fish cake udon, Baek Woo-jin shouted at me.



    



    “That tongue is certainly quite wicked,” the treacherous minion 1 said, rubbing his hands together.



    



    “Hmm. I had long known that tongue of yours was both crafty and treacherous,” Baek Woo-jin nodded with his arms crossed, as treacherous minion 2, who had received a chicken breast hot bar, placed his hands over his chest and proclaimed,



    



    “Just give the word. I will slice that tongue off!”



    



    “That’s too cruel, isn’t it?”



    



    “Then how do you want to dispose of it?”



    



    “Just pull it out completely!”



    



    At Baek Woo-jin's commanding order, the treacherous minion prostrated himself and pushed the bowl of udon forward.



    



    “Please kill me.”



    



    “Since you’ve served up this udon, how about showing some mercy?”



    



    “Should I?”



    



    “Since you love fish cakes so much, how about taking the noodles and just giving him the fish cakes?”



    



    “Let’s do that.”



    



    When I raised my head, Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin had taken all the noodles, leaving me with just the fish cakes in my bowl.



    



    “Here you go, you rascal.”



    



    “…… This is too much.”



    



    “Hey! How dare you speak informally to His Majesty!”



    



    “Aren’t you my hyung?”



    



    “How dare you call me ‘hyung’ in front of His Majesty!?”



    



    “Quickly ask for forgiveness from the esteemed wallet!”



    



    It seems the wallet ranks higher than His Majesty or the Emperor.



    



    “No, I can’t accept this. It’s one thing to eat udon, but if you leave me with only broth and fish cakes without noodles, it’s not worth it.”



    



    “Scoundrel!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin shouted.



    



    “Have you forgotten that I still have 281,700 won left?”



    



    “So what? You’re not going to buy me anything again.”



    



    “Is there such an irreverent scoundrel? Listen here!”



    



    “Yes!”



    



    “You two go buy something else to eat, one for each of you! Except for that rascal!”



    



    “Thank you for your grace.”



    



    ***



    



    After passing the Suncheon IC on the Namhae Expressway, we soon arrived at Jorye-dong, Suncheon.



    



    “This Lake Park is really well done. They were going to fill in the reservoir in 1991, but the citizens opposed it until the end. It wasn’t until 2004 that it was decided to turn the entire area around the reservoir into a park. Now, there are many people walking their dogs and exercising; it’s being used very well. In the end, the citizens were right.”



    



    “Woo-jin hyung knows so much.”



    



    “How can you be so smart?”



    



    “Erhem.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin puffed up with pride. The way he tilted his chin and smirked reminded me of a foolish king being showered with sweet words from his minions.



    



    “But where should we go?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    “Well, since it’s your hometown, you should know better, right?”



    



    I asked, and he tilted his head.



    



    “I haven’t eaten here much since I went to university. Do you want to go to the restaurant my dad often goes to?”



    



    “If it’s a recommendation from your father, it should be trustworthy.”



    



    Adults usually know the best places to eat. More often than not, someone who has lived in the area for a long time knows better than most food bloggers.



    



    Baek Woo-jin parked the car in front of a shabby building near a gas station.



    



    Inside B Restaurant in Jorye-dong, Suncheon, was much cleaner and larger than it looked from the outside.



    



    It felt more like a café than a diner, but the menu featured familiar items like bulgogi rice, grilled fish rice, crab soy sauce rice, and sashimi rice.



    



    “Owner! I’ll have one bulgogi rice, please!”



    



    “Only one?”



    



    The owner asked in surprise.



    



    Four burly men coming in and ordering just one rice dish could understandably bewilder anyone.



    



    “Yes! Just one!”



    



    “Hey! That’s not what we discussed!”



    



    Cha Ji-chan shouted angrily.



    



    “Hey? Are you mad at me?”



    



    “Come on, you said if you called me ‘hyung,’ you’d buy me food!”



    



    “Well, if you’d just been on my side from the start, we wouldn’t be in this situation. Who said to side with Chan-yong? Just give me one!”



    



    “That’s quite the attitude.”



    



    “I’m sorry, owner. He doesn’t know any manners.”



    



    “It’s okay. I’ll give it to you for free.”



    



    The owner smiled and went to the kitchen.



    



    “Woo-jin, you can’t do that.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung also stepped in.



    



    “There’s no such thing as this kind of burden on others. We’ve run a business before, you know.”



    



    “Because of your stubbornness, you’re dragging us into trouble. Didn’t you just say earlier that you wouldn’t do anything embarrassing anymore? Tsk tsk.”



    



    “Exactly! Because of you, we all ended up causing a scene.”



    



    As the three of them scolded him, Baek Woo-jin looked like he was about to cry.



    



    “Why are you doing this to me?”



    



    “Why? It’s because you’re being childish.”



    



    “There’s a limit to how much you can play along for the show. How can four of us come to a restaurant and only order one dish?”



    



    “Hyung Sang-cheol, if we keep this up, we can’t film. If this goes on the air, people will ask why Baek Seung-yong gets one serving while we only order one!”



    



    “Let’s leave.”



    



    “Let’s go. Get out.”



    



    As I stood up abruptly, PD Park Sang-cheol looked panicked.



    



    “If we back down here, it’s going to be disastrous. I know that Ji-seung, Cha-chan, and I all understand that,” I said, leaving without looking back, and PD Park followed us out.



    



    “Wait a minute. Ji-chan, Chan-yong, Ji-seung!”



    



    We stood in the parking lot in front of the restaurant.



    



    “What are you doing leaving like this? We still have to film.”



    



    “I told you, I can’t do the show like this. What’s there to avoid in a restaurant?”



    



    “Right. We’re not going to cause trouble for others, so we’re going back to Seoul from here.”



    



    PD Park looked at Ji-seung, who was the most sensible among us.



    



    “Ji-seung.”



    



    “PD, it’s my first time doing a variety show, but this doesn’t feel right. We’re all really angry, so let’s cool down our feelings and talk later.”



    



    Ji-seung’s acting is impressive. I wonder if it’s because of his experience playing various bald characters like Gung-ye, Krillin, Saitama, and the Anpanman.



    



    “Please don’t. If you leave like this, what about the broadcast?”



    



    “Oh, I don’t know. If our image suffers because of the broadcast and this restaurant gets hurt, will you take responsibility, PD?”



    



    PD Park ruffled his hair, looking troubled, and Baek Woo-jin peeked out slightly.



    



    “……I ordered three more dishes.”



    



    “Good. Eat up.”



    



    That meant he ordered food for us, but I pretended not to know.



    



    “Come on, let’s eat together…”



    



    “Why should we?”



    



    “Because I’m hungry.”



    



    “No. We’re going out to eat something else and then heading back to Seoul. We’re out of money and out of options.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin shrugged.



    



    “Ah! Just eat! You said you wanted to eat!”



    



    “I don’t want to cater to your whims!”



    



    “Just eat!”



    



    “No!”



    



    “Wait a minute. Wait a minute.”



    



    PD Park stepped between me and Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “Don’t fight, you two. People are watching.”



    



    “Hyung, stay out of this. I need to teach this kid some manners.”



    



    When I pushed back, PD Park turned pale and tried to stop me.



    



    “Chan-yong, wait. It’s outside. Just bear with it for the sake of your hyung. Huh? Chan-yong? Ji-chan, what are you doing? Stop Chan-yong!”



    



    Cha Ji-chan turned his head and ignored PD Park.



    



    In the midst of all this, I took a step forward, and even the writers stepped in to stop me.



    



    The production team, successfully separating me from Baek Woo-jin, began to calm both me and Baek Woo-jin down in the parking lot and inside the restaurant.



    



    “This is what happens in variety shows when we pursue some fun. I know Chan-yong’s pride has been hurt.”



    



    “Stop trying to teach me. Do you even know who caused this mess?”



    



    As I lost my temper, the writer trying to soothe me turned away with a sigh.



    



    “Chan-yong, I know you’re angry. But let’s calm down and talk rationally. Okay?”



    



    “……Hyung.”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “I have diabetes. If I go too long without food, I get hypoglycemia, and if I get hypoglycemia, I could die. Do you know that?”



    



    “I know.”



    



    “If I eat the wrong food, my blood sugar spikes, and I could pass out. But shouldn’t we take this seriously?”



    



    “I know. I know.”



    



    “Chan-ji and Ji-seung also have diabetes. The three of us are trying to manage our health, and we can’t be acting like this. We came together to support each other, and we shouldn’t hurt each other’s feelings.”



    



    “Right.”



    



    “I’ll make it clear: this is your fault. You knew I, Chan-ji, and Ji-seung all have diabetes.”



    



    “……Hmm.”



    



    “No, wait. It’s not your fault. It’s that jerk Baek Woo-jin’s problem. Sorry, hyung. My head’s not really working right now. Baek Woo-jin! Get out here! Come out!”



    



    As I shouted and walked toward him, PD Park Sang-cheol grabbed me from behind.



    



    “Chan-yong! Chan-yong! Wait! I’m sorry!”



    



    “What are you sorry for? The real issue is that Baek Woo-jin isn’t giving us food just for his own sake!”



    



    “No! No! It’s my fault. I was too greedy. Chan-yong!”



    



    “……Do you really think so?”



    



    “Yeah. I was wrong. I was so embarrassed, but I couldn’t focus on that and just acted like I always do. I’m sorry. I’m really sorry to Ji-chan and Ji-seung too.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan turned their heads away as planned, ignoring him.



    



    “I won’t turn this into a game about food anymore. Really. I won’t mess around with my allowance. I promise.”



    



    PD Park held my hand tightly and pleaded, but I couldn’t find any humor left in me.



    



    “Woo-jin! He said he won’t play games anymore!”



    



    “Really?”



    



    Excited, I shrugged my shoulders and went back into the store, taking a seat as the bulgogi rice bowl was served.



    



    Here, the side dishes are served in a sieve on the table. For 9,000 won, the quality of the side dishes is excellent.



    



    Every single item on the table is neatly presented.



    



    “This is a great deal.”



    



    “Right. My dad eats lunch here all the time.”



    



    “The japchae is super delicious. They didn’t just put this out for show, did they?”



    



    “Are you serious? This is 9,000 won? They even give you lettuce!”



    



    “Unbelievable.”



    



    While eating, I turned my head to see PD Park with a dazed expression watching us. The other production staff looked the same way.



    



    “Look at Sang-cheol.”



    



    “Kuhuhuh.”



    



    “What’s going on here?”



    



    PD Park asked.



    



    “What do you mean, what’s going on? We’re eating.”



    



    “No, that’s not what I meant.”



    



    “Come on, take it easy. You keep trying to torment us, so we just thought we’d have a little fun like we used to in past variety shows.”



    



    “Hey, we can act a bit too, you know?”



    



    PD Park and some of the staff opened their eyes wide in surprise.



    



    I didn’t expect that our plan to sneakily get back at the production team for bothering us would work so well.



    



    In the past, similar concepts were criticized for putting participants in excessively harsh conditions.



    



    But it turned out to be really fun to set up this scenario to fight back against the production team that had been tormenting us.



    



    “Since when have the side dishes at a rice bowl restaurant been this good?”



    



    “I know! It’s so delicious.”



    



    “Who are they trying to keep from eating this?”



    



    “Who said that? Seriously, it’s so annoying.”



    



    As I continued to eat the rice bowl while bashing the production team, PD Park and a few staff members couldn’t help but laugh and shake their heads in disbelief.
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    The next restaurant recommended by Baek Woo-jin was a small tonkatsu place in front of Suncheon Station.



    



    “…….”



    



    The restaurant is on the second floor, but the stairs leading up are narrow.



    



    “Don’t judge a book by its cover; it’s really delicious.”



    



    “That’s not it. We came all the way to Suncheon; shouldn’t we try the local specialties?”



    



    At my comment, Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan nodded in agreement.



    



    “This place’s tonkatsu is a local specialty of Suncheon.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin confidently climbed the stairs.



    



    Since a local said it, we decided to take his word for it.



    



    The atmosphere in the restaurant was surprisingly nice. The open kitchen gave a clean impression, and the wooden furniture created a calm ambiance.



    



    The solo seats were in front of large windows, providing an expansive view. If it weren’t for the filming, I would’ve loved to sit there and enjoy a leisurely meal.



    



    Looking at the menu, I noticed a note.



    



    The owner operates the place alone, and it mentioned that the cooking time might take a bit longer, but he would do his best, which felt genuine.



    



    “The loin is delicious, and the tenderloin is great too.”



    



    “I’ll go for the tenderloin.”



    



    “I’ll have the loin.”



    



    “Me too, the loin.”



    



    “Owner, we’ll have two loin and two tenderloin, please.”



    



    After placing the order and waiting, the owner brought rice, pickled radish, miso soup, and dressing.



    



    “How did you find this place?”



    



    “I usually take the train when I come back to my hometown. You take the train back too, right?”



    



    “It’s perfect to grab a bite before heading back since it’s right by the station.”



    



    “Yeah. Usually, when you eat near the station, you think you’ll just grab something quick. But this place is genuinely delicious.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s enthusiasm raised my expectations. Given my current state, it would take something extraordinary to impress me, so I was curious about how it would turn out.



    



    There are so many famous tonkatsu places across the country.



    



    “Here comes the tonkatsu!”



    



    The loin tonkatsu I ordered arrived.



    



    Bathed in the late afternoon sunlight, the tonkatsu glistened golden on top of the finely shredded cabbage.



    



    It looked clean, tidy, and most importantly, appetizing.



    



    “Let’s eat well!”



    



    I picked up a piece of tonkatsu.



    



    I could feel how crispy the batter was from the very tip of my chopsticks. Once I put it in my mouth, it was indeed expertly fried tonkatsu with an excellent crunch. The surprising part was the meat.



    



    Underneath such a crispy batter, the loin was incredibly moist.



    



    The technique of maintaining such juicy meat while perfectly frying the outside is undoubtedly the secret to this place’s success.



    



    “This is so good!”



    



    “Right? I love how thick and juicy this tonkatsu is!”



    



    “The outside is crispy.”



    



    Everyone was marveling at the tonkatsu as they ate.



    



    I took another bite and drizzled some sauce on the cabbage to eat with it.



    



    There was a note suggesting to sprinkle a little sauce since the flavor was strong, but it was just right for me.



    



    “The rice here is good too.”



    



    At Cha Ji-chan's comment, I took a spoonful of rice, and it was perfectly fluffy and really whetted my appetite.



    



    With rice this good, I could easily finish a bowl with just kimchi.



    



    “Salt.”



    



    Before dipping into the tonkatsu sauce, I tried some with salt.



    



    The savory flavor enhanced the natural taste of the tonkatsu.



    



    The mustard that came with it refreshed my palate after the greasy food, and the tonkatsu sauce was more flavorful than any sauce sold in stores.



    



    Just a tiny bit of it brings out an extraordinary taste.



    



    After alternating between the tonkatsu, rice, and cabbage, I took a sip of the miso soup, and it made my stomach feel comfortable.



    



    I think I understand why Baek Woo-jin recommended this place.



    



    The tonkatsu here has the power to soothe the stomach of someone starting a long journey or returning from one.



    



    “This is delicious.”



    



    Now, whenever I think of Suncheon, this place will likely come to mind first.



    



    ***



    



    The next day after finishing the second shoot of Season 2 of Rice Bowl.



    



    When I turned on the broadcast, viewers expressed their dissatisfaction about not being able to air on Tuesdays starting next week.



    



    └You’ve gotten too comfortable.



    



    └Isn’t the broadcast too infrequent lately?



    



    └It’s a five-day broadcast, and you guys are really something, haha.



    



    └Not airing on Saturday and Sunday is excessive.



    



    └I thought you were reading from the Wikipedia to celebrate 1 million subscribers. When’s that happening?



    



    └They said they’re filming, haha.



    



    └Aren’t you neglecting YouTube lately?



    



    └Fact: Shorts channel is increasing, and video uploads are daily.



    



    “I know you all are aware of this. There are few YouTubers as diligent as I am. I’m currently uploading one video a day; what more do you want? Should I work nonstop every day?”



    



    └Yeah, for sure.



    



    └Your health doesn’t matter here.



    



    └Seriously, please focus on the broadcast instead of your health.



    



    └LOL, you’re all too much, haha.



    



    I’m truly at a loss for words; it’s ridiculous.



    



    “I’m really working hard these days. I can’t do more, so get used to it. I mean, who wants to watch the entire show from start to finish while demanding more broadcasts?”



    



    └I watch!



    



    └I’m watching the live broadcast and YouTube videos!



    



    └Want to make a bet?



    



    “Stop lying. You all must have lives too, so how can you watch all my broadcasts and keep up with the edited videos? Make sense.”



    



    └Ah…



    



    └Why hit me?



    



    └Hahaha, do you think we have friends and hobbies?



    



    └For real, lol.



    



    └I’m disappointed. I’m going to unsubscribe.



    



    └Are you acting like you have friends?



    



    └You were pretending to be an outcast, but you hang out with Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin all the time.



    



    └At least I don’t have a girlfriend.



    



    └Yeah, just showing up during Christmas and Valentine’s Day is enough to be grateful for.



    



    “...Ahem. Then let’s read the Wikipedia page I was going to today.”



    



    I searched for Ban Chan-yong and was immediately directed to the “Ban Chan-yong” page.



    



    “Real name: Ban Chan-yong. Born October 11, 1989. Age 34. Born in Donghae, Gangwon Province. Ah, that’s wrong. I was born in Chuncheon; I moved when I was young.”



    



    As I scrolled through the profile, it listed my height and weight.



    



    “My height is 184 cm, which is correct. It says my weight is 94.8 kg, but I’ve lost a bit more. Now it’s 93 kg. This is sensitive, so the person who wrote this, please fix it right away.”



    



    └It’ll just go back up again, so let’s fix it slowly.



    



    └But honestly, you do look slimmer lately.



    



    └Slim? What’s slim about being over 90 kg? Lol.



    



    └You’re tall, though.



    



    └With a lot of muscle mass, it doesn’t look like I weigh over 90 kg. You can see my jawline now.



    



    └Did you get plastic surgery?



    



    └Get out of here. What plastic surgery?



    



    └Ban Chan-yong is good-looking.



    



    “Ah, stop exaggerating. What plastic surgery? Who just said I got plastic surgery? You know my email address, right? Send me an email with your ID verification. I’ll send you a chicken gifticon.”



    



    └Wow, so handsome.



    



    └The Won-bin of pigs, lol.



    



    └Chicken, oh my god.



    



    └Ban Chan-yong is honestly the best-looking among pigs.



    



    └I genuinely thought Ban Chan-yong was good-looking. For real.



    



    “Yeah, it’s late. Life is all about timing.”



    



    I started reading the next section.



    



    “My educational background includes Jungang Elementary School, Gwanghui Middle School, Bukpyeong High School, and Soongsil University, which is correct. But wait, how do they know I worked at this company?”



    



    └Did you mention it in a past story broadcast?



    



    └You talked about it when you reached 100,000 subscribers, pretending to be pitiful.



    



    └Pretending to be pitiful, lol.



    



    └For real, now you make 30 billion a year.



    



    “No, don’t say that. Are you crazy? How could I make 30 billion? Even if I live for 30,000 years, I couldn’t make that much. Make sense. Don’t say things like that. Some people actually believe it.”



    



    I read the summary section.



    



    “A diabetes patient in South Korea and an internet broadcaster?”



    



    I was incredulous and read it again.



    



    “A diabetes patient in South Korea and an internet broadcaster? Are you kidding me? Is being a diabetes patient my job? Who wrote this?!”



    



    A diabetes patient in South Korea and an internet broadcaster.



    



    Graduated from the Computer Science Department at Soongsil University and worked at a small video production company called ENNP.



    



    Afterward, I worked as an editor for various YouTube channels and became recognized as a top-tier video editor among internet broadcasters by growing channels like Jimkkun, Woojinus, and Banya Sikgyeong, eventually transitioning to a full-time YouTuber in 2023.



    



    “Delete this. I clearly stated, ‘A diabetes patient’? What do you mean by that! Who wrote this introduction like this? How do I fix it? Can I not do this?”



    



    As I got angry, the viewers were absolutely loving it.



    



    This is truly devilish.



    



    Looking at the history section, it detailed my early broadcasting days as a mukbang YouTuber more thoroughly than I expected.



    



    I was surprised to find content that I had forgotten about.



    



    “I cried while narrating the life of pigs during a pork belly mukbang. Yes, that happened.”



    



    └Ah, I remember now, lol.



    



    └What was I supposed to do while crying and eating? Hahaha.



    



    └It was a real cognitive dissonance, lol. Feeling sorry for the pigs while shoving pork belly in my mouth, haha.



    



    └Delicious things are unavoidable, lol.



    



    “No, everyone, it’s not something to laugh about. We need to understand the life of pigs. Only then can we truly appreciate it. We can’t just eat without thought. That day, I thanked the pig that became my meal with tears. I’m serious.”



    



    Pigs are typically slaughtered around six months of age.



    



    A young pig separated from its mother has its tail cut off, and the tail is a means of emotional expression for pigs.



    



    Like dogs, they wag their tails when they’re happy, and it’s incredibly cute to see.



    



    However, pigs raised for food experience a lot of stress, which causes them to bite each other's tails, so their tails are removed to prevent infection.



    



    When that happens, the pigs spin around their stubbed tails, and I’ve mentioned how heartbreaking that is during a broadcast.



    



    “Growth of the side dish store…”



    



    The next section detailed how the side dish store grew.



    



    In summary, I leveraged the connections I built up over time (Jimkkun, Banya Sikgyeong, Woojinus, etc.).



    



    However, it can also be viewed as something only possible due to my own skills. The content that succeeded based on the banter I developed from being hit by viewers was precisely the “Banchan Debate.”



    



    └Hahaha, “straw,” lol.



    



    └Ban Chan-yong is a legend, lol.



    



    └Seizure button ON!



    



    └Seriously, who wrote this? Quickly issue an apology; you might get sued, lol.



    



    “...This is accurate.”



    



    Viewers started posting question marks and “Keke” at the same time.



    



    “But these people offered to help me first. At first, I declined because I felt bad. But on the day I first collaborated with Ji-seung, my subscriber count increased by ten thousand in just one day.”



    



    I raised both hands.



    



    “Could you all handle that? Your subscriber count is multiplying!”



    



    └Oh my god, lol.



    



    └Ah, my subscriber count is multiplying, haha.



    



    └I can’t handle it, lol.



    



    “Yeah. I’m a person too. It felt good to see things going well. From that point on, I openly asked Ji-seung, Ji-chan, and Woo-jin for help. And I wrote it well. If I hadn’t been interesting, would anyone have helped me to reach 1.1 million subscribers like I did? Absolutely not.”



    



    └Oh.



    



    └That’s true.



    



    └Go Ban Chan-yong!



    



    └I feel this every time we do the Banchan Debate—this guy is a devil.



    



    └Stop tormenting Baek Woo-jin.



    



    └Why am I feeling so emotional? This guy used to be such a total loser, but seeing him with such high self-esteem is kind of touching.



    



    └Yeah, right.



    



    Amid the rapidly scrolling chat that was almost too fast to follow, one message caught my eye.



    



    The moment I saw his words, I felt a lump in my throat, and a heaviness settled in my chest.
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    As I interacted with Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin while growing the side dish store with Mukwaji, I gradually became more aware of myself.



    



    The painful scars were slowly fading, and new skin was forming over them.



    



    I can’t completely erase the past, but I realized that both the tough times and the moments I worked hard without regrets are all part of me, and I can accept even the scars.



    



    Unlike before, when I was obsessed with having flawless skin without a single scar, I’m now proud of how I’ve made it this far, even with wounds here and there, by doing my best.



    



    “It’s really interesting. I used to think, no matter how hard I try, will trauma ever go away? If it doesn’t go away, does my effort even matter? That’s how I used to think. But that’s not it. When you care for yourself and strive to improve, the dirty things wash away, and the wounds heal.”



    



    └Great mindset.



    



    └I’ve thought this for a while, but even if he looks like a kookdass, his mental state is better than I expected.



    



    └It doesn’t just disappear.



    



    “Right. Not everything disappears. But now I can accept it. Before, I was scared of the people who hurt me and just wanted to forget them, but now I think, ‘Wow, I’ve overcome this. Even when it hurt, I worked so hard to protect myself.’ There’s a huge difference between those two perspectives.”



    



    I scrolled down.



    



    The content of this year’s broadcasts was detailed and organized, which surprised me.



    



    I had moved nearby. Ban Yasikgyeong was planning to move near Sadang Station, and the second branch of the Gym Buddy was set to open between Isu Station and Sadang Station. Although Woo Jin-ius was farther away, three out of the four members of Baek Seung-yong’s team had registered in Sadang, leading to talks about the “Sadang Cartel” among subscribers.



    



    “Wait? Ji-chan’s gym is opening a branch in Sadang?”



    



    └Yeah.



    



    └Why didn’t you know?



    



    └Gyms have been struggling lately, so it seems like business is doing well.



    



    └You haven’t been going since you moved away from the Mapo headquarters. Now it’s undeniable.



    



    └For real, start exercising again.



    



    “Why would he open it in our neighborhood when there are so many other places?”



    



    Since moving, I hadn’t visited Gym Buddy due to the end of “How Long Will You Be Fat?” and Cha Ji-chan was busy preparing for competitions. Most importantly, I hadn’t been to the gym because it was too far.



    



    I was really enjoying my newfound freedom, but if a branch opened nearby, it would reduce my excuses for not going to the gym.



    



    To make matters worse, the bodybuilding competition would wrap up next week, and I was already contemplating how to avoid it.



    



    I took out my smartphone and called Cha Ji-chan.



    



    Side Dish.



    



    “Hyung, are you okay? I’m in the middle of a broadcast.”



    



    Yeah. What’s up?



    



    “Are the viewers saying you’re really opening a gym branch?”



    



    Yeah, that’s right.



    



    “In Sadang?”



    



    In Sadang.



    



    “Why?”



    



    Why? I thought about it and made the decision.



    



    “Don’t lie! You’re coming to torment me, right?”



    



    Am I crazy? Would I open a gym near your house just to get you to work out?



    



    “Then why?”



    



    I’m going because Ji-seung is there too.



    



    I was shocked.



    



    I was so surprised that I opened my eyes wide and couldn’t say a word, which made the viewers laugh and go wild.



    



    An acquaintance of mine is closing down, so I bought it at a low price. It’s also good for collabs with you and Ji-seung.



    



    “But hyung, your house is in Mapo. Why open it in Sadang?”



    



    Hey, if two gyms are next to each other, will they both do well? You need some distance to make both places appealing.



    



    “That’s annoyingly logical.”



    



    Anyway, after the competition, you should start again. Come hang out with Ji-seung next week.



    



    “I’m not going. How could I go back to that after finding my peace?”



    



    You seem to be relieved since you lost some weight, but you’re far from it, man. When I relax, my blood sugar and body fat just keep increasing.



    



    “That’s because you overdid it. Did you think you’d be fine after eating 6 to 12 donuts every day for a month?”



    



    Hey, I’m fine because it’s me. If it were someone else, they would have had a blood sugar shock. So you should also work hard to build some muscle.



    



    “I don’t want a body like yours.”



    



    Then?



    



    “I want a lean body. Some nice definition.”



    



    You have a basic frame, so no matter how hard you try, it won’t happen.



    



    “I can put in the effort.”



    



    Then try CrossFit or something. I’m actually planning to hire a CrossFit instructor.



    



    “What’s that?”



    



    You’ll know when you try it.



    



    “Isn’t it hard?”



    



    You want a lean body, right? Then CrossFit is better than bodybuilding.



    



    “I can’t trust a weirdo who says they love the feeling of muscles tearing while lifting heavy stuff.”



    



    No, many people say CrossFit is more fun than regular gym workouts. The movements are varied too.



    



    “Really? Hey, everyone, is what this guy saying true?”



    



    When I asked the viewers, the chat was flooded with “yes” responses.



    



    Surely, not all 20,000 of them would be lying, so I figured it was probably okay to believe them.



    



    Anyway, I’m off. See you next week.



    



    “Okay. Good luck with the competition.”



    



    As soon as I put my smartphone down, the bell rang.



    



    It was Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “Hey, I’m in the middle of a broadcast.”



    



    Hyung…



    



    His voice lacked energy. Given how lively he usually is, something must be wrong.



    



    I was about to switch to speakerphone but hesitated.



    



    “What’s up? Why?”



    



    Hah. What should I do?



    



    “What’s going on? What happened?”



    



    There was no answer.



    



    Even though I told him I was broadcasting, his tone indicated it was something serious.



    



    “Is it hard to talk over the phone? Should I call you back later?”



    



    …I have diabetes.



    



    “Oh.”



    



    I had been worried and warned him several times since he didn’t exercise regularly and didn’t control his diet.



    



    But now it had come to this.



    



    What should I do?



    



    “What do you mean? You need to pull yourself together and manage it. What’s your HbA1c level?”



    



    …8.0.



    



    That’s better than when I first received my diabetes diagnosis.



    



    It’s probably type 2 diabetes caused by obesity, but my HbA1c is 6.5, so if Baek Woo-jin manages it well, he can definitely return to normal levels.



    



    I can’t eat anything anymore.



    



    “What do you mean you can’t eat? You’ve seen what I eat.”



    



    How can I live like that? I can’t live without macarons. I can’t live without frappes.



    



    “I get it. It’s tough. I know that too well. But you can still live.”



    



    I really want to die. This isn’t living.



    



    “Hey, what kind of talk is that? What do you think Ji-seung, Ji-chan, and I are doing?”



    



    You guys work out!



    



    “You can too! If you manage it well, you can still eat sometimes!”



    



    They say I’ll lose my memory without frappes!



    



    “Get a grip! You know exactly what happens if you don’t manage your blood sugar!”



    



    └What is this about?



    



    └He’s saying to manage blood sugar, right?



    



    └Blood sugar management??



    



    └Did Baek Woo-jin get diabetes too?



    



    Hee.



    



    “Have you been to the hospital?”



    



    Yeah.



    



    “Then start your diet and come to Ji-chan’s gym from next week.”



    



    Huh?



    



    “What do you mean, ‘huh’? No simple sugars, and walk for 20 minutes after eating.”



    



    I wasn’t the only one who had lost weight while walking all the way to the sky.



    



    Aside from Cha Ji-chan, who devoured donuts, both Ju Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin had lost quite a bit of weight.



    



    Even though my meal portions had increased compared to usual, the reason I could still lose weight was that, during this time, I had maintained a relatively healthy diet and had been exercising much more intensely than usual.



    



    Afterward, Baek Woo-jin’s meal portions remained similar to those during the nationwide hiking event, consisting mostly of refined carbohydrates, specifically simple sugars.



    



    Not exercising and eating a lot of quickly absorbable simple sugars caused his blood sugar levels to spike.



    



    He had built up a lot until now.



    



    I don’t want to...



    



    “Think carefully. You can live like this, giving yourself insulin shots every day and worrying about when complications will come. Or you can manage it with medication now.”



    



    ...



    



    “Answer me.”



    



    I understand.



    



    As I hung up, the viewers’ chat began to catch my eye.



    



    └What?



    



    └Is he really diabetic?



    



    └Are we all working out together from next week?



    



    └It seems serious, but why does he look so happy?



    



    “Yeah. For more details, please ask Woo-jin. It’s not something I should discuss. What’s there to be happy about? Do you know how I felt when I found out I had diabetes? Woo-jin is my beloved brother and friend. Don’t stir things up with comments like that. This is a warning.”



    



    └But why do his lips keep twitching?



    



    └Lol, it’s funny that Baek Woo-jin will go through the same suffering he did.



    



    └Thinking about rolling Baek Woo-jin is just so amusing, right?



    



    └Wow, the Sadang family really has formed.



    



    └Sadang fam lololololol



    



    └How is the entire crew diabetic?



    



    └Four diabetics working out together in Sadang



    



    └The big picture is insane.



    



    I nearly laughed at the Sadang family jokes.



    



    “Seriously, stop. Woo-jin is going through something really serious. This isn’t something that’s accepted easily. And you all take care of yourselves too.”



    



    ***



    



    I arrived at the gym in Sadang.



    



    They had moved the exhibition hall from the first location here, and I noticed a trophy I hadn’t seen before.



    



    It was from a bodybuilding competition where Cha Ji-chan had placed third recently.



    



    After gaining weight and managing it again to win third place, I felt a new sense of admiration for Cha Ji-chan.



    



    “Pretty cool, right?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan came over and smiled.



    



    “That’s impressive. I thought you were done for.”



    



    “It’s the last time. I can’t keep doing this anymore. I can feel my body breaking down.”



    



    “Then you’re not going to be a bodybuilder anymore?”



    



    No. I just want to eat what I want moderately and focus on functional workouts from now on.



    



    So it seems he’s taking an interest in other sports, including hiring a CrossFit instructor.



    



    It’s certainly not easy to maintain a long career as a professional bodybuilder.



    



    “But what’s wrong with him?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked, looking at Baek Woo-jin, who was squatting down on the gym floor and scratching the ground.



    



    “It’s because of his diabetes.”



    



    “He’s still like that?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan approached Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “Hey, what’s with a guy sulking over something like that? Just manage it.”



    



    “I have a disease now, and I have to work out too.”



    



    “We all live like that.”



    



    “It’s different from you guys.”



    



    “What’s so different? I started working out last winter, and look at me now. I’m in normal range.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked at me and sighed deeply.



    



    “Everyone’s here, huh?”



    



    Ju Ji-seung came in and handed Cha Ji-chan some protein.



    



    “Congrats. You’ve got the second location.”



    



    “Wow. Hyung, I was going to stop eating this.”



    



    “Just looking at it makes you sick?”



    



    “Yeah. I’m thinking of learning how to cook from you and how to make side dishes.”



    



    “That’s good. Just move here completely.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung noticed Baek Woo-jin slumped over and patted his back.



    



    “It seems you’re still struggling a lot.”



    



    “I don’t want to work out. Come on, let’s start.”



    



    “Don’t you have any medication? I heard there’s a medication you can take for 72 weeks that helps with weight loss and normalizes HbA1c levels.”



    



    “Monjaro? When are you going to take that? It’s faster to exercise and diet.”



    



    “... Are you trying to get me to do the same thing you did?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked up at me and asked.



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “Wait, what?”



    



    “I struggled to lose weight, so it would be unfair for you to just take medication and lose it easily.”



    



    “Don’t joke around! I’m really having a hard time!”



    



    “Yeah, yeah.”



    



    At one time, I desperately denied this like he is now, but eventually, I realized it was a futile resistance.



    



    Thinking about how he would suffer today was starting to make me a bit happy.



    



    I wondered if this is how Cha Ji-chan felt.



    



    “Getting ready for the first episode of the Sadang family!”



    



    Producer Ahn Sang-kyu shouted from a distance.



    



    It seemed like they really built a joint workout broadcast for Baek Seung-yong and company in Sadang.



    



    We stood up to greet each other, and Baek Woo-jin started doing squats.



    



    “Okay, your form looks good. Just go down like that. Don’t let your knees come together. That’s right. One.”



    



    As Cha Ji-chan started counting, I raised my voice as well.



    



    “One. Two. Three. Three. Four.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin turned his head and glared at me.



    



    “You just counted three twice!”



    



    “No, I counted once.”



    



    He furrowed his brows and glared, urging me to hurry up, so he started again.



    



    “Four.”



    



    “Why is it four? Didn’t we already count to four?”



    



    “No, we didn’t. Right?”



    



    Looking between Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan for agreement, they both turned away and stifled their laughter.



    



    “Ugh, come on! Stop joking around!”

  
    

    













Praise for Korean Cuisine (1)





“Haah. Haah. Haah.”





Looking at Baek Woo-jin sprawled on the gym floor, I felt like I was seeing myself when I first started working out.





I’m not exactly in perfect shape, though.





“Next week is the filming for Praise for Korean Cuisine, right?”





Ju Ji-seung asked as he sat down, resting his hands on the ground behind him.





“Yeah. I’m so stressed about it. What do I know to judge?”





“Why? No one is as serious about food as you are.”





I chuckled slightly at Ju Ji-seung’s joke.





“Well, that’s true, but I don’t have professional knowledge like you. You’d do better.”





“I’m not the one judging; I’m the one cooking.”





That’s a valid point.





“But seriously, it’s no joke.”





“What do you mean?”





“The participants. Everyone I’ve heard of is coming.”





I stared at Ju Ji-seung.





“How do you know that?”





“I’m participating too.”





“Huh?”





I was surprised, and my voice got louder.





Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin showed interest as well.





“Hyung, you’re going on Praise for Korean Cuisine?”





“You didn’t mention that.”





“It’d be embarrassing if I got eliminated in the preliminaries.”





“So that means you made it to the finals?”





Ju Ji-seung nodded with a proud smile.





“Wow, that’s amazing. They say all the top people are participating.”





“So are you really going to become a chef now?”





“That could be good for content. Just telling stories about how you conceptualized each dish could be interesting.”





“Yeah, Mikael suggested that.”





There’s a lot of editing in the TV broadcast, so if we share behind-the-scenes stories that viewers are curious about, we can also gain views on YouTube.





The success of Praise for Korean Cuisine depends on how well it does, but the same goes for the show, so we can manage both the broadcast and YouTube with one project.





Thanks to this kind of planning, Ju Ji-seung has been able to steadily grow “Ban Yasikgyeong,” even while struggling with content shortages.





“But more than that, I wanted to do it.”





“Right. That’s the most important thing.”





Doing what you want gives you strength, even when it’s hard. Especially for people like us.





Ju Ji-seung smiled broadly.





“When I was running the lunchbox business, I thought, ‘Wow, I really love cooking. I want to see people enjoying the food I make.’ That kind of thought crossed my mind.”





Everyone nodded in encouragement.





“So I want to see how good I really am with this opportunity. It’ll also be a chance to study. After that, I want to open my own place.”





Even though he already has a YouTube channel with over a million subscribers, he’s still looking ahead.





It’s really impressive how Ju Ji-seung studies and works hard every day to improve himself.





“That’s awesome.”





At my words, Ju Ji-seung smiled.





“Awesome? I’m so nervous, I don’t know if I can do it right.”





“No, it’s really impressive. You’re already doing well, and you’re trying to get even better.”





As I looked to Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin for agreement, both nodded.





“I learned from you guys.”





Ju Ji-seung wiped his sweat.





“It’s not easy for Ji-chan to compete at his age, yet he’s consistently managed and placed. Chan-yong transitioned to a full-time career and quickly made a name for himself. Woo-jin studies every day too. I learn a lot.”





It’s rare for an older brother to easily say he learns from his younger siblings.





It’s even rarer for someone to genuinely mean it and practice it, and that person is right beside me.





***





Day one of filming for Praise for Korean Cuisine.





When I arrived at the recording studio, the staff guided me to the judges’ waiting room.





“Ah.”


























Chef Ham Seok-ho and Chef Lee Chan-seok are sitting on the sofa in the waiting room.





Ham Seok-ho has a striking, high nose and fierce-looking eyes, while Lee Chan-seok has a round, friendly appearance. Both have short hair, numerous small scars on their forearms, and short, clean nails that give off the vibe of being active chefs.





“Nice to meet you. I’m Ban Chan-yong.”





“I’m Ham Seok-ho.”





“I’m Lee Chan-seok. I’m a fan of yours.”





Chef Lee Chan-seok offered a flattering comment.





“Ah, thank you. I supported you during the cooking competition ‘Paldo Jinmi.’”





Lee Chan-seok was the runner-up in the cooking competition program “Paldo Jinmi,” which aired last year.





“Haha.”





After exchanging a brief greeting, the conversation quickly dried up.





Ham Seok-ho’s intimidating appearance made it hard to engage him, and while Lee Chan-seok would smile when our eyes met, the awkwardness lingered.





“I guess the others aren’t here yet.”





I asked about Chef Park Jung-ah, who had also participated in “Paldo Jinmi” and won, as well as the well-known food columnist Oh Mi-kyung, who were nowhere to be seen.





“Oh, we’re in different waiting rooms.”





“I see.”





Another silence fell.





Feeling too awkward, I started looking around the waiting room, and then Lee Chan-seok struck up a conversation.





“Last week’s ‘Banchan Debate’ didn’t go up, did it?”





“Oh, yeah. I’ve been busy with various things.”





Baek Woo-jin was still in shock after being diagnosed with diabetes, making it impossible to continue the debate.





“It’s the same with ‘Banchan Follow.’ How do you manage to speak so well?”





“Well... I guess it’s because I’ve been arguing with the viewers.”





Since the beginning of the broadcast, viewers had teased me while watching my channel, and in trying to respond to them, I unknowingly improved my skills.





“Haha, no way.”





“Really. At first, I couldn’t even say anything when I was in unfair situations, and I would think to myself while falling asleep, ‘I should have said this.’ That made me improve over time.”





Initially, it was difficult, but after getting hit with various patterns, it became a reflex.





As I gradually gained confidence, conversing with the viewers became more natural.





Knock, knock





The waiting room door opened.





“Ban Chan-yong, Lee Chan-seok, Ham Seok-ho, you will be getting makeup in 10 minutes, and the interview will start at 10 o’clock.”





“When does the actual filming start?”





“It’s scheduled for 11, but it might be delayed a bit.”





It seemed that, due to the large scale of the show, the waiting times were noticeably long.





With 12 competing teams, 5 judges, 8 panelists, and 2 hosts, just conducting interviews could take several hours.





After getting my makeup done, I had to wait idly for a while.





“Chan-yong.”





“Yes.”





I stepped forward when called.





Feeling the pressure, I sat alone in front of the camera. I had heard that they would be asking about my determination and judging criteria as a judge for “Praise for Korean Cuisine.”





There were guidelines, but I was told I could answer comfortably.





Writer Song No-eul held up a whiteboard next to the camera with the questions written on it.





Please introduce yourself.





“Hello, I’m Ban Chan-yong, and I run a YouTube channel called ‘Banchan Store.’”





“Could you please elaborate a bit more, Chan-yong? Like your subscriber count and representative content?”





“Isn’t that a bit braggy?”





I felt embarrassed explaining things in front of so many accomplished individuals.





“Not at all! It’s important for the viewers to understand who you are, so they can trust you. Please!”























I had no choice but to answer again.





“Hello, I’m Ban Chan-yong, from the YouTube channel ‘Banchan Store’ with 1.1 million subscribers. I used to do mukbangs, and recently I’ve been working on various food-related content such as ‘Banchan Debate,’ ‘Baek Seung-yong’s Lunchbox,’ ‘National Trek,’ and ‘Following Banchan.’”





What does Ban Chan-yong think Korean cuisine is?





“I used to think that only traditional foods like kimchi were considered Korean cuisine, but now my standards have changed. I believe it’s the food that people in our country make and enjoy. I think dishes like budae jjigae, seasoned chicken, and corn cheese are also great examples of Korean cuisine.”





What is your determination as a judge?





“I’m not very knowledgeable, so I feel a bit of pressure. However, as someone who loves food more than anyone else, I want to approach this from the perspective of what an average person might feel.”





“Sounds good! Thank you.”





Writer Song No-eul came over, greeting the camera crew and staff as she approached.





“That was really good.”





“Thank you.”





“You can relax comfortably in the waiting room until the actual filming starts.”





The excessive politeness still felt uncomfortable.





“Okay, but when do we have lunch?”





“Pardon?”





Writer Song No-eul’s eyes widened.





“Are we not eating?”





“Well, we figured you would be eating a lot during the judging, so we didn’t prepare lunch for the judges.”





“Oh…”





“If you need it, we can prepare it right away. I’m sorry.”





“No, no. I just assumed we would eat. So can I eat a lot while judging?”





“Yes, that would actually make for a better visual.”





That might be true.





Seeing someone eat deliciously could come across as more genuine than a few words spoken.





***





“The pinnacle of half a millennium of Korean history!”





“The frontlines of 800,000 dining establishments!”





“Our food! We will determine the best of Korean cuisine! Korean cuisine!”





“Praise!”





As Woo Wang-seon and Jo Wang-taek, who have co-hosted various programs for years, announced the start of “Praise for Korean Cuisine,” an opening video played on the central screen.





Competing for the best Korean cuisine.





Out of 1,807 teams nationwide, the splendid cooking begins for the 12 teams that passed the preliminary rounds!





I was thrilled that Ju Ji-seung made it through the preliminaries, but seeing the number of participants, I was amazed at how he managed to qualify.





It was fierce competition.





The winner will receive a total prize of 300 million won!The winner’s dish will be officially commercialized!





The total prize money is 300 million won.





This amount includes startup support, royalties when the dish is commercialized, and the prize money, but it’s still a significant sum.





Just like Ju Ji-seung entered to gauge his skills, learn from other chefs, and secure funds for his startup, all participants will surely give their all.





The evidence of this is clear: everyone standing in front of their cooking stations looked visibly tense.





These artisans, who have achieved success in their fields and navigated a competition with odds of 150 to 1, couldn’t help but feel the seriousness of this stage.





Ju Ji-seung proudly claimed his spot among them.





He looked quite nervous as expected.





“Introducing the godfather of Korean cuisine, judge Ham Seok-ho.”





As I surveyed the participants, I noticed the host Woo Wang-seon introducing Ham Seok-ho.





Ham Seok-ho stood up and lightly bowed his head, receiving enthusiastic cheers from the participants and panelists alike.





“Star chef Lee Chan-seok! Park Jung-ah!”





Lee Chan-seok and Park Jung-ah were called in turn and received a warm response.





“Famous food columnist Oh Mi-kyung.”





The renowned gourmet Oh Mi-kyung also received a thunderous applause.





“And now, we have the 1.1 million mukbang YouTuber, Ban Chan-yong!”





When I was introduced, the panelists welcomed me even more enthusiastically than the participants.





In particular, a famous male singer named Haim stood up from his seat and reached out his hand, surprising me.





“It seems Haim knows Ban Chan-yong,” the host Jo Wang-taek asked.





“Of course! Banchan Debate! Following Banchan! I’m a huge fan!”





“Me too! Chan-yong’s expressions of flavor are really good. He eats so well!”





“Is that so? Chan-yong, with Haim and Lehman saying this, can we expect great judging from you today?”





Jo Wang-taek inquired.





Feeling flustered about what to say, I spoke honestly.





“First of all, thank you for recognizing me. I don’t know if I should say this since it’s our first meeting…”





“Yes?”





“I just hope you all stay quiet. I’m incredibly nervous.”





“Haha!”





“How can you say that with so many pros around?”





People laughed, thinking I was joking.












































































  
    

    
















Praise for Korean Cuisine (2)





“Praise for Korean Cuisine” is a cooking competition where 12 teams that passed the intense preliminary rounds compete by completing specific culinary tasks.





The competition consists of a total of 6 rounds, with each round assigning a particular task.





Participants and judges receive a pre-announcement a week in advance, so they can prepare the dishes they will cook on the recording day.





Each judge can give a maximum of 10 points for the food prepared with great effort over the week, and the panel's scores of 50 points are added, allowing each participant to achieve a maximum of 100 points in a single round.





The scores determine the rankings, awarding 10 points for 1st place, 8 points for 2nd, 6 points for 3rd, 5 points for 4th, 4 points for 5th, 3 points for 6th, and 2 points for 7th. Participants in 8th to 10th place receive 1 point each, while the 11th place gets 0 points, and the 12th place loses 4 points.





While participants strive for good results, finishing in 12th place results in a significant score penalty, adding a considerable burden.





“Out of 1,807 teams that participated in the preliminaries, let’s introduce the 12 teams that advanced to the finals!”





As Woo Wang-seon shouted loudly, a pre-recorded video played on the central screen.





It seems they will likely use this video in the broadcast as well. The meticulously planned program from the broadcasting company is impressive.





Watching the prepared video, it turned out that 9 out of the 12 teams own their own restaurants.





Considering the startup support fund at stake, I expected many participants to be aspiring entrepreneurs, but it seems those who qualified are already established chefs.





Though, there are exceptions.





“1.1 million cooking YouTuber! Over 1,400 recipes recorded on video! While they may look bizarre while cooking, the taste is scientifically proven! Participant number 12! Ju Ji-seung from Ban Ya Sik Gyeong!”





In the video, Ju Ji-seung roars while dressed as Gungye and holding a cola.





Although he’s clearly imitating Choi Mi-kael, the Ju Ji-seung present at the filming location feels different from usual.





Instead of the legal or training uniforms he often wears, he is neatly dressed in a chef's outfit without a single wrinkle, and his hair, beard, and eyebrows are all neatly shaved, giving him a serious expression.





“... His eyebrows.”





Noticing something unusual, I looked closely and realized he had no eyebrows.





“Participant number 12, Mr. Ju Ji-seung, reportedly has recorded over 1,400 recipes in his videos. But wait, you have no eyebrows.”





Jo Wang-taek, who was interviewing the participants, asked while trying to hold back laughter.





“I believe the foundation of being a chef is hygiene. I’ve committed to ensuring that no hair enters the dishes I prepare.”





“Oh, so that’s why you shaved your head?”





“My head is naturally bald.”





“Pfft, haha!”





“Wang-taek! How rude can you be!”





Woo Wang-seon scolded Jo Wang-taek as the participant interview concluded. I was curious if he had also shaved his leg hair, but unfortunately, I didn’t get to find out.





“Now, I will reveal today’s topic.”





While I pondered whether he had shaved his armpits, the recording continued, and it was time to announce today’s topic.





“Mr. Ham Seok-ho, what is today’s task?”





“Seafood.”





As Judge Ham Seok-ho spoke, a video related to seafood played on the central screen.





In the middle of the video, there was a chart showing the top 5 countries with the highest per capita seafood consumption, and I was surprised to see how much our country consumes.





With an annual per capita consumption of 58.4 kg, South Korea surpassed Norway at 53.3 kg and Japan at 50.2 kg to rank first.





Judge Ham Seok-ho explained the reason for choosing today’s theme.





“Our country has the highest annual seafood consumption per capita. We also utilize a variety of ingredients that are not eaten in other countries, such as sea cucumbers, seaweed, mud clam, whelk, and stingray.”





“So you’re saying seafood is indispensable when it comes to Korean cuisine?”





As Woo Wang-seon summarized his remarks, Ham Seok-ho nodded.





“The time limit is 60 minutes!”





With Jo Wang-taek’s shout, a stopwatch appeared on the central screen.





“During the 60 minutes given to you, please do your best to complete your seafood dishes.”





As the cooking began, I noticed participant number 3, Choi Eun-sam (51), from Yeongcheon, North Gyeongsang Province.





He was preparing a type of fish I had never seen before, which piqued the host’s interest.





“Mr. Eun-sam, it looks like you’re preparing a fish dish; could you tell us more about it?”





“It’s dombae-gi (a type of fish).”





“Excuse me?”





“It’s dombae-gi. Dombae-gi. It’s eaten on ceremonial days.”





“It’s dombari.”





It seems Judge Ham Seok-ho is familiar with dombae-gi.





“They also call it dombae-gi in dialect; it’s shark meat that is eaten during holidays in the North Gyeongsang region. It’s salted and aged for two to three months before consumption.”





“Shark! Mr. Choi Eun-sam has prepared a shark dish that he often eats back home.”





I had no idea that shark was eaten in our country.





Since it seemed to be an unfamiliar ingredient for the panelists as well, attention quickly shifted to him.





Curious about what he was going to make, I examined his ingredients.





Aside from the shark, there were eggs, flour, radish, tofu, and possibly other ingredients, but I had no clue what he was planning.





“I can’t imagine what kind of dish will come out of shark meat.”





Woo Wang-seon tilted his head and threw a topic for discussion to the judges.





“Typically, dombae-gi is made into jeon (Korean savory pancakes).”





Chef Lee Chan-seok, who shared the waiting room, guessed Mr. Choi Eun-sam’s dish.





“It can be made into jeon, but since I see that the dombae-gi skin has been separated, it looks like he’s also preparing dombae-gi tang-guk (soup).”





Chef Park Jeong-ah, who also participated in the Paldo Jinmi competition and won, provided additional clarification.





At this, Mr. Choi Eun-sam smiled as he filled a pot with water.





“Jeon and tang, is that correct?”





Woo Wang-seon asked Mr. Choi, who replied affirmatively.





I was amazed that professionals could tell what kind of dish someone was making just by looking at the unfamiliar ingredients, but Chef Lee Chan-seok’s expression seemed a bit stiff.





“On this side, it looks like someone is preparing an oyster dish. Umm... Participant number 2, Mr. Lee Sang-ho, what dish are you preparing?”





“I’ve prepared oyster rice and cold oyster soup.”





“Cold oyster soup?”





I often seek out warm oyster rice soup in the winter, but I had never heard of eating oysters in a cold soup.





“Yes. My mother would make it for me every winter. It has a sweet and sour flavor, and it really smells of the sea; it’s delicious.”





Lee Sang-ho is from Seosan, Chungcheongnam-do, and at 28 years old, he is the youngest participant.





“Food made by your mother. I’m looking forward to it, especially since you seem very close to her.”





“Yes. My father passed away early, so my mother and I relied on each other. She runs a restaurant, and I’ve been helping her since I was 20. You should come visit.”





Lee Sang-ho promoted his restaurant while looking into the camera.





He spoke confidently with a handsome smile, and oddly enough, he didn’t come off as annoying at all.





As other participants were introduced one by one, I noticed a similar trend and spoke up.





“All the participants seem to have prepared dishes that could make a full meal?”





My comment was met with agreement from food columnist Oh Mi-kyung.





“That’s right. When it comes to Korean cuisine, a full table setting is characteristic, and it seems all the participants have considered that aspect.”





“A full table setting.”





“In such competitions, participants can often focus on individual dishes, so this shows they understand the characteristics of Korean cuisine well.”





Park Jeong-ah took the microphone.





“That’s correct. Furthermore, just like Mr. Lee Sang-ho is making rice and soup with oysters, and Mr. Choi Eun-sam is making jeon and tang with shark meat, all participants are using their ingredients efficiently. They all seem like restaurant operators.”





Having run a lunchbox business myself, I felt that efficiently using ingredients to create menus minimizes losses and maintains freshness.





Since many participants operate restaurants, it seems they are trying to prepare a variety of dishes from one ingredient to create a full table setting.





“Oh! It seems that Ju Ji-seung is preparing spicy fish soup.”





As Jo Wang-taek interviewed one participant after another, he approached the 12th participant, Ju Ji-seung.





Standing at the back, I hadn’t been able to see what he was working on, but the camera focused on Ju Ji-seung's workstation.





On the auxiliary monitor beneath the central screen, Ju Ji-seung was shown kneading dough.





“This is sso-gari (a type of fish), right?”





“Yes. I brought it from Danyang this morning.”





Everyone was in a state of surprise.





The dedication of bringing in fresh fish from the early morning was impressive, and since sso-gari (a type of fish) is a rare catch, that seemed to add to the surprise.





“Mr. Ji-seung, you’re from Danyang, right?”





“Yes. I’ll show you the true taste of my hometown.”





While Ju Ji-seung responded well to the interview, his hands never stopped moving.





“More than half of the sso-gari distributed in the country is imported from China. Since it’s such a high-priced ingredient, I’m looking forward to the taste of the spicy sso-gari soup made from locally sourced fish.”





Chef Lee Chan-seok expressed his anticipation for the sso-gari.





“Spicy sso-gari soup with sujebi (Korean dumplings). Ah, this would go perfectly with a shot of soju!”





At Jo Wang-taek’s remark, the panelists began discussing soju pairings.





Regardless, I was focused on Ju Ji-seung. I recalled my experience editing a video of him making spicy sso-gari soup. At that time, I learned that the price for this high-end fish exceeds 150,000 won per kilogram, and I definitely wanted to try it at least once.





“Wait a minute.”





At my words, those who were discussing soju pairings turned their heads.





“It doesn’t look like a spicy soup. Isn’t that the sujebi dough?”





Ju Ji-seung looked up at me and smiled.





“What’s going on? Is the side dish comment true?”





Jo Wang-taek asked Ju Ji-seung, but it was Judge Ham Seok-ho who spoke up.





“I couldn’t see well from afar, but it’s not sujebi dough; it’s bread dough.”





“Really?”





I had recognized Ju Ji-seung’s recipe, but it seemed that the others hadn’t thought to look closely, focusing instead on Jo Wang-taek’s speculation and Chef Lee Chan-seok’s comments.





If I, as a layperson, could notice it, there was no way the professional judges wouldn’t catch on.





Sure enough, after hearing my and Judge Ham Seok-ho’s observations, Lee Chan-seok, Park Jeong-ah, and Oh Mi-kyung took another look and nodded.





“Bread? No, Ji-seung, what about bread in Korean cuisine?”





When Jo Wang-taek asked, Ju Ji-seung confidently replied.





“I’ll show you that bread can also be a part of Korean cuisine.”





As Ju Ji-seung began to fillet the sso-gari, he added, “I’m looking forward to this. Sso-gari and bread—what kind of combination will come out?”





Ju Ji-seung wouldn’t prepare an ordinary dish.





Although he wasn’t a formally trained chef, I knew from watching him on YouTube how sincerely he dedicated himself to cooking.





“How did you know from such a distance?”





Chef Park Jeong-ah, sitting next to me, whispered.





“Oh, I saw it when I was editing in the past; that wasn’t the kind of dough.”





Park Jeong-ah nodded, looking slightly surprised.




























  
    Praise for Korean Cuisine (3)



    



    “This participant is also quite unique. What are you making?”



    



    Jo Wang-taek approached the sixth participant and asked.



    



    Looking at the participant list, I saw that this 32-year-old office worker came from Incheon.



    



    With her bobbed hair tightly tied up and a serious expression, she was finely chopping seaweed. When Jo Wang-taek approached, she appeared somewhat nervous.



    



    “I’m making seafood japchae.”



    



    “Seafood japchae! Participant number 6, Yook Hye-rin, is making japchae.”



    



    The camera followed her movements, showing shrimp, squid, seaweed, hijiki, bell peppers, onions, and angel hair seaweed.



    



    However, the sweet potato noodles, which should have been there, were nowhere to be found.



    



    Curious, I leaned in for a better look, while the other judges squinted at the ingredients, either suspiciously or with concern.



    



    “But I don’t see the sweet potato noodles?”



    



    “Yes. I’m using angel hair seaweed instead, to make it a healthy dish.”



    



    Her voice was soft, as if she was trying to muster the strength to articulate each word.



    



    “Angel hair seaweed japchae. Chef Lee Chan-seok, what do you think?”



    



    When asked by Jo Wang-taek, Lee Chan-seok took the microphone.



    



    “You’ll typically see angel hair seaweed at sashimi restaurants. You might think it’s inedible, but you can consider it a low-calorie noodle made from kelp and seaweed.”



    



    “How low-calorie are we talking?”



    



    It seemed that even Lee Chan-seok couldn’t recall the exact calorie count.



    



    After all, it’s not normal for someone to memorize the calorie values of both regular sweet potato noodles and angel hair seaweed.



    



    And I’ve watched videos by those peculiar people at least ten times, so I have a lot of useless knowledge.



    



    “Regular sweet potato noodles are about 300 kcal per 100g, while angel hair seaweed is around 6 kcal.”



    



    As I spoke, people expressed vague amazement.



    



    “If what Chan-yong says is true, it seems like it would really help with dieting. But honestly, I’m not sure if angel hair seaweed tastes good.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok replied as if he’d been waiting for that comment.



    



    “It can be bland when used as a garnish under sashimi. However, if you soak it in hot water with baking soda, it becomes similar to noodles. So, making japchae is entirely possible.”



    



    “Wow, then it will be an incredibly healthy japchae. I’m looking forward to it.”



    



    Upon Jo Wang-taek’s words, participant number 6, Yook Hye-rin, shyly smiled and lowered her head.



    



    Then, as if nothing had happened, she focused back on her cooking.



    



    Even though she wasn't a professional chef, her hands moved quite quickly, and there was no hesitation in her actions, proving that she was indeed a skilled competitor who had made it past the preliminary rounds.



    



    After observing everyone, I checked the time and realized that the promised hour had completely passed.



    



    Since I had only eaten whole wheat bread with a salad and two fried eggs for breakfast to come out early, my stomach was now grumbling.



    



    I was eager to eat.



    



    “Time’s up!”



    



    As Woo Wang-seon announced, all participants stepped back from their cooking stations.



    



    Some were relaxed due to the ample time, while others were still trying to make last-minute adjustments. But the sight of everyone stepping away from their food at the end of the countdown was quite impressive.



    



    It felt like everyone was playing fair.



    



    “Alright, let’s begin judging in the order the dishes are completed. First up is Mr. Choi Eun-sam’s dongbaegi-jeon and dongbaegi-tang, who has come up from Yeongcheon, Gyeongbuk.”



    



    The dishes from participant number 3, Choi Eun-sam, were presented. I was excited to try shark meat for the first time.



    



    Mr. Choi Eun-sam personally served the food in front of the judges and the panel. On the plate was just one jeon (Korean pancake) and a soup so minimal it seemed like a mere splash.



    



    When I looked up, Mr. Choi Eun-sam appeared flustered.



    



    “Um.”



    



    “Yes?”



    



    “Could you give us a bit more?”



    



    “Oh. Well...”



    



    Looking around, I noticed that everyone had received only a tiny amount. I couldn't understand how they could just sit there after such a meager serving.



    



    “Chan-yong, we have to taste dishes from all 12 teams, so isn’t that serving size appropriate?”



    



    “Excuse me?”



    



    I was taken aback by Woo Wang-seon’s comment.



    



    “You want us to judge on just this?”



    



    “Right, for 12 teams.”



    



    “...I’ve eaten 12 dishes at a buffet before.”



    

    



















I muttered in disappointment, and the famous male singer Haim shouted out,





“You can’t treat our Chan-yong like this! He’s a very important person!”





At Haim's comment, everyone burst into laughter, but I felt embarrassed to the point of madness.





We were meeting for the first time today, and I had no idea why he was saying such things about me.





When our eyes met, he gave me a thumbs-up with both hands, as if to ask, "Did I do well?"





“Um. Sure.”





Even the experienced hosts hesitated, unsure of what to do, so I quickly tried to diffuse the situation.





“No worries. Let’s just think of it as dieting. I have to do that anyway.”





“Come on. You look great right now.”





“You're just kidding, right?”





They laughed again. It was hard to keep up with E's sense of humor.





Anyway, I took a bite of participant number 3, Choi Eun-sam’s dongbaegi-jeon (shark pancake).





The first thought that came to mind was that it was soft. When I think of shark, I imagine a rough skin, but perhaps it’s just the skin because the flesh is very tender.





However, it was extremely salty due to being preserved.





I wasn’t sure if it was supposed to be this salty or if it was because I had been on a diet lately, but it felt slightly overwhelming.





Lee Chan-seok, the judge, then spoke up.





“It’s definitely a traditional dongbaegi-jeon.”





I must have a poor palate.





“The texture is soft, and the flavor is well-balanced. For the soup, it seems you added a little vinegar to enhance the umami, which was a very good choice. I enjoyed it.”





Lee Chan-seok wrote down an 8.





“An 8! That’s quite a high score. Judge Park Jeong-ah, how did you find it?”





“To make a clear soup with seafood, freshness is crucial. You need to bring out the natural flavors of the ingredients. In that sense, I enjoyed the taste of the dongbaegi-tang. You did well in removing the blood and perfectly cleaning the shark skin. As Judge Lee said, the umami is indeed excellent. However…”





Park Jeong-ah, who had been showering praise, gave a slightly anxious smile.





“I felt that the seasoning was too strong. Since dongbaegi is already a salty ingredient, it seems you also added salt to the flour. Given its good condition, I wonder how it would have turned out if you had made it into a skewered dish.”





Judge Park Jeong-ah spoke without losing her smile, and Mr. Choi Eun-sam kept his lips tightly closed while nodding.





Other judges continued their evaluations, and it was finally my turn.





“Um, to be honest, I don’t know as much as everyone here. So I did a bit of research. I found out that dongbaegi is usually salty. It’s a preserved food, and you have to add a lot of salt to keep it for a long time. I heard that older people think that the very salty dongbaegi that’s practically soaked in salt feels like real dongbaegi.”





I glanced around, looking for reactions, and leaned towards Ham Seok-ho and Oh Mi-kyung to ask,





“Is that correct?”





Ham Seok-ho nodded at me, and Oh Mi-kyung agreed as well.





Since both were of a similar age to Mr. Choi Eun-sam, it seemed my information was correct.





“I actually hesitated a bit when I first tasted it because it was so salty. However, perhaps Mr. Choi Eun-sam’s dongbaegi-jeon is a dish that lets us experience our past. It didn’t quite suit my taste, but I’m glad to have learned something I didn’t know before. The soup was truly delicious.”





I wrote down an 8.





Jo Wang-taek then gave Choi Eun-sam an opportunity to speak.





“Um. Honestly, I didn’t think it wouldn’t suit younger people's tastes. I’ve always eaten dongbaegi-jeon like this, and I thought this was traditional.”





His words, mixed with standard Korean and a Gyeongbuk accent, gave off a peculiar humility.





“I’ll study this so that dongbaegi can be a dish that not only people from my hometown but also young people from other regions can enjoy. Thank you for your valuable feedback.”





Everyone applauded for the man who acknowledged the differences and vowed to improve.





“Next is participant number 6, Yook Hye-rin, with her seafood japchae. This dish is also highly anticipated.”





Yook Hye-rin handed out her seafood japchae in satisfying portions. The presentation was beautiful as she carefully shaped the japchae before serving it.





“Please introduce your dish.”





Woo Wang-seon asked participant number 6, Yook Hye-rin, to introduce her seafood japchae.





“This dish is something I made with my dad when I gained a lot of weight. I thought about how to make a dish that is delicious, nutritious, and low in calories. Um, I really like japchae, you see. Yes.”





“...Is that it?”





“Yes, that’s it.”





Woo Wang-seon asked in a soft voice, and when Yook Hye-rin affirmed, the panelists laughed again.





I genuinely didn’t understand why they were laughing.





“Alright, let’s taste it and hear from those who are ready.”





I picked up a bite of the seafood japchae made with angel hair and put it in my mouth.





I was skeptical about whether the crunchy angel hair could really mimic the texture of traditional dangmyeon (sweet potato noodles), but the more I chewed, the more I found it hard to understand.





There was definitely some dangmyeon in there, yet the crunchy texture remained.





Upon closer inspection, I realized that the seaweed stems had been sliced very thinly, creating a delightful crunch as I chewed.





The contrasting textures of the angel hair, the thin seaweed, and the bell pepper all danced on my palate, while the seaweed popped pleasantly.





The bouncy shrimp and squid added to the satisfying chewiness, making this japchae truly exist for the sake of texture.





“Delicious,” said Lee Chan-seok, wiping his mouth. It seemed he was eager to speak first again.





“How did it taste, Chan-seok?”





Jo Wang-taek asked.





“There are a lot of ingredients in here: shrimp, squid, bell pepper, onion, seaweed stems, and angel hair. The seasoning is spot on, and it’s well-made, but I’m curious why you decided to use angel hair.”





Lee Chan-seok’s friendly face somehow felt a bit intimidating.





Participant number 6, Yook Hye-rin, looked flustered and didn’t know what to do. Just as she was about to respond, Lee Chan-seok spoke up again.





“The Taste of Korea is a program that discovers and highlights representative Korean dishes. Angel hair doesn’t seem like a fitting ingredient for this show.”





As he held up a score of 3, participant number 6, Yook Hye-rin, lowered her head.





“I enjoyed it.”





My comment drew attention.





“The reason liquid diets are really ineffective during dieting is that there’s no chewiness. You need to chew to feel full. There’s also a theory that the act of chewing helped humans evolve.”





I had picked that up from editing videos of Baek Woo-jin.





“In that regard, I really resonated with what Yook Hye-rin said about coming up with this during her diet. I’d like to learn it and make it at home.”





Yook Hye-rin’s face brightened.





“And this seaweed stem? I really disliked it. It was a side dish I would always throw away in school lunches.”





As I placed my hand on my chest while saying this, singer Haim burst into laughter.





That guy laughs at everything I say.





“But this one, sliced so thinly, was surprisingly enjoyable. With the angel hair’s texture, the crunch of the bell pepper, mushrooms, shrimp, squid, and seaweed stems—each bite brought a different texture, making it so enjoyable to eat.”




























  
    The Taste of Korean Cuisine (4)



    



    Participant number 6, Yook Hye-rin's seafood japchae was a dish that reflected her determination to make healthy food as delicious as possible.



    



    “To be honest, most of the ingredients in this japchae aren’t that tasty. But the fact that you made it so delicious through seasoning and cooking techniques is really impressive,” said Omikyeong, the food columnist sitting on my left, nodding in agreement.



    



    “Moreover, all the ingredients had great texture. The cooking process looked quite complicated, but I really enjoyed it,” she added.



    



    Holding up a score of 9, Judge Ham Seok-ho opened his mouth to speak.



    



    “As Ban-chan said, Yook Hye-rin took the time to consider how to cook each ingredient separately before stir-frying them together. This means she knows how to prepare each ingredient and how long to cook it to maintain the right texture. It was a wonderful japchae that considered the eaters,” he said, giving it a score of 8.



    



    Then Judge Omikyeong gave the same score, so Yook Hye-rin earned a total of 35 points from the judges and 42 points from the panel, bringing her total to 77 points.



    



    Participant number 3, Choi Eun-sam, who had received 36 points from the judges and 34 points from the panel, was currently holding the lowest score at 70 points.



    



    Participant number 2, Lee Sang-ho, who made oyster rice and oyster cold soup, received 38 points from the judges and 40 points from the panel, totaling 78 points, putting him in the lead.



    



    Having tasted various participants' dishes, the judges' tendencies began to emerge as the judging progressed.



    



    Judge Ham Seok-ho, known for being reserved and respected as a master in Korean cuisine, seemed to surprisingly favor unique dishes rather than traditional ones, contrary to my expectations.



    



    Judge Park Jeong-ah was aptly described as lively and insightful, possessing extensive knowledge that allowed her to accurately grasp the participants' intentions. It felt like she was comparing the cooking's purpose with the outcome to assess its completeness.



    



    In contrast, Judge Lee Chan-seok, despite his friendly demeanor, exhibited a rather old-fashioned perspective, tending to highly evaluate dishes made with expensive ingredients while undervaluing those made with relatively inexpensive ones.



    



    He had also made odd comments about using ingredients appropriate for "The Taste of Korean Cuisine," directed at Yook Hye-rin, who utilized angel hair, and Kim Han-yeol, participant number 10, who prepared braised mackerel.



    



    I didn’t like that he quickly changed his attitude when Judge Ham Seok-ho praised October mackerel.



    



    Lastly, food columnist Omikyeong preferred healthy dishes, scoring the overly salty dombe-gi jeon a mere 6 points while giving Yook Hye-rin's seafood japchae a more favorable score of 8.



    



    “As we approach the final participant, let’s take a look at the current rankings,” said host Woo Wang-seon, as the central screen displayed the scores so far.



    



    The first place belonged to participant number 4, Sa Daemun (48), whose mussel rice and tomato mussel soup earned a staggering total of 90 points, demonstrating a significant score gap.



    



    I definitely want to try following that recipe later.



    



    “And currently, the lowest score goes to participant number 3, Choi Eun-sam.”



    



    Choi Eun-sam, who cooked shark meat, had remained at the bottom and, at this rate, would start the second round with a 4-point deduction.



    



    Although he was holding his ground, his agitation was palpable.



    



    “Now, let’s taste today’s final dish: participant number 12, Joo Ji-seung’s soga리 bread.”



    



    He created a dish I could never have imagined.



    



    Having always come up with difficult combinations in his cooking, I was excited to see what kind of flavor Joo Ji-seung would prepare for his first stage toward his dreams.



    



    “Oh, soga리 bread? This is perplexing,” host Woo Wang-seon said, tilting his head.



    



    “Isn’t this the one where they got in trouble for making fish cutlets out of a sea bream?”



    



    “Right! I saw that too. They used an expensive fish in a strange way,” chimed in singer Haim, and everyone laughed in agreement.



    



    In fact, it's hard to imagine that soga리, a very expensive fish, is being made into bread.



    



    “To be honest, I feel this might be a bit excessive. Could you please explain?”



    



    Woo Wang-seon handed over the floor to Joo Ji-seung.



    



    “That’s right. For the first round of the main competition, I prepared a luxurious dish. I’ll let the taste speak for itself,” Joo Ji-seung replied confidently.



    



    “Sounds good. Let’s move on to the tasting,” said Woo Wang-seon.



    



    Joo Ji-seung placed one bread in front of each of the two judges.



    



    I wanted to eat one completely, but it seemed he couldn’t make that many due to time constraints.



    



    “Oh.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung placed a whole bread right in front of me.



    



    “One is left over,” I noted.



    



    Since there were five judges and we paired off in twos, one bread remained, so I got to keep one for myself.



    



    What a delight!



    



    “This…”



    



    Looking to my left at Omikyeong, the judge, and to my right at Park Jeong-ah, I saw them shaking their heads.



    



    “I think it’s fine to share since we’re full. Right, Teacher?” Park Jeong-ah asked Omikyeong.



    



    “That sounds good. Chan-yong can have one,” she replied.



    



    What a stroke of luck.



    



    I was in awe of Joo Ji-seung’s thoughtfulness and grateful for Omikyeong and Park Jeong-ah's consideration.



    



    However, I had one concern.



    



    As the two judges mentioned earlier, since we had already tasted 11 dishes, most of us, except for me, were quite full.



    



    Among those dishes were salty foods like the dombe-gi and intensely flavored dishes like the mussel rice and tomato mussel soup, so everyone’s palate was likely fatigued.



    



    It would be hard to appeal to the judges and panel with any ordinary stimulus.



    



    Despite knowing this situation, Joo Ji-seung wore a confident expression.



    



    “Let’s see.”



    



    The soga리 bread was about 10 cm tall and had a rectangular shape, with a golden-brown crust that looked appetizing, but there was nothing particularly unique about it.



    



    “Cut the bread in half and enjoy it with the filling inside,” Joo Ji-seung instructed.



    



    As I tore the bread apart, a thick, red sauce oozed out.



    



    The spicy smell hit my nostrils with an unmistakable familiarity.



    



    “Spicy soup,” I blurted out without thinking.



    



    “Wow, that’s fascinating! Did you put spicy soup inside the bread?”



    



    Everyone exclaimed in surprise, staring at the mixed appearance of the red sauce, soga리, and various vegetables, which resembled concentrated spicy soup.



    



    It seemed like if you just added water and boiled it, you’d have spicy soup ready to go.



    



    “Let’s try it.”



    



    Dipping the bread into the sauce, I took a bite and experienced the warmth of freshly baked bread paired with the rich and thick sauce.



    



    As I chewed slowly, the sweet and spicy flavors of the soup mingled with a subtle buttery aroma that filled my nostrils.



    



    Fish flesh and various vegetables crunched between the soft, thick bread.



    



    “This is so delicious!”



    



    “A declaration of deliciousness has been made! Ban-chan, what do you think?”



    



    “My dad loves fishing. He would go to places like Goseong Bukcheon and Yanggu Suipcheon every weekend,” he said.



    



    “Yes.”



    



    Woo Wang-seon, who had asked the question, looked somewhat puzzled.



    



    “In winter, we’d catch icefish and sweetfish, and in summer, the bullhead catfish. Well, I was just happy whenever my dad brought home fish. My mom was different, though. Back then, we didn’t have cell phones, so you couldn’t tell if he was turning into a water ghost or if he was just out fishing. After all that worrying, when my dad came home, she’d be glad to see him but also upset. If I had given my mom this soga리 bread during those times, ah! I think she would have acknowledged it too.”



    



    “Ha ha ha! Worrying stomach troubles. Soga리,” Haim laughed heartily, playing along with my joke.



    



    “Ah! So she would have acknowledged it, right?”



    



    “Exactly! If I had just given her this worrying bread, she would have told him, 'You’re going to work starting tomorrow!' It’s so delicious!”



    



    I held up a score of 10, prompting Ham Seok-ho to speak.



    



    “I can only imagine how much research went into concentrating the spicy soup into a sauce; it couldn’t have been easy.”



    



    At Ham Seok-ho's words, Joo Ji-seung seemed to brighten.



    



    “If you had simply thickened it, it would have been overly salty and spicy, but it complemented the bread really well,” Ham Seok-ho continued.



    



    Joo Ji-seung looked like he wanted to say something, and Woo Wang-seon caught his eye, giving him the floor.



    



    “There’s a food show on WTV called 'Following White Rice' where they introduced a dish called 'Jjamppong Bread.' I got the idea from there. It wasn’t easy to balance the seasoning, so I appreciate you recognizing that,” Joo Ji-seung explained.



    



    Ham Seok-ho nodded at Joo Ji-seung's additional comments, seemingly impressed with the creativity behind the spicy soup bread. He awarded him 9 points, making it the highest score of the day alongside the mussel rice.



    



    “I really enjoyed it,” began Lee Chan-seok, the judge.



    



    “Soga리 is also known as 'sudon,' which means it tastes as good as pork. It has a great texture, and it felt like there was almost a whole fish inside this bread. As you mentioned at the start, it was indeed a luxurious bread,” Lee Chan-seok said, awarding 10 points.



    



    Following that, Park Jeong-ah gave 9 points, and Omikyeong awarded another 10 points, citing that it was a dish that could only be enjoyed here.



    



    With a total of 48 points from the judges and 45 from the panel, Joo Ji-seung claimed the solo victory in the first round.



    



    “Han-sik Ye-chan! The winner of Round 1 is contestant number 12, Joo Ji-seung!”



    



    As Woo Wang-seon and Jo Wang-taek declared this with enthusiasm, Joo Ji-seung clenched his fists in triumph.



    



    Seeing him a step closer to his dream stirred an unexpected emotion within me.



    



    ***



    



    “Great job!”



    



    Park Jeong-ah's junior, Kim Sang-hee, greeted her.



    



    “Shh.”



    



    As Park Jeong-ah shot her a look, Kim Sang-hee awkwardly smiled.



    



    This opportunity to see how TV show recordings proceed and how other chefs participate in the competition was something she had begged for, and she wasn’t going to let it end with just one chance.



    



    “How was it?”



    



    As they exited the broadcasting station, Park Jeong-ah asked Kim Sang-hee about the competition that day.



    



    “Everyone made dishes that were truly unimaginable. They must have put in a lot of preparation.”



    



    “That’s how sincere they are.”



    



    “Yes. There were so many things I wanted to try. Oh, how was the seafood japchae? Was it really okay for you?”



    



    “Well, the texture was a bit disappointing. I think the chef knew that and tried hard.”



    



    “You gave a good evaluation, though.”



    



    “Really? I thought I was pretty strict.”



    



    Park Jeong-ah recalled the seafood japchae made by contestant number 6, giving it a score of 7 out of 10. While the idea was good, she felt the texture of the seaweed stems would likely be divisive, and above all, she thought the seasoning was too bland for a competitive dish.



    



    “I’ve never received a 7 before.”



    



    Kim Sang-hee recalled being evaluated by her senior.



    



    “She did much better than you, though.”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    Kim Sang-hee dropped her head in defeat.



    



    “Didn’t you come to get inspired?”



    



    “Yes, that’s right. By the way, I noticed that there was a side dish chef among the judges?”



    



    “Oh, Ban Chan-yong?”



    



    “Yes. I wonder if that will come up in conversation.”



    



    Though she didn’t specify, it was easy to understand what she meant.



    



    There could be a debate about whether Ban Chan-yong, a non-expert, should have the qualification of being a judge in Han-sik Ye-chan.



    



    “I was a bit surprised at first, but he was fine,” Park Jeong-ah replied.



    



    “I hadn’t seen Ban Chan-yong's YouTube, so I didn’t know, but he had both knowledge and a good sense. He recognized just by looking at contestant number 12's ingredients that it wasn’t spicy soup. And he spoke entertainingly.”



    



    Park Jeong-ah smiled slightly as she recalled the 'worrying stomach bread' joke.



    



    “Isn’t that just because he knows you?”



    



    “No.”



    



    Park Jeong-ah firmly denied it.



    



    “If he recognized it because he knows you, would he have noticed that contestant number 6 cooked each ingredient separately while making the japchae?”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    “In the case of Joo Ji-seung, everyone could see he was using spicy soup ingredients and kneading them, so they all thought of either sujebi or knife-cut noodles. It wasn’t particularly visible or an attention-grabbing dish.”



    



    Kim Sang-hee nodded.



    



    While she was interested in the soga리, she didn’t care much for spicy soup, so she turned her attention to the other contestants.



    



    There were so many dishes that piqued her interest.



    



    “Even so, Ban Chan-yong was paying attention to each person. I’ve heard he speaks well, but he was quiet, so I looked over and he seemed serious.”



    



    Park Jeong-ah also found it puzzling that a non-expert was on the judging panel for Han-sik Ye-chan.



    



    With a grand prize of 300 million won and the title of Han-sik Ye-chan champion, any chef wanting to open their own restaurant would naturally yearn for this competition.



    



    Having participated in a cooking competition herself, Park Jeong-ah could imagine how the contestants felt about the event and hoped the judging would be conducted sincerely.



    



    Yet, despite being a non-expert, Ban Chan-yong had left a deeper impression than anyone else.



    



    He picked up on details about each participant, bringing out stories that even the experts had missed.



    



    At times, even Park Jeong-ah was surprised by his detailed critiques, making her question if he was really a non-expert.



    



    Above all, he expressed what the chefs were most pleased to hear: that their dishes were delicious, and he articulated that in a really entertaining way.



    



    “He was really impressive.”



    



    “Listening to you, I see I was short-sighted.”



    



    “Everyone has biases. Just recognizing that one’s own thoughts might be a bias is a wonderful thing.”



    



    Park Jeong-ah shrugged her shoulders, thinking of a former competitor who was now seated beside her as a fellow judge.

  
    Han-sik Ye-chan (5)



    



    The filming had wrapped up.



    



    I hurried over to Joo Ji-seung after greeting the fellow judges and staff.



    



    I was so happy that I jumped up and down, and Joo Ji-seung beamed with a big smile.



    



    “Awesome! Awesome!”



    



    “Thanks. You really set a great tone to start with.”



    



    “No, you made it well. When you were talking about the jjampong bread, I was like, how did you even think of that? You’re really a genius!”



    



    “Come on.”



    



    “No, seriously! How do you go from jjampong bread to spicy soup bread? It’s like going from Mickey Mouse to Pikachu!”



    



    “It’s not that big of a deal, so stop it. It’s embarrassing.”



    



    “And it’s not even too spicy! It’s so delicious! These kinds of breads are usually super spicy, right? But it’s slightly spicy, sweet, and has a rich, deep flavor. Wow. This really deserves an award. Oh wait, you already got one. You should get two!”



    



    “Stop gushing.”



    



    “I’m really happy for you. Truly.”



    



    Though I felt shy, I couldn’t wipe the smile off my face.



    



    After starting to cook for my wife and getting into YouTube to find joy in cooking, Joo Ji-seung had felt quite bored for a long time after his channel’s success.



    



    At first, he thought it was a creative endeavor, but eventually, the videos became more formulaic.



    



    Despite studying hard, he might have fallen into a rut while struggling to come up with new content.



    



    Looking back, he definitely seemed a bit worn out.



    



    As he worked on projects like “Making Side Dishes for Joo Ji-yong,” “Baek Seung-yong’s Lunchbox,” and “Walking Up to the Sky,” he gradually began to find joy again, and now with Han-sik Ye-chan, it seems he’s rekindled his enthusiasm.



    



    I was overjoyed for him.



    



    “Excuse me, I’m passing through.”



    



    “Oh, sorry.”



    



    As I stepped aside, I made eye contact with contestant number 3, Choi Eun-sam.



    



    I bowed slightly, feeling glad to see him, and he nodded back, opening his mouth to speak.



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    “No, I was blocking the way without realizing it.”



    



    Choi Eun-sam smiled without saying much and exchanged greetings with Joo Ji-seung before passing by us.



    



    From behind, I noticed his shoulders slumped, which didn’t sit well with me.



    



    He had used a unique ingredient, shark, to create a traditional flavor, and while the soup was genuinely delicious, the jeon (pancake) was too salty, resulting in a 12th place finish.



    



    His score had dropped by 4 points from the first round.



    



    It was only natural for him to feel down.



    



    “Let’s go. Want to grab a coffee?”



    



    Joo Ji-seung asked.



    



    “Sounds good.”



    



    After leaving the broadcasting station and sitting down for coffee, Joo Ji-seung brought up Choi Eun-sam.



    



    “That guy we ran into in the hallway earlier.”



    



    “Choi Eun-sam?”



    



    “Yeah. Since we were in the waiting room together, we ended up chatting a bit. He said he runs a business in Yeongcheon. His father sells fish at the market, and Eun-sam runs a beef bone soup restaurant next to him.”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    Now it made sense why the soup was so amazing.



    



    His father probably brought in some fresh fish to cook with.



    



    “He said the market business isn’t what it used to be, and since his father is getting older, he wanted to really show off this time around. It’s bittersweet.”



    



    I hadn’t known Choi Eun-sam had such circumstances.



    



    “I see. That’s too bad.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung smiled.



    



    “Why?”



    



    “Earlier, when Eun-sam said thank you, he wasn’t just talking about me clearing the way.”



    



    “What do you mean?”



    



    “When we were packing up in the waiting room, he mentioned feeling a bit irritated when he heard his dish was too salty. He said that dombae-gi (a type of fish) is usually served salty, and he didn’t want to come off as someone who doesn’t know that. So he wanted to say something, and you ended up saying it for him.”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    “That made him proud. Even if it’s the same comment, saying it’s traditionally salty and it’s good to know the traditional taste is different from just saying it’s salty.”



    



    As someone who speaks for a living, I understand how important nuance is. If it’s stated that dombae-gi is a salty dish, the judges who tasted it before would feel embarrassed, and it could undermine their preferences. But if you dismiss the dish outright as salty, it disrespects both the chef and the tradition. I had circled around the issue, but I never imagined it would lead to a thank you.



    



    “That’s just courtesy.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung shook his head at my response.



    



    “You were the only one who said it like that. The other judges had their own logic, but they didn’t show much consideration for how the person listening might feel. Especially Lee Chan-seok?”



    



    “Hehe. Yeah, he’s a bit… something, isn’t he?”



    



    “I think Lee Hye-rin got hurt a lot.”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    That was when they were discussing the seafood japchae (stir-fried noodles with vegetables) made by contestant number 6, Lee Hye-rin.



    



    When Lee Chan-seok said that cheongpyeon (angel hair) didn’t fit the stage, Lee Hye-rin’s face turned bright red.



    



    “I felt bad listening from behind. I thought, who is he to judge the ingredients?”



    



    “Exactly.”



    



    “But you immediately rebutted him, saying it was a dish considerate of the eater.”



    



    “I really thought that when I said it.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung looked at me and smiled.



    



    Feeling shy, I tried to change the topic.



    



    “Oh, but it really made my heart tighten.”



    



    “Why?”



    



    “Well, it was your last judging round, right? When they were sharing the food, everyone seemed full. Thanks to that, I managed to eat a whole one.”



    



    “Hehe.”



    



    “I was worried that everyone would eat delicious food and not fully appreciate yours.”



    



    “Chan-yong, do you think I wouldn’t know that?”



    



    “Knowing it doesn’t mean you can do something about it. You judge based on the order in which the dishes are finished.”



    



    “It’s possible to finish last, though.”



    



    What does that even mean?



    



    “Are you saying that was intentional?”



    



    Joo Ji-seung pointed his finger at me and shook it up and down.



    



    “I’ve been complimenting you this whole time, and you still have a long way to go?”



    



    “What do you mean? Huh?”



    



    “Think about it. If you serve it last, it will leave the most intense memory for the people.”



    



    “Right?”



    



    “But that means their taste buds might be fatigued from the dishes they had before. So what do you have to do?”



    



    “...Make it more stimulating?”



    



    “Exactly. I seasoned it more than usual. The spicy soup concept was made for that reason. The flavor is strong. If it had been the first dish made from that recipe, people would have said it was too salty.”



    



    “So dombae-gi too.”



    



    “Right. If dombae-gi had been served after the other dishes, people wouldn’t have reacted so negatively. In this kind of competition, the dishes need to be perceived as delicious, so everyone tends to use a bit more seasoning.”



    



    “Wow. You’re really a genius.”



    



    “I’ve watched quite a few cooking competition programs.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung chuckled in his unique way, feeling proud of himself.



    



    As a judge, he needs to maintain fairness, but personally, I really hope Joo Ji-seung wins.



    



    ***



    



    Slowly, I could feel the growing fame around us.



    



    To prove it, the viewership ratings for Baekbanda Season 2, the Suncheon and Seosan episodes, were 7.7% and 7.5%, respectively.



    



    The 7.6% rating for the Gangneung episode wasn’t just a fluke; Baekbanda Season 2 was becoming a solidly popular program.



    



    On top of that, Han-sik Ye-chan achieved an impressive 11.3% viewership rating in its first episode, garnering unexpected praise.



    



    └ Banchan-yong speaks beautifully.



    



    └ Yeah, even if it’s the same words, it must feel great for the contestants.



    



    └ Honestly, I was a bit worried, but the judging was done well, haha.



    



    └ Formerly 138 kg, currently a diabetic. It’s inevitable I know about food.



    



    └ Hahahahahaha.



    



    └ But seriously, where can you find sogari-bread?



    



    └ There’s no place that sells it. You have to make it yourself.



    



    └ The problem is finding sogari (a type of fish).



    



    └ But isn’t there a problem if the contestant and judge are close friends?



    



    └ Joo Ji-seung and Banchan-yong?



    



    └ Yeah.



    



    └ If anyone saw a biased judgment, it would definitely get called out. But that’s not the case.



    



    └ Banchan-yong has taken quite a bit of flak from us, so he’s picked up on things.



    



    └ ?



    



    └ Hahahaha. In the early broadcasts, he was kind of awkward, but at some point, he started to speak up.



    



    └ I don’t know about that guy, but there are definitely many dishes I want to try. I heard the mussel rice is really delicious.



    



    └ That dude runs a restaurant that serves mussel rice, so if you want to try it, you can go visit him.



    



    After looking up some related articles, I discovered an interesting fact.



    



    It seems obvious in retrospect, but for someone who runs their own restaurant, just getting into the finals of Han-sik Ye-chan is great publicity.



    



    With ratings over 11%, the more good evaluations they receive, the higher the chance it translates into sales.



    



    To be honest, I also expected a certain influx of subscribers, so in a way, I’m in the same position.



    



    “Your meal is ready.”



    



    Outside, Muk-ji told me that the muk-ji (fermented vegetable dish) was ready.



    



    I’ve been responsible for lunch and dinner on weekends, saying that we need to do things little by little, and today marks the first week of that.



    



    When I went out, I found doenjang-guk (soybean paste soup), boiled pork, and kimchi prepared.



    



    The kimchi was sent by my mother, so it seemed they made the doenjang-guk and boiled pork.



    



    “......”



    



    “Is something wrong?”



    



    “No, nothing’s wrong.”



    



    “Then why do you look like that?”



    



    “Um... I’m not blaming you or anything.”



    



    Muk-ji nodded.



    



    “There’s garlic in the doenjang-guk?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    “Only garlic.”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    I tilted my head slightly for more explanation, and Muk-ji elaborated.



    



    “There’s so much garlic. I have to use it up.”



    



    A while back, Muk-ji bought half a container of garlic, and since then, I’ve been eating garlic constantly.



    



    If I only eat ssuk (mugwort) too, I’ll become a person.



    



    “Oh. I like garlic. I’ve never seen anyone put just garlic in doenjang-guk, but that’s possible. But isn’t it a bit strange to have only garlic?”



    



    “If I add other ingredients, it will slow down the rate at which I can eat garlic. Stop complaining and just eat.”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    I took a spoonful of the doenjang-guk that only had garlic in it.



    



    “Mmm~”



    



    “How is it?”



    



    “The garlic is crunchy and nice. The texture is alive.”



    



    “To keep the texture, I watched a YouTube video that says to add the vegetables after boiling the soup completely.”



    



    “......”



    



    “I succeeded.”



    



    Muk-ji slightly raised his chin, looking proud.



    



    It’s absurd, but it’s nice and commendable that he took the time to study and watch videos to prepare the food we would eat together.



    



    “Yeah, you succeeded.”



    



    I often make boiled pork, so I knew the recipe well, and it seemed he followed it exactly.



    



    It tastes pretty good.



    



    “Yum! The boiled pork turned out well.”



    



    “Is that so?”



    



    “Yes. It’s really delicious.”



    



    Maybe if the manual is well-prepared, he could cook quite well.



    



    It seems he may lack flexibility, but he sticks strictly to principles and rules.



    



    “But aren’t you eating, Eun-ji?”



    



    “I’m full because I eat a little while cooking.”



    



    “Well, that’s not right. You have to have a proper meal.”



    



    After a moment of thought, Muk-ji brought rice. He only filled half a bowl, but since he said he ate while cooking, I didn’t bring up the portion size.



    



    Unlike before, since he recognized he needs to eat on his own, I wouldn’t pressure him to eat more.



    



    That could only add stress.



    



    “......”



    



    Muk-ji looked at me after eating the doenjang-guk.



    



    “Why?”



    



    “Why are you eating this?”



    



    Muk-ji took my bowl and dumped it back into the pot, raising the heat.



    



    “......”



    



    “How ridiculous was I to confidently say that the texture was alive?”



    



    “It wasn’t ridiculous.”



    



    “I’m so embarrassed.”



    



    “Really, I thought it was cute.”



    



    Muk-ji turned his head away.

  
    An Amazing Person (1)



    



    The gaze looking at me wavers.



    



    “Chan-yong, you always serve me delicious dishes, but I can’t do the same.”



    



    It seems that this is bothering him more than I thought.



    



    “That’s not true. I always mess up the laundry, but you sort it out well and even iron it for me.”



    



    “That’s because you dyed your white sweatshirt and underwear red.”



    



    I never imagined that those cheap red pants I bought to wear at home would bleed so much.



    



    “Exactly. That’s why you take care of it.”



    



    I held Muk-ji’s hand.



    



    “You once said that I’m 1.5 servings and you’re 0.5 servings, so together we make 2 servings. I was really touched by that.”



    



    “......”



    



    “Even if we’re incomplete, being together makes us whole. Isn’t that beautiful?”



    



    “That’s true.”



    



    “So, there’s no need to feel down about being a bit clumsy in the kitchen. I can handle the cooking.”



    



    “I hope you enjoy the meals I prepare.”



    



    “And you are enjoying them, right?”



    



    As I picked up some pork belly and smiled, Muk-ji squinted his eyes before breaking into laughter.



    



    “As a judge for the Korean Food Appreciation program, how would you rate today’s meal?”



    



    “Of course, it’s a perfect 10.”



    



    “I feel strange.”



    



    “Why?”



    



    “Even though I know it’s a lie, I’m still happy.”



    



    “It’s not a lie!”



    



    I took a bite of the pork belly topped with kimchi.



    



    “But have you decided on a car yet?”



    



    “I like the white Sportage Hybrid. I’m still debating the options.”



    



    “I think it’s better to add one or two necessary options to the highest trim.”



    



    “That would raise the price too much.”



    



    “But you’ll be using it for a long time. Why not?”



    



    After finishing the meal, Muk-ji and I logged onto the Kia Motors website.



    



    Setting up the Sportage Hybrid and checking out the highest trim, I saw there were four options available.



    



    “I don’t need a sunroof, built-in cam, or speakers.”



    



    “I can get the black box as a service, but not adding the others might leave you wishing you had.”



    



    “I’m fine with that.”



    



    “Then what about the monitoring pack?”



    



    Muk-ji fell into thought.



    



    “Seeing you use the surround-view monitor, it seems convenient, but it costs 990,000 won. Since the rear monitor is a basic option with this trim, I wonder if it’s necessary to add it.”



    



    “Didn’t you say it was good?”



    



    Pointing to the remote smart parking assistance and remote 360-degree view options, he hesitated again.



    



    It feels like we’ve been pondering this for a month.



    



    “At least this one seems fine. It’s your first car.”



    



    “Is that so?”



    



    “If you don’t add it and end up scratching another car, that could cost 990,000 won. I think it’s better to include all safety options.”



    



    “That’s true.”



    



    After thinking for a moment, he nodded.



    



    “It would be better to include it.”



    



    Moving on, we could select accessories.



    



    “I don’t need any.”



    



    He really is a resolute person.



    



    ***



    



    Wednesday.



    



    Before heading to work, I visited the leasing company.



    



    Fortunately, they had the vehicle with the desired options, so I bought it right away, and Muk-ji looked shocked.



    



    “I didn’t expect to receive it this quickly.”



    



    “Well, it’s a lease. I was lucky they had the options I wanted.”



    



    “I need to look into training quickly.”



    



    Since it would take a week for delivery, he seemed anxious.



    



    Entering the office, I was preparing materials for the roundtable discussion tomorrow when Muk-ji knocked on the door.



    



    “Yes?”



    



    “I received a call from the Ministry of Health and Welfare and the Korean Diabetes Association.”



    



    “……What?”



    



    I doubted my ears.



    



    “The Ministry of Health and Welfare and the Korean Diabetes Association have proposed that you participate in a diabetes prevention campaign and serve as an ambassador for juvenile diabetes awareness.”



    



    I was at a loss for words, blinking in disbelief as Muk-ji held out an official document in front of me.



    



    “Is this real?”



    



    “Now you’re really becoming the diabetes guy.”



    



    I burst into laughter, incredulous.



    



    “Wait, is this for real? Why?”



    



    “The number of diabetes patients has been steadily increasing, so the need for prevention and education has been consistently raised. There have been ambassadors for diabetes prevention, and it seems the proposal came to you this time.”



    



    “Isn’t this something celebrities do?”



    



    “There are many cases where sports stars and other famous individuals lead such campaigns. You are qualified enough.”



    



    Staring at the document, I lifted my head.



    



    “Is there no payment for this?”



    



    “In the past, we often provided a signing fee, but the government budget guidelines state that it’s unpaid. We don’t need to create potential issues.”



    



    “So what should I do about this?”



    



    “You should do it.”



    



    Muk-ji replied firmly.



    



    “Of course, the schedule is tight right now, but this kind of thing will enhance Chan-yong's image in the long run. It’s more effective than an immediate 20 million won advertisement from a long-term perspective.”



    



    “Hmm. It’s a good cause, so I’m inclined to do it, but it feels overwhelming.”



    



    “There’s a famous line from the movie you suggested we watch together: ‘With great power comes great responsibility.’”



    



    That line is from the Spider-Man movie we watched together last month.



    



    “If you promote diabetes awareness through events or videos, it will certainly raise awareness among some people. I believe Chan-yong has the power to do that, and you must do it for yourself as well.”



    



    “After you say that, I feel like I’m an amazing person.”



    



    “You are an amazing person.”



    



    I can’t express how happy I am to have someone who says this to me. Muk-ji often thinks about what she receives, but I feel happiness and self-esteem through her.



    



    “Okay, I’ll do it.”



    



    Muk-ji nodded and stepped outside.



    



    A diabetes prevention campaign and an ambassador for juvenile diabetes awareness. As Muk-ji said, I’ve truly become the diabetes guy.



    



    ***



    



    The third filming day of Korean Food Appreciation.



    



    I arrived early at the filming location and opened the waiting room door to find Judge Ham Seok-ho already there.



    



    “Hello.”



    



    “Hello.”



    



    Judge Ham immediately shifted his attention to the paperwork.



    



    As someone who operates several establishments, he likely doesn’t have much time, but he comes to the Korean Food Appreciation filming days earlier than anyone else to prepare for recording.



    



    This shows that he takes this program as seriously as the contestants do.



    



    I also reviewed the list I had prepared.



    



    The production team provided names, regions of origin, specialties, and other information, and I felt I needed to know at least this much to judge fairly.



    



    For example, the current overall score leader, Mr. Sadewon, sells mussel rice in Seosan and is well-known as a popular restaurant in the area.



    



    Or that Mr. Gu Yeon-ja, who ranks fourth overall, operates a cod soup restaurant in Yongsan that has been recognized as a beloved eatery for two generations.



    



    Indeed, both of them scored significantly in the first round (seafood) with their mussel rice and cod soup, respectively.



    



    Thus, I felt the need to familiarize myself with all relevant information, but as the competition progressed, new details emerged.



    

    



















Participant No. 1: Jo Il-sang (-3 points)


Participant No. 2: Lee Sang-ho (+6 points)


Participant No. 3: Choi Eun-sam (-3 points)


Participant No. 4: Sa Daemoon (+18 points)


Participant No. 5: Oh Sang-gil (+2 points)


Participant No. 6: Yook Hye-rin (+6 points)


Participant No. 7: Park Seong-chil (+3 points)


Participant No. 8: Shim Dong-pal (+2 points)


Participant No. 9: Gu Yeon-ja (+11 points)


Participant No. 10: Kim Han-yeol (+13 points)


Participant No. 11: Kim Du-il (+5 points)


Participant No. 12: Joo Ji-seung (+16 points)





Looking at the current overall scores, it’s clear that the top and bottom ranks are distinctly separated. Yet, when tasting the dishes they’ve prepared, I believe every single contestant is skilled. The current joint bottom contestants, Jo Il-sang and Choi Eun-sam, only fell slightly short in the first and second rounds. If I had dined at their establishments, I have no doubt I would have had a satisfying meal.





Even so, with such a ranking divide, I feel the cruelty of competition programs and the weight of my responsibility as a judge more heavily.





“Everyone came early today, huh?”





As the waiting room door opened, Judge Lee Chan-seok entered.





“Hello. You also came early, Chan-seok.”





“I had some things to organize.”





As soon as Lee Chan-seok sat down, he took out his tablet. Though it wasn’t clearly visible, it looked like he had something recorded, probably like an Excel sheet.





I reviewed the characteristics of the participants again and prepared for today’s topic by guessing what kinds of dishes might come up. Then Lee Chan-seok suddenly asked a question.





“Who do you think will win, Chan-yong?”





“Uh… I don’t know? Since we’re only in the third round, I think we need to wait a bit longer to see.”





Lee Chan-seok smiled.





“I have a feeling about it. As you know, I’m from a competition program myself.”





“Right.”





“The people who seem promising to me are Sa Daemoon, Gu Yeon-ja, and Kim Han-yeol. These three.”





Indeed, those three currently hold the first, third, and fourth overall scores.





“They certainly have high overall scores right now.”





“Exactly.”





“What about Ji-seung? He’s currently in second place. I thought Yook Hye-rin and Kim Han-yeol's dishes were delicious.”





“Well, speaking of it, Joo Ji-seung is friends with you, right?”





It was an ordinary question, but it strangely rubbed me the wrong way.





“Yes.”





“He’s doing unexpectedly well, but he can’t hide his inexperience. I found out he’s only been cooking for 6 to 7 years.”





Since he started his YouTube channel six years ago, that sounds about right.





“And he has no real experience in the field.”





“He does.”





I felt a surge of emotions and mentioned the month I spent running a business.





“Oh, the lunchbox. I know about that. But a month of running a business, and without making a profit, is hard to count as experience.”





This guy seems intent on poking at my weaknesses.





“So he’s bound to be weak in the final stretch. I’m saying this for your sake, so keep it in mind.”





“You thought about me?”





“Yes. If you overly defend Joo Ji-seung, it could complicate things due to your relationship.”





“Are you implying that without your advice, I’d be biased?”





“Of course not. That’s a misunderstanding.”





“Then what do you mean?”





“I’m just worried about you.”





“Why would you be worried about me?”





I glared at Lee Chan-seok, and he suddenly burst into laughter.





“You’re quite sensitive today, Chan-yong. Sorry about that. Just pretend I didn’t say anything.”





People like him strangely always assume they understand others' feelings. And then they try to define things according to their own intentions.





“I was feeling great today.”





I glared at Lee Chan-seok and said, “If I’m sensitive, it’s because you made a mistake. A cultured person wouldn’t say someone is sensitive in front of them; that in itself is rude.”





Lee Chan-seok’s friendly face grew serious.




























  
    

    














A Great Person (2)




After a moment of glaring, writer Song No-eul entered the waiting room.





“Uh...”





“What’s the matter?” I asked, and Song No-eul checked the atmosphere before giving the announcement related to the recording.





There were no special notes, just a small request not to obscure the logo when showcasing products from the company Oduki.





After receiving the announcement, I moved on to get my makeup done. Wanting to avoid running into Lee Chan-seok, I was reading the participant materials by the vending machine when someone called out to me.





“Chan-yong hyung!”





I looked up to see singer Haim.





He looked incredibly handsome, as if he had undergone graphic editing.





“Yes?”





“What are you doing here?”





Haim glanced at the materials I had organized and started gushing.





“Wow, what’s this? Did you organize this, hyung? This is amazing! Is preparing for a show usually like this?”





“……”





“I thought shows like Baekban Debate were all improvised, but you really put in the effort.”





“Um.”





“Yeah?”





“……Hello.”





Before I could even say hello, he barreled through his words, causing Haim to look at me intently before bursting into laughter.





Seeing my bewilderment, he stopped laughing and held out his hands.





“Oh, sorry. Did I come on too strong? People say I’m not very perceptive.”





I couldn't help but laugh at his absurdity.





“No, it’s just that I was happy to see you, but I didn’t know what to say.”





Even though we were both on the same program, we used separate waiting rooms and never had a chance to meet. Besides, he was a popular singer currently on the rise.





“Well, you know, after watching a show for a long time, you feel a sense of familiarity, right? I think I felt that because I’ve watched your show for a while.”





He had also spoken about my show as if he knew it well during the first round recording.





“Really?”





“Yeah. I really tried to make an impression!”





“I’ve heard that people in the entertainment industry often say things like that to newcomers, like ‘I’m a fan’ or ‘I really liked your last work’ out of courtesy.”





“Come on.”





Haim turned his head away.





“Of course, that happens sometimes.”





“Hehe.”





“But you’re for real. Look.”





Haim turned on his YouTube and showed me, clearly wanting to prove that he had pressed the subscribe button.





“Wow, you really did subscribe.”





“Haim!”





Someone called out to Haim. I remembered it was his manager.





“Oh, I have to go. Next time, let’s be less formal.”





Haim hurried off somewhere.





He had already half-forgotten to be formal, which made him a really unpredictable person. However, I didn’t feel bad about it, so I thought I should be a bit friendlier next time.





***





“Half a millennium of history in the Korean Peninsula!”





“The forefront of 800,000 dining establishments!”





“We are determining the best of our food! Korean Food Enthusiast!”





With the loud and clear opening statements from Woo Wang-seon and Jwa Wang-taek, the recording of Korean Food Enthusiast Round 3 began.





Compared to the last two times, they simplified the introduction of the participants and quickly revealed today’s topic.





“Judge Park Jeong-ah, what is the task for Round 3?”





“It’s spiciness.”





After Judge Ham Seok-ho in Round 1 and Judge Lee Chan-seok in Round 2, Judge Park Jeong-ah presented the task for the third round.





Survey data on preferred flavors among Koreans was displayed on the central screen.





Spiciness ranked first with 34%, followed by sweetness at 24%, sourness at 19%, bitterness at 14%, and saltiness at 9%.





It’s surprising that saltiness ranked the lowest in preference and even lower than bitterness.





I wondered if there was some error in the survey, but the trend of modern Koreans preferring spicy food is something I can feel in my skin.





These days, most outside food is just too spicy.





“The time limit is 60 minutes! Korean Food Enthusiast starts now!”





With Woo Wang-seon’s shout, the twelve participants began to move busily.





After a bit of progress, it seemed like they were planning to do interviews, as Jwa Wang-taek asked singer Haim, who was appearing as a panelist, a question.





“Haim, you said you like spicy food.”





“I really do! I’ve gone around trying spicy foods.”





Other panelists chimed in, mentioning spicy food places one by one.





Odon Katsu in Sinlim-dong, H Naengmyeon in Songpa-gu, G Ramen in Jongno, and U Curry in Sinsa-dong—all places I’d seen in mukbang videos were mentioned.





“Even now, the studio is already filled with the smell of spiciness. Choi Eun-sam has a lot of onions, which is unusual.”





Woo Wang-seon approached Participant No. 3, Choi Eun-sam.





With a rank of 12th in Round 1 and 10th in Round 2, he currently shared the bottom rank with Jo Il-sang.





Because of that, tension and determination coexisted on his face.





“Yes. I will properly showcase the flavor of Yeongcheon onions.”





“Yeongcheon is famous for onions, right?”





In response to Woo Wang-seon’s question, Judge Ham Seok-ho spoke up.





“Sinnyang-myeon is known for its onions and garlic. However, I’ve heard that onions are a crop vulnerable to high temperatures, so as the temperature rises, farmers are having a tough time.”





True to his title as a master in the culinary world, he has a keen understanding of what grows where and what issues they face.





“For the same reason, they’re now growing more garlic than onions. As for Yeongcheon onions… well, I’m not so sure.”





At Judge Lee Chan-seok’s comment, Choi Eun-sam’s face turned red.





It probably wasn’t just the heat from the gas stove.





“It seems like Choi Eun-sam is planning to make spicy braised short ribs with a lot of onions. I’m looking forward to it.”





As Judge Oh Mi-gyeong summarized the judges’ comments, Woo Wang-seon moved on to Participant No. 4, Sa Daemoon.





He placed 2nd in Round 1 and 1st in Round 2, so I was curious about what dish he would bring out as the current overall leader.





“Sa Daemoon is grinding peppers. Wouldn’t it be better to just use red pepper powder for this?”





Woo Wang-seon mentioned Sa Daemoon’s action of grinding fresh peppers in the studio.





Given the time constraints, it was indeed odd to go through the trouble of using fresh peppers.





Judge Park Jeong-ah chimed in.





“If you grind dried peppers into powder, the aroma and sweetness will dissipate, leaving only the spiciness. It seems Sa Daemoon is trying to preserve the original flavor of the pepper.”





Now that I think about it, Baek Woo-jin once brought up a similar point about pepper, which had been edited out.





“Is it a similar discussion to pepper? The difference between whole pepper and ground pepper?”





“Yeah, exactly.”





“Wow. I completely understand now. Using fresh ingredients before grinding or blending them changes the flavor. That’s great.”





Since whole peppercorns are now widely used, it was easy for many to grasp that concept.





Everyone nodded in agreement.





“I’m looking forward to Sa Daemoon’s dish, which aims to make use of the pepper's flavor. And Participant No. 7, Park Seong-chil, is that capsaicin I see?”





Woo Wang-seon held up a vial of what looked like the blood of a devil, prompting Park Seong-chil to smile.





“Yes. I’ll be serving delicious stir-fried octopus.”





“Speaking of which, didn’t you run a stir-fried octopus restaurant in Cheongju?”





According to the information provided by writer Song No-eul, it was quite famous.





“Yes. Today, I’ll show you the delicious stir-fried octopus that’s taken Cheongju by storm.”





If he has been running a restaurant specializing in spicy food, the taste should be verified.





Currently, Participant No. Park Seong-chil has a total score of 3 points, placing him in 8th overall.





From the moment the theme of spiciness was selected for Round 3, he must have been planning to turn the atmosphere around using his specialty.





I wonder if I will really get to taste his stir-fried octopus with capsaicin, but for now, I’m looking forward to it.





Woo Wang-seon went around introducing each participant and then approached Ju Ji-seung.





“This person is also a strong candidate for the win. Ju Ji-seung, what dish have you prepared today?”





“Garlic scallops.”





“Wow. Just hearing the name makes it sound delicious.”





Ju Ji-seung’s hands were moving much faster than in previous rounds. Up to this point, he had been aiming for the last tasting, but today it seemed like he wanted to get judged first.





After quickly chopping onions, he began preparing the scallops.





He put the scallops into a blender, and just as it seemed he might blend them too much, he blended only half and chopped the rest into pieces for texture.





It felt reminiscent of ordering a Java Chip Frappuccino, where you ask for half blended and half whole, trying to create a similar experience.





Ju Ji-seung poured oil into a frying pan. He added the finely chopped onions, the blended scallops, and red pepper powder, starting to stir-fry them together.





Then he threw in a hefty amount of whole garlic cloves.





The saying “Koreans are crazy for garlic” popped into my mind.





I shifted my gaze to observe how the other participants were cooking.





Watching the red dishes come together made me think that the judging today wouldn’t be easy.





Before I knew it, about nine minutes remained, and Ju Ji-seung rang the bell first.





Around the same time, Participant No. 6, Yook Hye-rin, and Participant No. 4, Sa Daemoon, rang their bells in succession.





Soon, nearly all the challengers had completed their dishes with about five minutes left on the clock.





“Today, the food has been prepared at an incredible speed. The first judge is Participant No. 12, Ju Ji-seung. Do you have a special reason for rushing your cooking today?”





“Yes. I figured that since many spicy dishes would be presented, it would be advantageous to be judged earlier.”





All the judges, except for me, nodded in agreement.





“I see. Then what about Yook Hye-rin and Sa Daemoon?”





Not just the two questioned, but all the other participants nodded as well.





It was clear that everyone had considered the order of judging.





Ju Ji-seung shared his garlic scallops. The dish had a very red color, and with all the garlic in it, I approached it cautiously.





I filled only half of my spoon before putting it in my mouth. Thankfully, the level of spiciness was about the same as a regular bowl of ramen or kimchi stew.





The tender garlic and scallop textures were impressive.





However, what captivated me the most was the aroma of garlic, a hint of spice, and the sweetness.





The slightly sweet and thick scallop broth with the addition of red pepper powder kept things exciting.





The umami from the onions and scallops.





The spiciness from the garlic and pepper.





The gentle sweetness of the onions and garlic blended harmoniously, and I thought to myself, this is exactly the kind of deliciously spicy food I love.





Amidst all the loud and spicy dishes, this jewel-like dish quietly whetted my appetite.





It reminded me of the movie La Boum.





Sophie Marceau navigating through her friends to get a glass of water, headphones placed over her ears.





At that moment, Richard Sanderson’s sweet voice begins to play.





In the party hall, filled with a crowd and disco music, only Alexandre Sterling and Sophie Marceau exist in that moment.





This mildly spicy and sweet dish made me forget that I was on a filming set, creating the illusion that it was just me and the garlic scallops.






















  
    A Remarkable Person (3)



    



    “The side dish judge looks deeply moved,” said Jwa Wang-taek, snapping me back to reality.



    



    “Yes. It’s really delicious. The scallop texture is so tender, and the accompanying sauce is exquisite. The onion, garlic, and pepper blend together perfectly, offering a balance of sweetness, spiciness, and umami.”



    



    I was deeply contemplating what score to give.



    



    “Actually, these days, some restaurants—no, quite a few places—overemphasize spiciness, and I wonder if that’s really the right approach. Spiciness in our country wasn’t always like this.”



    



    The judges and panelists nodded in agreement.



    



    “However, this garlic scallop dish seems to remind us of what deliciously spicy food should be. I’d love to give it a perfect score of 10, but since I don’t know what dishes will come next, I’ll give it a benchmark score of 9.”



    



    Although I genuinely wanted to give it a perfect 10, I couldn’t do so for the first dish, given the uncertainty of the subsequent offerings.



    



    So, I raised my score to 9.



    



    “We’re starting off with a high score.”



    



    “As the judge mentioned, Korean food hasn’t always been this spicy,” said judge Park Jeong-ah, supporting my statement.



    



    “Oh? Really?”



    



    “That’s right. It doesn’t seem like it used to be this spicy.”



    



    “So when did it become spicy?”



    



    The host and the panel reacted to Judge Park Jeong-ah's words.



    



    “It had shown signs of change before, but it’s typically traced back to the early 2010s. What food comes to mind when you think of spiciness?”



    



    “Tteokbokki?”



    



    “Ramen!”



    



    The panelists answered one by one.



    



    “Yes. Tteokbokki began industrializing in the 2000s, and at that time, the standard was moderately spicy and sweet tteokbokki. Then around 2010, super spicy tteokbokki started gaining attention. In 2012, a catalyst emerged.”



    



    “Spicy stir-fried noodles!”



    



    Since this is a broadcast and a program supported by Ottogi, I can’t mention the product name directly, but it’s something everyone knows.



    



    Samyang's Buldak Bokkeummyeon.



    



    Released in 2012, Buldak Bokkeummyeon became an unprecedented hit with its unique umami and spiciness.



    



    It became a cash cow for Samyang, and from that point, spicy foods featuring Buldak Bokkeummyeon entered their heyday.



    



    Since then, trends in the dining and food industries, such as mala, rose, and tteok-bokki, have all been based on spiciness, showing just how much Koreans love spicy food.



    



    The ongoing trend of spiciness that began in 2010 has lasted for over a decade, and that’s likely the reason.



    



    “So, this is quite a recent phenomenon, isn’t it? Eating spicy food.”



    



    “Though the degree of spiciness may vary,” said judge Park Jeong-ah, finishing her statement as judge Ham Seok-ho opened his mouth.



    



    “The theme of Round 3 is spiciness, so we should pay attention to what kind of spiciness each participant presents.”



    



    Ham Seok-ho's words felt particularly significant.



    



    “Whether they’ll show a strong, intense spiciness that aligns with recent dining trends or emphasize the traditional spicy flavors is something to look forward to. In that regard, Ju Ji-seung's dish walks that line well. It was delicious.”



    



    Judge Ham Seok-ho awarded Ju Ji-seung 9 points.



    



    Since receiving a high score from Ham Seok-ho usually leads to high scores from the other judges as well, I felt delighted as if it were my own success.



    



    And indeed, judges Park Jeong-ah and Oh Mi-kyung both awarded 9 points each.



    



    Lee Chan-seok spoke up.



    



    “I also enjoyed the dish, just like the other judges. With the increase in delivery services, many places have been overusing capsaicin, but this wasn’t that kind of low-quality dish. The umami and spiciness were well combined with garlic, onions, and pepper. I’ll give it an 8.”



    



    “We’re starting off with high scores. Adding the panel scores, Ju Ji-seung has a total of 48 points, bringing his overall score to 92, and he currently ranks first.”



    



    “That’s a high score that could lead to a round victory.”



    



    Woo Wang-seon and Jwa Wang-taek called the next participant to the judging table.



    



    “Choi Eun-sam, please explain your dish.”



    



    “Yes. I made spicy braised short ribs with Yeongcheon onions and Cheongyang peppers.”



    



    Choi Eun-sam served the spicy short ribs and white rice to the judges and panelists.



    



    It’s not particularly special, but the appearance and aroma of the braised ribs alone are enough to make one’s mouth water.



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    The meat separates easily from the bone.



    



    As I shredded the meat, I noticed that the seasoning was well absorbed. Putting it in my mouth with rice, the sweet yet spicy sauce filled my palate.



    



    “Whew. Huh.”



    



    As I blew on it to cool it down, the flavor intensified, and the sweetness became more pronounced as I continued to eat.



    



    If Ju Ji-seung’s garlic scallop dish skillfully combined umami and spiciness, Choi Eun-sam’s short ribs showcased a delightful blend of sweetness and spiciness.



    



    “Wow.”



    



    I couldn't help but let out an exclamation, prompting Woo Wang-seon to ask, “Are you impressed again, Ban Chan-yong? How does it taste?”



    



    “It’s so delicious. I was curious about why Choi Eun-sam put the ingredients in the pressure cooker so early, but now I understand. The meat is incredibly tender.”



    



    Choi Eun-sam quickly finished preparing all the ingredients and put them in the pressure cooker as soon as cooking began.



    



    With plenty of time left, he tidied up the area, and I worried about whether it was okay for him to finish so early.



    



    However, only after tasting the spicy short ribs did I understand the reason behind his approach.



    



    “I noticed you made delicate cuts in the rib meat. You paid attention to ensure the seasoning penetrated deep inside, and cooking it for a long time in the pressure cooker seems to have resulted in such tender meat. The sauce, which is enhanced by a generous amount of onion, is both sweet and spicy, complementing the soft ribs perfectly. I could honestly eat a bowl of rice on its own with this.”



    



    I was torn.



    



    While Ju Ji-seung's garlic scallops were incredibly delicious, Choi Eun-sam's short ribs were simply outstanding.



    



    For someone like me, who is sensitive to spiciness, it was perfectly balanced—spicy enough yet harmonizing beautifully with the sweetness.



    



    After much deliberation, I wrote down a score of 10.



    



    “10 points! Judge Ban Chan-yong has given a perfect score. Today is quite intense.”



    



    Judge Park Jeong-ah wiped her mouth and spoke up.



    



    “You’ve hit the nail on the head, Ban Chan-yong. For spicy braised short ribs, the combination of seasonings, how well they penetrate, and the texture of the meat all matter, and this dish meets all those criteria. It was a dish that showcased a high level of skill to complete within the allotted time.”



    



    Judge Park Jeong-ah awarded 9 points to contestant number 3, Choi Eun-sam.



    



    Next, Ham Seok-ho chimed in.



    



    “Traditional Korean cuisine is generally quite mild. This is true for royal court cuisine and sacrificial offerings as well.”



    



    Everyone listened intently.



    



    “In particular, high-end cuisine, regardless of the country, focuses on highlighting the natural flavors of the ingredients. Since salty, sweet, and spicy flavors can be polarizing, chefs must maintain a balance with seasonings that cater to discerning palates while maximizing the taste of good ingredients.”



    



    That sounds reasonable.



    



    It would be risky to serve a dish that doesn't appeal to the taste of a king or a nobleman.



    



    Thus, dishes should incorporate all types of flavors—sweet, salty, sour, bitter, umami, fatty, and spicy, as well as astringent flavors—without being excessive.



    



    “In that regard, this short rib dish is a high-quality dish that many people can enjoy. It seems Choi Eun-sam has successfully showcased his skills for the first time in the Korean cuisine appreciation event. Well done.”



    



    Choi Eun-sam bowed in gratitude to Ham Seok-ho, who gave him a 10.



    



    Oh Mi-kyung and Lee Chan-seok both followed suit, awarding him 9 points each, bringing Choi Eun-sam's total to 95 points, the highest score recorded across all rounds so far.



    



    “Choi Eun-sam seems so overwhelmed that he can hardly speak. I'm really looking forward to today’s outcome.”



    



    Overcome with emotion, Choi Eun-sam couldn’t express his thoughts and was misty-eyed.



    



    It seemed he had faced a lot of mental stress in the previous two competitions.



    



    Next, participants Sadaemun and Yuk Hye-rin scored 82 and 83 points, respectively.



    



    Now it was the turn of contestant number 7, Park Seong-chil (37), who runs a stir-fried octopus restaurant in Cheongju.



    



    As he distributed the food, the spicy aroma wafted up, causing me to unconsciously frown.



    



    “Park Seong-chil, the spicy smell is quite strong. Is it okay to eat?”



    



    “It will be very spicy, but you won't be able to stop once you start,” he replied confidently.



    



    “That’s some serious confidence. Is it the same taste as what you sell in Cheongju?”



    



    “Yes, exactly.”



    



    Feeling a bit apprehensive, I took a sip of milk prepared at the judges’ table.



    



    Then, carefully picking up the octopus and vegetables, I put them in my mouth, and the smoky flavor hit me.



    



    Park Seong-chil had drawn attention by ensuring that the octopus made direct contact with the heat while cooking in the frying pan, and it certainly didn’t go to waste.



    



    With skills like this, it’s no wonder he has a reputation as a tasty restaurant, but indeed, the spiciness was intense.



    



    “Ow.”



    



    My tongue hurts to the point that the pain radiates into my ears.



    



    It's been so long since I've felt a spiciness that makes my scalp itch; it’s incredibly painful.



    



    I hurriedly drank some milk, but it was no use, and I was suffering when Lee Chan-seok spat out the food beside me.



    



    Everyone turned in surprise, and Lee Chan-seok spoke up.



    



    “Park Seong-chil, did you really mean to serve this?”



    



    “Excuse me?”



    



    “I truly don't understand. You're not lacking in cooking skills, so why would you ruin your own dish like this?”



    



    Ham Seok-ho, Park Jeong-ah, and Oh Mi-kyung all put down their chopsticks.



    



    “This is food meant for a very small subset of people who enjoy the capsaicin receptors and pain-sensing cells. It’s not something to proudly present in a competition program.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok wrote down a score of 1.



    



    Judge Oh Mi-kyung followed up.



    



    “As Judge Ham Seok-ho mentioned earlier, when using good ingredients, the seasoning should be done in a way that doesn’t overpower the natural flavors. Typically, strong seasonings are used to mask the flavor of the ingredients. The octopus you used, Park Seong-chil, was fresh and had a chewy texture, and the vegetables were crisp. It's unfortunate that you chose to make it this spicy.”



    



    Judge Oh Mi-kyung wrote down a score of 4.



    



    Park Seong-chil could not hide his embarrassment, tightly closing his lips.



    



    “You must take pride in your restaurant as well,” I began when it was my turn to speak.



    



    “Since this is a competition program, you likely put in extra effort compared to usual, but I know you already use good ingredients in your everyday cooking. That’s why I felt it was more disappointing.”



    



    There are surely people who enjoy Park Seong-chil’s stir-fried octopus, which has made it well-known as a tasty spot.



    



    “For those who enjoy spicy food, Park Seong-chil’s dish of stir-fried octopus, enhanced with good ingredients and intense smoky flavor, is undoubtedly delicious, but I cautiously feel it is tailored to a specific group’s taste, making it hard to appeal to a wider audience.”



    



    I wrote down a score of 6.



    



    Ham Seok-ho refused to comment and gave a score of 2, while Judge Park Jeong-ah awarded 5 points.



    



    “Park Seong-chil’s stir-fried octopus isn’t wrong. It clearly reflects the current dining trends and has improved in quality. However, as Ban Chan-yong mentioned, it feels like food made for a specific group. The stir-frying method and ingredient preparation were excellent, but the lack of consideration for the diners played a significant role in the overall assessment.”

  
    A Remarkable Person (4)



    



    Park Seong-chil bowed his head, tightly biting his lips.



    



    There was no doubt about his skills; being selected as one of the final twelve out of over 1,800 participants was a testament to that.



    



    In fact, the octopus restaurant he ran had gained a reputation as a good place to eat, attracting many spicy food enthusiasts.



    



    Several internet personalities who run mukbang YouTube channels have visited and provided favorable reviews.



    



    However, overlooking who actually eats his food had been his downfall.



    



    “Participant number 7, Park Seong-chil. Your final score for round 3 is 39 points.”



    



    The moment U Wang-seon announced the total score, everyone was convinced.



    



    No one would likely receive a lower score today.



    



    Having earned 2 points for finishing 7th in the first round and 1 point for finishing 9th in the second round, Park Seong-chil lost 4 points today, leaving him with a total of -1 points.



    



    “Let’s welcome the next participant.”



    



    Jo Wang-taek raised his voice, trying to lighten the somewhat tense atmosphere.



    



    The panelists straightened their postures, looking eager; they truly acted like professionals.



    



    “Participant number 5, Oh Sang-gil. Please introduce your dish.”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    Oh Sang-gil, a confident chef in his mid-forties who came up from Daegu, responded.



    



    He had placed 10th and 8th in the first and second rounds, respectively, so he must have felt disappointed, but his proud demeanor was refreshing.



    



    It was likely the result of doing his best.



    



    “The dish I prepared is blowfish bulgogi.”



    



    This was a new dish for me, and I was immediately drawn to the cooking process.



    



    “I seasoned it with chili powder grown by my father in Yeongyang, then stir-fried it with enoki mushrooms, water parsley, and chives.”



    



    “I hear Oh Sang-gil holds a blowfish cooking certification.”



    



    Oh Sang-gil puffed out his chest.



    



    A certification indicates he had passed the necessary tests after gaining substantial practical experience.



    



    It was understandable that Oh Sang-gil displayed confidence.



    



    The blowfish bulgogi served to me was slightly charred, giving it a dark color.



    



    Fortunately, it didn’t look too spicy.



    



    Curious about the flavor, I took a bite, and the familiar soft texture of the blowfish blended well with the crispiness of the vegetables like chives, water parsley, and bean sprouts.



    



    However, it felt a bit bland.



    



    “I can’t judge this.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok spoke up.



    



    Everyone looked at him in surprise, and Oh Sang-gil shouted back.



    



    “What’s wrong with my dish? That can’t be true! I made this dish better than what my son eats!”



    



    Lee Chan-seok shook his head and replied.



    



    “Mr. Oh Sang-gil, this isn’t your fault. I can’t appreciate your dish because of Park Seong-chil’s food.”



    



    Now I understood why Oh Sang-gil’s dish felt bland.



    



    The spicy flavor and aroma of water parsley were present, but most of the other flavors and scents were overshadowed.



    



    Due to Park Seong-chil’s stir-fried octopus, which had a strong seasoning and ample capsaicin, Oh Sang-gil’s blowfish bulgogi, eaten right after, had become dull.



    



    This was similar to what Joo Ji-seung had done in the first and second rounds, where he slowed his cooking speed to ensure he would be last in line, slightly adjusting the seasoning of his food to achieve a high score.



    



    The tongue and nose tire easily, thus influencing the perception of the flavors of the previous dish.



    



    Oh Sang-gil looked very flustered, while Park Seong-chil shut his eyes tight and lowered his head.



    



    Lee Chan-seok interrogated Park Seong-chil.



    



    “It has been reported that in the first round, Joo Ji-seung used the order of judging to gain a high score. In the second round, all participants began adjusting their judging order and seasoning. Park Seong-chil, was that just a coincidence?”



    



    Park Seong-chil jumped in surprise.



    



    He shook his head vigorously in denial.



    



    “No, I just made the dish I was most confident in. I didn’t expect this situation to happen.”



    



    “Are you sure?”



    



    Lee Chan-seok pressed Park Seong-chil again.



    



    If Park Seong-chil had intentionally adjusted the spiciness to prevent the participants behind him from receiving proper evaluations, it would be the worst behavior not just for his qualifications in the Korean Cuisine Praise competition, but also as a chef.



    



    “Really. I brought the exact recipe I use in my restaurant.”



    



    Park Seong-chil pleaded in frustration.



    



    He spoke in a panicked tone and trembled all over, yet he looked Lee Chan-seok squarely in the eye.



    



    From my perspective, it seemed like an unfortunate accident, but the person most worried in this situation was Oh Sang-gil, participant number 5.



    



    He had brought his ultimate specialty, blowfish, which he had kept hidden during the seafood-themed first round.



    



    Now, he wouldn’t receive a fair evaluation.



    



    As expected, Oh Sang-gil stared blankly with a shocked expression.



    



    “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”



    



    Park Seong-chil repeatedly bowed to Oh Sang-gil.



    



    Not only him, but he also bowed to the other participants, but everyone seemed to be in a state of throwing everything into this competition, so their reactions were ambiguous.



    



    Choi Young-moon, the producer of Korean Cuisine Praise, called an emergency meeting with the writers, U Wang-seon, and Jo Wang-taek.



    



    Five minutes, then ten minutes passed, but no one in the studio spoke.



    



    “We’ll take a short break.”



    



    Producer Choi Young-moon decided to give the judges and panelists time to taste the food again.



    



    They would just reheat the food to resume judging afterward, and the judging panel was asked to consider this point in their evaluations.



    



    While this was easy to say, no one could pinpoint exactly how to reflect this in the scoring, leaving the faces of Oh Sang-gil and the subsequent participants grim.



    



    ***



    



    “The winner of round 3 is Choi Eun-sam!”



    



    In the first round, Choi Eun-sam ranked 12th, and in the second round, he ranked 10th. Perhaps due to the broken atmosphere of the judging or perhaps because of his personality, he did not show much joy.



    



    “How do you feel, given the hardships you've endured until now?”



    



    Woo Wang-seon asked Choi Eun-sam for his thoughts.



    



    Choi Eun-sam cleared his throat and spoke in a somewhat subdued voice.



    



    “I was quite frustrated during the first round. I thought, ‘My food doesn’t taste good anymore. It doesn’t resonate with people from other regions or younger folks.’ Yes.”



    



    I can only imagine the feelings of someone who has been cooking their whole life.



    



    While I’m currently lucky enough to be appreciated, there may come a time when my nonsense no longer resonates.



    



    It’s like seeing the chat comments shift from laughter to ‘not funny’ and gradually feeling the chat volume decrease.



    



    It’s the sensation of drifting away from the times.



    



    The feeling of falling behind as trends move on is something difficult to articulate.



    



    “But what the side dish judge said was comforting. They thanked me for introducing a taste they didn’t know. Yes. Knowing there’s someone who understands my cooking made me want to try to appear younger at my age. Thank you.”



    



    Choi Eun-sam bowed his head toward me, surprising me.



    



    I also stood up and bowed in return, causing a ripple of laughter in the studio.



    



    “Uh, I’m sorry, but can I say something too?”



    



    I asked, and the host Woo Wang-seon nodded.



    



    “They mentioned that you made it palatable for younger people, but honestly, for me, your spicy galbi jjim felt more textbook than any other dish today. It felt like you were showing what Korea's spiciness is about. This is what traditional spiciness is.”



    



    Choi Eun-sam bowed his head once again.



    



    “The umami, the tenderness, and the aromatic pepper. And the subtle sweetness of the onion that follows. I realized that age doesn’t matter in front of such well-prepared food.”



    



    Finally, a smile appeared on Choi Eun-sam’s face.



    



    “It wasn’t that people from other regions or younger folks didn’t like your cooking. Today, you’ve proven that yourself. Congratulations.”



    



    In front of well-prepared food, age doesn’t matter.



    



    I’ve heard that food with a grandmother’s taste is trending among people in their 20s. Delicious food transcends age.



    



    I also like things like sujeonggwa and yakbap.



    



    “Next, the runner-up is Joo Ji-seung.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung placed 2nd in the third round.



    



    Afterward, Oh Sang-gil, who made pufferfish bulgogi, placed 3rd, but his expression was somewhat dark. Gu Yeon-ja placed 4th, Yuk Hye-rin placed 5th, and Sa Daemun placed 6th, as the results of the third round judging began to emerge.



    



    There was a bit of disappointment due to Park Seong-chil's excessive use of capsaicin, but the atmosphere relaxed, and I felt a sense of relief.



    



    As expected, the lowest score went to contestant number 7, Park Seong-chil.



    



    “Park Seong-chil.”



    



    Ham Seok-ho called Park Seong-chil, who had been unable to raise his head throughout the judging.



    



    “Yes.”



    



    “Do you know why the human palate has developed so much?”



    



    Park Seong-chil couldn’t answer.



    



    “Human taste has evolved to help us eat beneficial foods for survival and avoid harmful substances.”



    



    This was something I heard while editing Baek Woo-jin’s video.



    



    It is said that we use multiple senses to experience flavor, including taste, such as sweet, salty, sour, bitter, umami, and fatty, as well as sensations like spiciness and astringency and even the smell of grilled food.



    



    The reason we use so many senses to perceive flavor is that what enters our bodies can be lethal.



    



    That’s why we feel pleasure from high-calorie foods that are advantageous for survival and disgust from spoiled foods that could be harmful.



    



    “Eating is thus an important act. Therefore, serving food to someone and the act of eating that food is based on mutual trust. A chef presents food that guests can eat with confidence, and the guests trust the chef enough to willingly put food into their mouths without verifying it themselves.”



    



    I understand why Ham Seok-ho is called the godfather of the culinary world.



    



    Through his calm tone, I can see what kind of chef he is.



    



    “You must have a lot of pride since you operate your own restaurant and have built your name. The reason you were able to do that is because you’ve created your own dishes and captivated those who are drawn to them. However, you must also consider who eats your food. If you do that, you will surely take another step forward.”



    



    I can see that Park Seong-chil has excellent skills, even as an outsider.



    



    From the initial preparation to plating, he acted without hesitation.



    



    The grilled octopus, full of smoky flavor, maintained a chewy texture, and the vegetables crunched as if just picked from the field while still being well-seasoned, which was truly impressive.



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    Park Seong-chil bowed his head to Ham Seok-ho.



    



    He also bowed to each participant who dedicated everything to the appreciation of Korean cuisine.



    



    “I’m sorry. I’m sorry.”



    



    Many people don’t acknowledge their mistakes, even when they’re at fault.



    



    In Park Seong-chil’s case, despite the potential impact on his restaurant's sales, he doesn’t deny the evaluation. Instead, he accepts the criticism and repeatedly bows to the other participants who were affected by his actions.



    



    Seeing him publicly apologize on a popular program with ratings exceeding 11% makes me think he’s not someone who will stop here.

  
    A Great Person (5)



    



    As I was finishing the recording and heading home, I received a message from Muk-ji.



    



    {I think I’ll be getting home late today. You should go to bed first.} 8:31 PM



    



    It seems like he’s having a hard time dealing with the recent influx of work.



    



    I should buy some snacks to share and lend a hand.



    



    “Hyung!”



    



    When I turned my head, the singer Haim was approaching me with a big smile.



    



    “Haim-ssi.”



    



    “Come on, what’s with the ‘Haim-ssi’? We agreed to drop the formalities.”



    



    “I remember it being a one-sided conversation.”



    



    “Oh, did I act clueless again?”



    



    “That’s not it. I’m just shy around good-looking people.”



    



    “Well, there’s nothing I can do about that. I understand.”



    



    I felt like I had seen this shameless character somewhere before.



    



    The way he suddenly dropped the formalities and how he was similar to Baek Woo-jin was striking.



    



    “Anyway, give me your number.”



    



    “My number?”



    



    It was the first time someone had asked me for my number like that.



    



    “Let’s go eat some tonkatsu.”



    



    It had been 25 years since I had been invited with food as bait, ever since my circumcision.



    



    “How good is it?”



    



    “Really, really, really amazing.”



    



    Then I had no choice.



    



    I gave him my phone number, and Haim called me.



    



    “This is my personal phone, so contact me when you’re bored. I’m off now.”



    



    Haim waved goodbye and walked away.



    



    Usually, the people who approached me were involved in multi-level marketing, insurance, or cults, but Haim didn’t seem like that kind of person.



    



    “What was that about?”



    



    As I pondered his intentions and started to move, this time, Judge Ham Seok-ho approached me.



    



    “Oh, thank you for your hard work.”



    



    “If you have time, how about a cup of tea?”



    



    “Excuse me?”



    



    “If you’re busy, we can do it next time.”



    



    “Yeah, I’m sorry. I have someone working alone, so I need to go help. I’ll definitely make time next time.”



    



    Ham Seok-ho nodded slowly and went on his way.



    



    I felt a bit regretful to miss the chance to have tea with the godfather of Korean cuisine, but Muk-ji, who was likely struggling alone, took priority.



    



    I needed to hurry.



    



    “Chan-yong!”



    



    I didn’t know why so many people were looking for me today.



    



    When I turned around, writer Song No-eul was running toward me.



    



    “Writer-nim.”



    



    “The advertiser asked if you’re still considering the proposal from last time.”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    Ottogi is planning to create instant foods from the dishes submitted to the Korean Cuisine Appreciation event.



    



    They had suggested using me as a model to promote that product.



    



    “I was actually going to mention it at next week’s meeting.”



    



    “Oh, that’s a relief.”



    



    Song No-eul finally took a deep breath.



    



    “We agreed to talk about it next week, right? The product hasn’t even been decided yet.”



    



    “It seems like they liked today’s winning dish.”



    



    Spicy galbi jjim.



    



    It definitely looks easy to commercialize.



    



    From the simplicity of cooking—just putting the ingredients together and steaming them—to the trend of spiciness, and the overall preference for galbi jjim as a dish, everything makes it perfect for commercialization.



    



    Choi Eun-sam has hit the jackpot.



    



    “But…”



    



    Song No-eul looks up at me intently.



    



    “What’s wrong?”



    



    “This is just something that came up casually, so I’m hesitant, but I heard people saying they’re a bit disappointed because Chan-yong has lost a lot of weight lately.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “Just something to keep in mind. You might want to pay attention to it until you sign the contract. It was just a passing comment, so don’t take it to heart too much.”



    



    Goodness.



    



    I never thought losing weight could lead to something negative.



    



    I can't afford to miss out on my first advertisement with a major company because of my weight. I can't gain weight either, so it seems best to maintain my current state for the time being.



    



    “Thank you. I didn’t know.”



    



    “Of course. Fighting!”



    



    Song No-eul gave me a fist pump and hurried off somewhere.



    



    She’s always such a busy person.



    



    Now that I think about it, I need to hurry too.



    



    I had been standing in the hallway for 30 minutes without realizing it.



    



    “Chan-yong.”



    



    “Ah!”



    



    It was Ju Ji-seung.



    



    “What are you doing here?”



    



    “I don’t even know. I need to hurry.”



    



    “Why? Is something wrong?”



    



    “Eun-ji is working alone, so I’m trying to get there quickly.”



    



    “Eun-ji?”



    



    Ju Ji-seung tilted his head slightly.



    



    “Yeah. I’m late, so I’m going. Bye!”



    



    “Uh…”



    



    He seemed like he had something to say.



    



    “Sorry! I’ll hear it later! The cooking was really good today! Let’s win!”



    



    Ju Ji-seung kept tilting his head in confusion.



    



    ***



    



    After finishing the recording, Lee Chan-seok packed his things and left the waiting room.



    



    Throughout the day, he had been in a bad mood due to Ban-chan-yong's unusual sensitivity and Park Seong-chil pouring excessive capsaicin.



    



    As he stepped into the hallway, singer Haim passed right by him.



    



    Debuting in 2018 and gaining a large fan base, Haim was making a name for himself not just in music but also in entertainment.



    



    With his face appearing on almost every media outlet, Lee Chan-seok wanted to connect with him through the Korean Cuisine Appreciation event.



    



    Running into him in the hallway was a great opportunity.



    



    Though he had hesitated because he hadn’t received any significant reactions when he signaled during the recording, his ambition as a star chef pushed him to act.



    



    “Haim-ssi.”



    



    Haim didn’t seem to hear him and kept walking.



    



    Lee Chan-seok followed him, ready to call out again, but then saw Haim happily greeting someone.



    



    “Hyung!”



    



    It was Ban-chan-yong.



    



    Though they were at a distance, Lee Chan-seok couldn’t hear their conversation, but Haim treated Ban-chan-yong as if they were old friends.



    



    He knew that Ban-chan-yong had recently gained fame, but he didn’t realize he was friends with Haim.



    



    “…”



    



    As the two waved and greeted each other, Ham Seok-ho approached Ban-chan-yong right away.



    



    Ham Seok-ho was a peer of Lee Chan-seok’s mentor, Bae Seung-ho, making him a senior figure in the industry for Lee Chan-seok.



    



    Even during the conflict with Ban-chan-yong in the waiting room today, Lee Chan-seok had been careful to maintain his patience, keeping an eye on Ham Seok-ho.



    



    Now, he couldn’t help but wonder why Ham Seok-ho was talking to Ban-chan-yong.



    



    “How about a cup of tea?”



    



    As I got a bit closer, I heard Ham Seok-ho’s voice.



    



    I couldn’t believe that the great Ham Seok-ho, often referred to as the godfather of Korean cuisine, was the one to propose a discussion first. I was baffled by Ban-chan-yong's reaction to his offer.



    



    Above all, I couldn't believe that Ban-chan-yong had rejected his proposal.



    



    How could he look down on him so much, just like a mentor?



    



    My resentment toward Ban-chan-yong grew even stronger.



    



    Just as I was about to give him a piece of my mind after Ham Seok-ho left, Song No-eul, a writer from Korean Cuisine Appreciation, came looking for Ban-chan-yong.



    



    As a writer, she held considerable influence and handled all interactions with the participants.



    



    Director Choi Young-moon often showed favoritism towards her, so Lee Chan-seok treated Song No-eul with great kindness and respect.



    



    Although she always looked tired and indifferent towards him, he could overlook that.



    



    He believed that building a rapport with her could lead to being cast in other programs besides Korean Cuisine Appreciation.



    



    Yet, she was treating Ban-chan-yong with unnecessary honorifics and a vibrant smile, completely different from how she usually interacted with him.



    



    Moreover, she wanted to hire him as the model for the Korean Cuisine product commercial.



    



    Perhaps it was understandable for prestigious figures like Ham Seok-ho or popular celebrities like Haim, but I couldn’t comprehend why they would choose Ban-chan-yong, who had little expertise in food and less fame.



    



    If it were Ham Seok-ho or Haim, I could understand, but the thought that I couldn’t be considered as well made me simmer.



    



    ***



    



    I bought kale juice, which Muk Eun-ji likes, and headed to the office.



    



    The lights were off, and the door was locked.



    



    “...What’s going on?”



    



    It was too late for her to be out for an external meeting. I called Muk Eun-ji, but she didn’t answer.



    



    9:38 PM: {Is something wrong?}



    



    She didn’t even read my KakaoTalk message.



    



    “Could it be...?”



    



    Suddenly, I thought of Kim Seo-jin, who had previously caused trouble for Muk Eun-ji, and I was startled. Then I remembered that he had been sentenced to prison for embezzlement.



    



    He should be in prison by now, so he wouldn’t be able to do anything.



    



    “Then what is it?”



    



    No matter how much I thought about it, I couldn't come up with any other explanations.



    



    Since she mentioned she would be coming home late, I considered waiting at home, but her not answering calls or checking messages worried me.



    



    She’s a meticulous person, so I thought there must be a reason for it.



    



    Maybe the meeting with the advertiser ran late, preventing her from checking her phone, so I decided to wait at home.



    



    I went down to the underground parking lot and got in my car. As I played the Super Mario Odyssey theme, I was about to drive out when I received a message from someone.



    



    Thinking it was Muk Eun-ji, I happily tapped the screen, but it was Haim.



    



    {How about the day after tomorrow?}



    



    {Let’s eat tonkatsu.}



    



    {Come here.} 9:43 PM



    



    It seemed like he really liked me.



    



    Even though he’s such a great person, it’s strange to have made friends with someone so charming and likable.



    



    I sent a reply saying I’d check the location later and headed home.



    



    When I arrived home, no one was there, as expected.



    



    I wondered if she had managed to eat properly.



    



    After showering and coming out, I was watching a video uploaded by another YouTuber when I must have dozed off.



    



    I was jolted awake by the sound of the door lock being opened.



    



    When I checked the time, it was past midnight.



    



    “Eun-ji.”



    



    “Did you not sleep?”



    



    “I was dozing off. What’s going on that you’re working so late?”



    



    I took her bag and hung it on the coat rack.



    



    “It’s a personal matter.”



    



    “...What?”



    



    “I’m tired.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji avoided my question.



    



    “Wait. Wait. Wait.”



    



    I pulled her into an embrace.



    



    “Why are you acting like this?”



    



    “Eun-ji, I’ve watched a lot of dramas. And this situation is so easy to misunderstand.”



    



    “There’s nothing to misunderstand.”



    



    “I was worried because I couldn’t get in touch with you. I thought something might have happened.”



    



    As I turned Muk Eun-ji around to face me, I saw that she was deep in thought.



    



    “I didn’t think you’d worry since I told you I’d be late.”



    



    “Think about it from the opposite perspective.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji rolled her eyes and nodded.



    



    “I understand. I’m sorry for causing you concern.”



    



    “Thank you for understanding. Can you tell me what happened?”



    



    “I met Ju Ji-seung.”



    



    “Huh?”



    



    I was taken aback by the unexpected name.



    



    “Ji-seung hyung?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    “No, Ji-seung hyung filmed with me today. We could have seen each other.”



    



    “I didn’t mention it because I had a personal request.”



    



    “What kind of request?”



    



    “I decided to learn to cook. In exchange, I agreed to review the contract needed for the Banya Shikgyeong.”



    



    “...You’re not saying you’re learning to cook because you can’t cook, are you?”



    



    “Is there another reason?”



    



    “No, this should be something you enjoy. You shouldn’t have to.”



    



    “I have to enjoy it. I learned a really delicious dish today.”



    



    Even during this busy time, she’s learning to cook.



    



    Just when I thought she was finally breaking free from being a workaholic, it seemed nothing had changed.



    



    However, knowing that this was for my sake made me feel happy, grateful, and guilty all at once.



    



    “Get ready for breakfast tomorrow. I’ll go wash up.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji entered the bathroom.

  
    A Small Person (1)



    



    The next morning.



    



    I woke up to some noise and saw Muk Eun-ji dressed for going out, squinting in front of the vanity.



    



    Checking the time, it was just a little past 7 AM.



    



    Since we were both exhausted yesterday and went to bed right after washing up, I couldn’t figure out where she was planning to go at this early hour.



    



    “Eun-ji?”



    



    “...Have you woken up?”



    



    “What are you doing?”



    



    “I didn’t manage to find out the supermarket opening time. That was my oversight.”



    



    “Huh?”



    



    Then I remembered that I had told her to prepare for breakfast yesterday before we went to sleep.



    



    “You can just go later.”



    



    “I’ve been making this kind of mistake a lot lately.”



    



    “It’s something you’re not used to, so it’s only natural. Plus, you’ve been busy with work lately.”



    



    I moved closer and hugged her.



    



    “Thank you for still thinking of me during all this.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji gently turned her head away and pushed my face away.



    



    “Brush your teeth.”



    



    “Okay.”



    



    After washing my face and brushing my teeth, I took out the kale juice and sandwiches I had prepared yesterday.



    



    “Ottugi has decided to commercialize the product.”



    



    “Wasn’t that a perk for the winner?”



    



    The final winner of the Korean Food Praise receives start-up funding along with various benefits, including commercialization of their signature dish.



    



    “Yes. But it seems they particularly liked the winning dish from Round 3. They’re proceeding separately.”



    



    “That’s great. The more products Chan-yong has, the better.”



    



    That's because he gets paid for advertising per product.



    



    What was initially planned as one has now increased to two, so there's room to negotiate a higher advertising fee, even if it's not double.



    



    Muk Eun-ji wouldn’t let that slip by.



    



    “How was the shoot?”



    



    “Well, there was a crisis in the middle, but it turned out fine.”



    



    “A crisis?”



    



    “Yes. Park Sung-chil made stir-fried octopus, but it was way too spicy.”



    



    “That must have been difficult to judge.”



    



    “Yeah. Plus, it was so stimulating that it affected the food being judged afterward.”



    



    “Such happenings are not uncommon in competition programs.”



    



    That was Muk Eun-ji’s unique way of comforting me.



    



    “But this Lee Chan-seok guy has a way of speaking...”



    



    She paused to find the right expression.



    



    “He's kind of rude.”



    



    “A character with sharp remarks can actually help a show’s popularity.”



    



    “He really rubbed me the wrong way.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji set her sandwich down.



    



    “What did Lee Chan-seok say to Chan-yong?”



    



    Thinking it was the right moment, I snitched about what had happened yesterday, and Muk Eun-ji's face turned scary.



    



    “Good job. There’s no need to take that kind of talk.”



    



    “Right? I did well, didn’t I?”



    



    “You did well. Do you want more juice?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji shared her kale juice with me.



    



    “What about you, Eun-ji? What happened yesterday?”



    



    “I met Manager Hwang Ji-seok.”



    



    “...Who is that?”



    



    “He's from the Ministry of Health.”



    



    It seems they were working on a diabetes prevention campaign and promoting pediatric diabetes.



    



    “I wanted to meet directly as soon as possible, so I’m coordinating the schedule. How about tomorrow or the day after in the morning?”



    



    Since I didn’t have any special plans in the morning, I was going to suggest scheduling for tomorrow, but suddenly, I remembered Haim.



    



    “The day after works better for me. I have an appointment tomorrow.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji blinked.



    



    She seemed puzzled that I had an appointment she didn’t know about since she manages my schedule.



    



    “Oh. Haim asked me to have lunch with him.”



    



    “...Choco Haim?”



    



    I never imagined Muk Eun-ji would make such a wordplay, and I burst out laughing.



    



    “No, I mean the singer Haim.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji's eyes widened.



    



    “Have you gotten close?”



    



    “It feels more one-sided than close. He’s very sociable.”



    



    “He has a good reputation. It’s better to maintain relationships as much as possible.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji hesitated mid-sentence.



    



    “What’s wrong?”



    



    “It's nothing. I misspoke.”



    



    “What do you mean?”



    



    “I was about to suggest to Chan-yong that he should evaluate people based on their benefits. It might be good in the short term, but in the long run, it wouldn’t be beneficial for Chan-yong.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji exhaled and shook her head.



    



    “I misthought this. Please don’t worry about it.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji seems to be human too.



    



    In fact, anyone would want to form a connection with a celebrity like Haim.



    



    Just being acquaintances would allow for conversations anywhere, and if one were in the broadcasting industry like me, they could also get help.



    



    Especially since Haim himself approached me.



    



    But she quickly realized that this was not right and rejected the idea, which I found commendable.



    



    I used to think that Muk Eun-ji was always a person who made the right decisions.



    



    Now I understand that she is an ordinary person who still strives to walk the right path despite that.



    



    She’s much more admirable than my first impression of her.



    



    “How do you do it every day?”



    



    “What do you mean?”



    



    “How do you manage to charm me every time?”



    



    Muk Eun-ji frowned.



    



    Her expression seemed to ask what I was talking about, but soon we both burst out laughing.



    



    “Anyway, how was your meeting with the manager?”



    



    “The editing and scriptwriting were the same as usual.”



    



    “You learned to cook from Ji-seok, right?”



    



    “That’s a secret.”



    



    It seems I won’t be able to find out what dishes she learned until after we go grocery shopping.



    



    ***



    



    I went to the neighborhood supermarket, which was said to have a good selection and opens earlier than most places, selling vegetables and meats.



    



    As I entered the supermarket, the two owners greeted us.



    



    Muk Eun-ji was alternating between her phone and the shelves, putting garlic, green onions, king oyster mushrooms, and butter into her basket.



    



    I was mesmerized by how pretty she looked doing that when she turned around, and one product caught my eye.



    



    “Hmm?”



    



    It was a chocolate pie with a crimson background labeled “Summer.”



    



    “I didn’t know they had this!”



    



    I hadn’t even looked at the snacks while shopping this year, so I didn’t know about it.



    



    As I got closer, it said it was a 2023 summer limited edition.



    



    It seems the summer release didn’t sell out, so there’s still some stock left.



    



    “I was surprised it was gone.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji approached me.



    



    She must have been momentarily distracted by the watermelon-flavored chocolate pie.



    



    “Look at this! It’s watermelon flavor. Can you imagine?”



    



    “No, I can’t.”



    



    “Right?”



    



    “I meant you shouldn’t eat it.”



    



    She glanced between me and the watermelon chocolate pie, then firmly stated,



    



    “It’s off-limits, even if your blood sugar is stable. Don’t forget about Cha Ji-chan.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan, who had gone on a donut binge and saw his blood sugar soar, popped into my mind.



    



    It seems it’s hard to resist stimulating foods after being on a strict diet for a long time.



    



    “That may be true…”



    



    “For any reason, you can’t. Health comes first.”



    



    “Well, the writer Song No-eul actually hinted at that yesterday. She said I’ve lost a lot of weight lately and that I don’t look the same as before. She suggested I maintain my body shape for the time being.”



    



    “I must admit your excuse is quite creative. But a no is a no.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “No.”



    



    “……”



    



    I looked at the box of chocolate pie with a watermelon design.



    



    “How about a review content?”



    



    “It’s strange to review a summer limited product in fall, and most importantly, the viewers wouldn’t want to see it.”



    



    “Why not?”



    



    “Because it’s about a diabetic eating sweets.”



    



    As I pondered if there was something I could argue, Muk Eun-ji once again stepped in resolutely.



    



    “No matter what you say, you can’t.”



    



    “That’s true.”



    



    I have to let go of my lingering feelings.



    



    There are countless delicious things in the world besides this.



    



    Today, since Muk Eun-ji is going to cook for me, that will probably be the most delicious food in the world.



    



    ***



    



    When I returned, Muk Eun-ji told me not to step into the kitchen.



    



    I was a little worried, but decided to trust her and checked the schedule she organized in my study while hastily replying to some work-related messages.



    



    After that, I worked on the lecture materials for a talk at my alma mater next week. I revised them several times because I thought they might come off as too preachy.



    



    After about three hours of this, I felt thirsty and went outside, only to be greeted by the rich aroma of butter wafting through the house.



    



    “Oh.”



    



    “You’re not supposed to look.”



    



    “I couldn’t help it.”



    



    The dining table and countertop were cluttered with ingredients and plastic bags.



    



    It seems she doesn’t realize she should clean up a bit while cooking.



    



    Seeing her sweat profusely in front of the stove made me feel a mix of guilt, gratitude, and joy.



    



    “The smell is amazing.”



    



    While speaking, I began to sneakily tidy up the trash.



    



    I was curious about what she might be making with king oyster mushrooms, garlic, green onions, soy sauce, and oyster sauce.



    



    The aroma was so enticing that I was filled with anticipation.



    



    “I’ve made the lecture materials; I’d like you to take a look.”



    



    “You made them already?”



    



    It seemed she didn’t realize that three hours had passed. It didn’t seem like a dish that would take many ingredients, but perhaps it took longer because she wasn't used to it.



    



    “Did I do it quickly? There wasn’t much to write.”



    



    “What’s the title of the lecture?”



    



    “It’s called 'A 34-Year-Old Successful Old Fogey’s Bragging Session.'”



    



    Muk Eun-ji, who had been focused on the frying pan, turned around.



    



    Her expression was one of disbelief.



    



    “Isn’t it the truth?”



    



    I shrugged, and she let out a chuckle.



    



    “They asked how I could succeed, but honestly, I don’t know either. If I say I worked hard, everyone says the same. Saying I did what I loved feels too cliché. So I just wrote it as it is.”



    



    “And?”



    



    “It turned out to be bragging. If that’s the case, I might as well call it bragging from the start. It’s not some grand lecture anyway.”



    



    “Such honesty is probably one of the reasons.”



    



    After putting the leftover food in the refrigerator, I turned around to find some items in the shopping basket that hadn’t been organized yet.



    



    As I pulled them out one by one, I couldn’t help but smile.



    



    I wasn’t supposed to look at what she bought, so I had to wait outside when she checked out, but there was a box of watermelon-flavored chocolate pies in the basket.



    



    I chuckled to myself, wondering if she’d give me one if I cleaned the bathroom or something when Muk Eun-ji turned around.



    



    “When did you buy this?”



    



    “I bought it for myself. Don’t even think about it.”



    



    “Okay, I won’t. It says it’s even better frozen.”



    



    “Just put it in the freezer. I’ll check if it’s opened.”



    



    “Sure.”



    



    I laughed as I put the chocolate pie in the freezer.



    



    Then Muk Eun-ji placed today’s dish on the dining table.



    



    “Oh.”



    



    The beautifully grilled king oyster mushrooms glistened with a sheen.



    



    The careful knife cuts, though unfamiliar, were impressive, and the seasoning made with green onions, garlic, soy sauce, and oyster sauce looked quite appealing.



    



    “Please try it.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji offered the dish with an unusually tense expression.



    



    “I’ll enjoy it.”



    



    I placed an entire grilled mushroom in my mouth.



    



    The fragrant butter aroma combined with the umami of the soy sauce and oyster sauce filled my palate.



    



    Thanks to the densely cut scores, the texture of the mushroom was remarkably enhanced, and it was astonishingly tender.



    



    “Wow.”



    



    I was taken aback.



    



    “You're a genius! Eun-ji, you’re a genius! How can this be so delicious?”



    



    “Is it okay?”



    



    “No! Saying it’s okay doesn’t do it justice. This is genuinely perfect. It’s so delicious. You’re truly a genius.”



    



    After another bite, my eyes widened in surprise.



    



    In my excitement, I pumped my fists up and down, and Muk Eun-ji smiled as she wiped the sweat from her forehead.
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    After finishing the meal, I promised to work out diligently today and was able to enjoy a watermelon-flavored chocolate pie.



    



    The chocolate pie I took out of the freezer looked quite appealing. Its surface was green like a watermelon, complete with stripes.



    



    When I split it in half, I found the iconic marshmallow of a chocolate pie inside, surrounded by red bread on top and bottom.



    



    There were also chocolate pieces that resembled watermelon seeds.



    



    Curious, I tried different angles to take a photo, and Muk Eun-ji was staring at me intently.



    



    “Isn’t it cute?”



    



    “It’s quite something to take a picture just because you got a chocolate pie.”



    



    “Not me, the chocolate pie.”



    



    “I don't know.”



    



    I took a bite of one half and fed the other half to Muk Eun-ji.



    



    As I chewed through the cold surface, an artificial watermelon flavor emerged, and I crunched on the chocolate bits resembling watermelon seeds.



    



    It felt like a combination of a watermelon bar and a chocolate pie.



    



    “It’s really sweet.”



    



    “Indeed.”



    



    “It seems a bit excessive.”



    



    “It is excessive.”



    



    “Was it always this sweet?”



    



    “I don’t remember.”



    



    Having been on a diet for a long time and with Muk Eun-ji not having had a proper meal in ages, we both felt the intense artificial sweetness more strongly.



    



    That might be why it tasted significantly sweeter than I remembered from before.



    



    It’s hard to tell if this product is particularly sweeter or if we just perceive it that way.



    



    “Objective reviews will be tough.”



    



    “This has happened before.”



    



    I recalled how I couldn’t distinguish the taste of rice cooked in a low-sugar rice cooker from regular rice.



    



    “That’s true.”



    



    It felt good to have kept up with my diet.



    



    ***



    



    “Who does Mom like? Who does Dad like? Do you prefer to dip or pour? We’re just sampling the fiercest debate in the history of the Korean Peninsula for half a millennium. This is a side dish for the Baekban debate.”



    



    “It’s Baek Woo-jin.”



    



    Thursday.



    



    It’s Baekban debate broadcast day.



    



    Every week, I find myself pulling my hair out, wondering if I’ve done enough.



    



    Should I just stop now?



    



    I’ve pondered this countless times, but somehow, we’ve made it to the 27th episode.



    



    “Today’s topic is the big showdown of Crown Confectionery, right? Cookdas vs. Choco Heim.”



    



    “Cookdas! Cookdas!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin seemed oddly excited.



    



    He looked to be in a weak state, likely due to just starting a diabetes diet.



    



    “Cookdas! A mental state as fragile as glass. The man who easily breaks down, Baek Woo-jin is here with us.”



    



    “Come at me! Come at me!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin was throwing punches in the air, showing his enthusiasm.



    



    “Let me introduce myself. The man as sweet as chocolate. A living simple sugar. Here for the diabetes uncle side dish.”



    



    “Oh, that doesn’t work anymore. I’ve become sweet too.”



    



    └They’re seriously crazy



    



    └That’s bragging, you idiot



    



    └I told you to be careful in advance



    



    └The greatest snack showdown among diabetes patients is about to unfold ㄷㄷ My heart is racing.



    



    └Let’s get started!



    



    “I’ll go first.”



    



    I showed the viewers the sales rankings of snacks as of 2020.



    



    “Here are the sales rankings for snacks in 2020. Number 1 is Gogal Corn with 62.6 billion won. Number 2 is Home Run Ball with 61.8 billion won. Number 3 is Shrimp Chips with 60.8 billion won.”



    



    I continued down the list.



    



    “The Choco Heim series from Crown Confectionery ranked 15th with a total of 25.39 billion won. Cookdas is ranked much lower at 22nd.”



    



    The sales of the Cookdas series amounted to 19.11 billion won, positioned between Doctor You Ba (19.26 billion won) and Ogamja (16.41 billion won).



    



    “Is there any need to explain further?”



    



    Fact attacks are always intimidating.



    



    Especially against someone like Baek Woo-jin, who builds logic based on facts.



    



    “Hey.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin called me in an unusually friendly voice.



    



    “What is it?”



    



    “I make more money than you, right?”



    



    “Is that so? Aren’t we about the same now?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin rolled his eyes and nodded before correcting his question.



    



    “Alright. Based on last year’s figures, I earned more than you. But have I ever looked down on you or acted superior?”



    



    “No, you haven’t.”



    



    “Right? No matter how much more money I make, you’re still the older brother and I’m the younger brother.”



    



    “Since when have you treated me like an older brother?”



    



    “Of course I do. You’re the older brother.”



    



    ***



    



    “While that’s true, why does it feel so uncomfortable?”



    



    “What’s uncomfortable about it? It’s natural for a younger sibling to respect their older brother. Isn’t it?”



    



    “Right.”



    



    “Exactly. Cookdas and Choco Heim are the same.”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    I made a mistake.



    



    “Cookdas is a product released by Crown Confectionery in 1986, while Choco Heim started selling in 1991. So Cookdas is the older brother and Choco Heim is the younger brother.”



    



    I didn’t expect Baek Woo-jin to frame his logic like this.



    



    “But just because the younger brother Choco Heim earns a bit better, does that mean it can disrespect and insult the older brother Cookdas?”



    



    “No, it shouldn’t.”



    



    “Right? Let’s not talk about how much money we make as siblings. Sometimes I earn more, and sometimes you do, right?”



    



    └Kya



    



    └Looks like Baek Woo-jin is in good shape today.



    



    └Would it be silly to fight over sales differences between siblings?



    



    └You’re measuring sibling relationships by salaries? Side dish is totally broke.



    



    “Okay. You’re right. I acknowledge that.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded as if satisfied.



    



    “But have you thought about this?”



    



    “About what?”



    



    “You’re driving. In the passenger seat, there’s PD Lee Ji-hye.”



    



    “Why would she ride in my car?”



    



    “Just imagine, let’s say.”



    



    “No, I don’t want to imagine that.”



    



    “Let’s say your future sister-in-law is in the car.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin hesitated for a moment before nodding.



    



    “Your future sister-in-law asks for some snacks because she’s hungry. What will you give her?”



    



    “I’d just drive to a restaurant quickly.”



    



    “You can’t. It’s the highway.”



    



    “Then we can stop at a rest area.”



    



    ***



    



    “All the rest areas are closed.”



    



    “What do you mean?”



    



    “You must give her at least one snack. So what will you give her?”



    



    No one likes snack crumbs falling on their seats if they own a car.



    



    “Choco Heim will leave crumbs, but will Cookdas really leave less? Plus, do you think the Cookdas I kept in the car will maintain its original shape?”



    



    └Crumbs, damn



    



    └Please, just pull over and eat.



    



    └If a friend acted like that next to me, I’d just open the passenger door and kick them out.



    



    └Choco Heim is like that too, but Cookdas really…….



    



    Baek Woo-jin thought for a moment before speaking.



    



    “I’d give her Choco Heim.”



    



    Considering which snack would leave more crumbs, there was no other choice.



    



    “But if it breaks easily, that means it’s softer, right?”



    



    “Well, they’re similar.”



    



    “You said hard snacks are elder abuse. Aren’t you going to respect the elderly?”



    



    └Wow



    



    └What’s up with Baek Woo-jin today?



    



    └A master of Taijiquan.



    



    └Looks like none of the side dish comments are landing today.



    



    └This is wild.



    



    └Is today the day?



    



    └Since I lost in the Baekban Talk, if I lose today, it’ll be my first two consecutive defeats.



    



    “Why aren’t you answering?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin is subtly pushing me.



    



    After taking so many hits, it seems I’ve developed a certain resilience; today, every sentence feels sharp.



    



    “No, you have to respect the elderly.”



    



    “Right? Then I’ll go first. I admit that Cookdas breaks easily. But Cookdas is a snack meant to be eaten in a stable state. It’s not something for outdoor outings like picnics or school trips; it’s a snack to be elegantly served to guests at home while listening to classical music. That’s what I mean.”



    



    “Are you saying Cookdas is a snack for hosting?”



    



    “Of course. It’s a high-end snack.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin continues with a relaxed tone.



    



    “Who would break it at home?”



    



    “When you open the package.”



    



    “Who opens it uncivilly with their hands? You just need to cut the top with scissors and pull it out.”



    



    “Did you just insult my mom?”



    



    “……Huh?”



    



    “Speak clearly. Did you just disrespect my mom?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s eyes shake as if there’s an earthquake.



    



    └Oh, what’s happening there?



    



    └You bad side-dish person!



    



    └How did you bring that up?



    



    └The aggressive use of the mom card.



    



    └This is really something



    



    “No! What’s wrong with you! When did I ever!”



    



    “But you did! Did my mom give me Cookdas because she lacks culture?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin looks very flustered.



    



    “Don’t say that. My mom is cultured enough to give me Choco Heim, not Cookdas!”



    



    “What are you talking about? And how is giving me Choco Heim a cultured action?”



    



    “Because Choco Heim is a much more high-end snack!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin raises one eyebrow.



    



    “Cookdas costs 3,480 won for a 289g box, which is about 120 won per 10g. But Choco Heim costs 3,980 won for a 284g box, which is a whopping 141 won per 10g!”



    



    “Ah.”



    



    Realizing something, Baek Woo-jin’s voice grows louder.



    



    “Didn’t we agree not to talk about money earlier?”



    



    “You brought up the topic of high-end products first. I was just saying that Choco Heim is more high-end!”



    



    “Yikes.”



    



    “See? Choco Heim is definitely a more high-end and cultured snack. Does that mean my mom has no culture?”



    



    └Baek Woo-jin messed up.



    



    └You shouldn’t touch family matters.



    



    └Baek Woo-jin is in the wrong here.



    



    └This is going to make him cry.



    



    └Stop it, you crazy people!



    



    Baek Woo-jin checks the chatroom’s atmosphere and lets out a sigh.



    



    “No.”



    



    “Right? I was misunderstood.”



    



    The viewers can see that I’m obviously making excuses, yet they join in teasing me as long as it’s fun.



    



    Especially since, through the 27 previous debates, we’ve agreed to play around by provoking and fabricating arguments, Baek Woo-jin has no choice but to bow his head.



    



    “I really didn’t want to say this.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin lifts his head.



    



    “Are you conceding?”



    



    “Hyung, why are you defending Choco Heim?”



    



    “……What do you mean?”



    



    Today’s debate topic is something interesting selected from comments submitted by viewers.



    



    There shouldn’t be any reason to defend it.



    



    “This morning, singer Haim posted a photo of you eating pork cutlet together on Instagram.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin opens the singer Haim’s Instagram and shows the photo of me and Haim together to the viewers.



    



    “What is this?”



    



    “Choco Heim. White Heim. Mocha Heim. Oat Heim. And Peppermint Heim. Did you think I wouldn’t know?”



    



    “What about it?”



    



    “You’re not siding with Choco Heim just because you’re close with Haim!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin stands up and yells.



    



    “Choco Heim! Isn’t that Haim’s?”



    



    He shows a shocked and confused expression, but in that moment, he realizes something.



    



    Through this absurd logic, I too can become a target, and the viewers, seeing him flustered, start to pounce on him.



    



    └Wait, was it because of your connection?



    



    └Collusion, whoa.



    



    └I knew it! It made no sense for him to support Choco Heim. Now I see it’s because of a personal relationship.



    



    └Huh? Is it more surprising that I’m close with both Ahn Jung-suk and Haim?



    



    └For real



    



    └Did you get close while filming Korean Food Praise?



    



    └World-class, whoa.



    



    └Isn’t this just leveraging connections? Is it right to act this way in a fair debate?



    



    “Wait, what connection do Choco Heim and Haim have?”



    



    “They have the same name!”



    



    “But their surnames are different! The surname is different! Choco Heim is ‘Cho,’ and singer Haim is ‘Park!’”



    



    └What do you mean the surnames are different? This is ridiculous!ㅋㅋㅋㅋ



    



    └Oh? They’re not family?



    



    “No! Haim! Don’t you know what that means? It’s German! They’re foreigners! Of course, the surname goes at the back!”



    



    └What the hell.



    



    └I didn’t know that.



    



    └Kya So Choco is the first name, and Heim is the last name.



    



    └In German, Heim translates to home in English. So it could refer to a family, so the surname fits.



    



    └You were trying to deceive me with that?



    



    Today, I’m truly surprised multiple times.



    



    It’s as if they anticipated what I would say, and they have perfect counterarguments prepared against my logic.



    



    Flustered, I look at Baek Woo-jin, who is now holding his head high as if he’s already won, looking down at me in a mocking manner.



    



    └Make an explanation.



    



    └Make an explanation.



    



    └Did you support a family business because of connections? That’s totally……



    



    └Do you even know what you’re saying?



    



    └This is how we originally play around here.



    



    “I acknowledge it. Choco Heim, White Heim, Park Heim—all from the same family.”



    



    “……Right. Choco Heim, in fact, belongs to Haim.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin spreads his arms wide, feeling triumphant.



    



    “Then what about Cookdas?”



    



    “What about it?”



    



    “Whose is Cookdas?”



    



    “What do you mean whose?”



    



    “Who does Cookdas belong to?!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s face suddenly turns pale.



    



    “Why can’t you answer? If Choco Heim belongs to Haim, then whose does Cookdas belong to?”



    



    “Are you crazy? Pronounce it properly!”



    



    “Das!”



    



    Just as he was about to shout again, Baek Woo-jin covered my mouth.

  
    Little People (3)



    



    "Everyone, you know, right? This guy usually just blurts out whatever! Don't misunderstand!"



    



    └ Hahaha!



    └ Oh, it’s spicy!



    └ He’s really lost it, hasn’t he?



    └ A million-subscriber YouTuber revealing his political stance.



    └ Why can’t you answer?



    



    I shook off the weak Baek Woo-jin's hand and pressed him further.



    



    "Why are you so flustered?"



    



    "If you were me, wouldn’t you be?!"



    



    "Come to think of it, you're sitting on my right..."



    



    └ Oh my!



    └ This is a clear giveaway.



    └ I need to go edit the Namuwiki.



    └ Hahaha, it seems like Baek Woo-jin is really flustered; usually, he’s the talkative one, but now he’s stumbling over his words.



    



    Baek Woo-jin was trying to cover my mouth, but it was no use.



    



    "So why can’t you answer? You’re getting up and sitting down, looking restless. Huh?"



    



    "What else?!"



    



    "Why aren’t you looking restless in the other direction? You’ve only been looking restless this way. Are you revealing your political stance now?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin's eyes nearly popped out.



    



    "Hey!"



    



    └ Hahaha!



    └ That’s a wild one!



    └ Has Baek Woo-jin lost it? Hahaha!



    └ Is it too late for him to go back now? Hahaha!



    



    A spontaneous joke slipped out without passing through my mental filter. Now that it had come to this, I had to fully embrace being a crazy person to stay safe from those trying to divide us.



    



    "You haven’t been answering, just yelling, so clarify your stance! Is it left or right?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin just moved his mouth without saying anything.



    



    "By the way, Woo-jin, doesn’t 'march to the right' mean something? Then it’s right-wing!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin grabbed the back of my head and started shaking it.



    



    "Ah! Let go! Are you not going to let go?"



    



    "Let's both die! Do you think only you will die?"



    



    "Ahhhhh!"



    



    After a while,



    



    When we finally calmed down and sat down, the scene captured on the camera was chaotic.



    



    Baek Woo-jin was sprawled on the studio floor, breathing heavily.



    



    Even though I was stronger, Baek Woo-jin kept putting me in strange holds he learned from jiu-jitsu, making it hard for me to breathe.



    



    └ Surprisingly, Baek Woo-jin is holding up well.



    └ Haha!



    └ This is so funny!



    └ What are we doing at 34 and 32 years old, fighting like kids on a broadcast? Hahaha!



    └ They must be pretending; there’s no way it was real, right? Hahaha!



    └ They were just hugging it out without throwing any punches.



    └ I’ve seen fights like this on the news during debates.



    └ This is legit historical accuracy, hahaha!



    └ Wow, Baek Ban is a genius. He’s raising the tension in the discussion again.



    └ The change-up was insane.



    └ You’re packaging it like this?



    



    "……."



    



    I felt embarrassed.



    



    I approached Baek Woo-jin and offered my hand.



    



    When he grabbed my hand to get up, I brushed off his back and butt, and the atmosphere shifted as if everyone was enjoying a staged scene.



    



    What luck.



    



    "Just strong. Just strong."



    



    "Then why do you keep charging at me?"



    



    "To shut that mouth of yours."



    



    "Ugh, this is exhausting. Everyone, I’m ending today’s broadcast here."



    



    └ From next week, just wear gloves instead of debating!



    └ Hahaha!



    └ Why are these guys like this? Hahaha!



    └ It’s really tough making a living.



    └ Seeing you two sweating makes me relieved. I hope you continue to exercise together and lose weight.



    └ That’s great for blood sugar control!



    



    After finishing the broadcast, I came back to my senses.



    



    "Seriously, don’t cross the line."



    



    Baek Woo-jin said with a huff.



    



    "You better not cross the line either."



    



    "How funny. What did I do?"



    



    "Haim."



    



    "What?"



    



    "Are you scared of touching politicians but not scared of touching celebrities?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin sat up.



    



    "Blindly following politicians is scary, but you also have to be cautious of celebrity fandoms. Do you know how many Haim fans there are?"



    



    "……."



    



    "If she’s not particularly close to you, it wouldn’t feel good to be mentioned like this, right? It could be even worse for her fans."



    



    "……I get it."



    



    Now it was Baek Woo-jin’s turn.



    



    At some point, Baek Ban Talk started heating up little by little.



    



    Today, too, I had made a reckless move because I wanted to make things even a bit funnier.



    



    After realizing that, we took turns pointing out each other’s words and actions after the broadcast.



    



    "You should be careful too. Why did ‘Das’ come up? It was a long-past topic, so it’s lucky it wasn’t too serious; what would have happened if the mood had gotten tense?"



    



    He listened silently.



    



    I always prioritize listening, even if I have a different opinion and something to refute.



    



    "I know. Baek Ban Talk is usually like this, so viewers accept it to some extent. But are we going to end it here?"



    



    It was fortunate that Baek Ban Talk was understood as a variety show filled with nonsense and jokes from the very first episode.



    



    I took on the role of attacking with incitement and fabrication, while Baek Woo-jin firmly accepted his unjust situation, allowing us to laugh off most absurdities.



    



    However, this was only true for our regular viewers.



    



    Baek Woo-jin pointed this out.



    



    "Someone will definitely clip this and post it as shorts. What do you think strangers will think when they see it?"



    



    "Right."



    



    After our time of reflection and critique, we look for ways to compliment each other.



    



    Knowing how tough this job is, I started thinking that if we only reflected, Baek Ban Talk wouldn’t be enjoyable, so we should at least praise each other.



    



    "I was surprised when you responded to the sales difference in the brotherly manner. I had no way to refute that."



    



    "Of course."



    



    "Did you think of that in advance?"



    



    "How many times have I faced you? I know how you’ll come at me."



    



    "Really?"



    



    As I smiled, Baek Woo-jin made a sulky face.



    



    "……That was a bit refreshing."



    



    Sometimes, I too get surprised.



    



    For example, connecting mint chocolate to 민초 (Mincho) or linking octopus to 문어지다 (to crumble), or the phrases 'Did you get candy?' and 'Did you become a flatfish?'—I often wonder how I come up with these jokes.



    



    Of course, some of them are ones I hesitate to use, but today, they slipped out before I could self-censor.



    



    "Woo-jin."



    



    Baek Woo-jin turned his head.



    



    "I think we've really grown a lot."



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    "We used to not care about this kind of stuff. Now we’re cautious because our subscriber count has increased. We’re careful because we’ve got responsibilities."



    



    "Isn’t that just how it is?"



    



    "Right. But if we keep being like this, will we still have competitiveness?"



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    "Think about it. We’ve grown up in our raw form, but now we’re being careful with our words. We’re holding back what we want to say. If that continues, what’s the difference between us and traditional media? No, it’s a minor version of that."



    



    The reason I can appear on various broadcasts is that I have a YouTube channel and subscribers supporting me.



    



    I once talked to Muk-ji about how the pantry must be intact for me to do any broadcasts, lectures, or advertisements.



    



    But if I start showing a side of me that’s a little different from before, I worry about whether my subscribers will stick around.



    



    "That’s funny. Is that being cautious?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s interjection made me burst into laughter.



    



    It seems like things are still okay.



    



    ***



    



    Two people continue their conversation beyond the glass window.



    



    "That’s funny. Is that being cautious?"



    



    "So, what should we do next week?"



    



    "I really have nothing left to do."



    



    "Didn’t we say that from the very first episode?"



    



    I was worried about the content of today’s broadcast and tried to give feedback, but through their conversation, I realized it was an unnecessary worry.



    



    As YouTubers with over a million subscribers each, they are aware of their influence.



    



    Everyone makes mistakes, but I find comfort in how they both keep that in mind, remain vigilant, and accept others' advice.



    



    "How about pizza versus chicken?"



    



    "……I really can’t think of anything."



    



    "We’ve been saying that since the first episode."



    



    Making someone laugh is a tremendous feat, and it’s that much harder.



    



    Perhaps I viewed it from a shallow perspective, thinking that the two of them do this weekly for nearly a year simply because they have the talent for it.



    



    To borrow Chan-yong’s expression, can it really be possible to think about this while constantly pulling your hair out?



    



    Living with Chan-yong, I learned that even when he eats, showers, watches something, or even just sits around, he’s pondering jokes to use on the broadcast.



    



    Suddenly, out of nowhere, he throws out nonsensical jokes and asks, "What do you think of this?"



    



    If I laugh, he mentions it in the following week’s broadcast, the next day, or even on the same day.



    



    It’s hard to gauge just how many thoughts occupy that mind of his.



    



    It’s also difficult to imagine how much effort he’s put in to achieve that.



    



    "So what do we do now?"



    



    “Just do pizza versus chicken.”



    



    “I really can’t think of anything.”



    



    “When was there ever something to talk about?”



    



    I opened the door and walked in.



    



    “Eun-ji.”



    



    “Eun-ji, please scold these two. If they keep broadcasting like this, the pantry will go under.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin's words made me laugh without even realizing it.



    



    “You both deserve a scolding.”



    



    Chan-yong’s eyes went wide.



    



    He’s adorable.



    



    “Because of today’s broadcast, it’ll be even harder to get advertisements. The reason why Baek Ban Talk hasn’t had ads for nearly a year is entirely your fault. If Crown Haitai sues us, we won’t have any defense.”



    



    “I don’t care!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin shouted.



    



    “Baek Woo-jin, you’ll receive hate comments from Haim’s fans, so you don’t have to worry about any legal issues.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s mouth fell open.



    



    “Are you really going to sue?”



    



    “Well, I don’t know. But it’s definitely fair if it happens.”



    



    “……Should we do a voiceover or something before uploading this Baek Ban Talk?”



    



    Chan-yong asked Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “About what?”



    



    “Tell them to eat a lot of Choco Haim and Kookdas. Say it’s delicious.”



    



    “Isn’t that obviously just for liability protection? Will that even work?”



    



    “Maybe they’d let it slide if we do that?”



    



    “You do it alone. I don’t care.”



    



    “I should probably ask Haim to roast you a bit.”



    



    “Huh?”



    



    “If Haim writes a post in the fan cafe, your life will be over.”



    



    “When did I even see Haim? Just because we had pork cutlet together once, do you think I’d fall for that?”



    



    “Eh? Will she? Will she contact you?”



    



    “Let her.”



    



    It really is unpredictable.



    



    Just a moment ago, these two seemed reliable, but now they’re acting childish so quickly.

  
    Small Person (4)



    



    [Famous YouTuber Uses Violence During Live Broadcast]



    



    On the 26th, YouTuber B, who had garnered attention for his charitable acts, sparked controversy by getting into a fistfight with fellow YouTuber U during a live broadcast.



    



    The two were debating which of two foods was tastier when provocative remarks led to an escalation of tensions, culminating in what appeared to be an impulsive confrontation.



    



    This was not the first time B had raised his voice in a confrontational manner.



    



    For the past 27 weeks of the broadcast, B had been known for spreading sensationalism and fake news through wordplay and deceit.



    



    Some parents expressed concern that B's broadcasts could negatively influence their children.



    



    There have been increasing criticisms about the reckless exposure of children to increasingly sensational and violent YouTube videos.



    



    —Lee Ho-young, Reporter (Jaegan Newspaper)



    



    “...Huh?”



    



    It was Saturday.



    



    As I woke up and lazily searched for my name online, I stumbled upon a strange article.



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    “Are you awake?”



    



    Mugunji made his presence known.



    



    “What are you looking at?”



    



    He yawned and rubbed his eyes when I handed him my phone.



    



    So cute.



    



    Mugunji, still struggling to fully wake up, frowned as he read the article.



    



    “This is about me, right?”



    



    “It’s clearly about Chan-yong. Jaegan Newspaper?”



    



    Mugunji rummaged through his phone and nodded.



    



    “Just a typical tabloid.”



    



    Mugunji showed me the search results for Jaegan Newspaper and reporter Lee Ho-young.



    



    They were blowing a minor issue out of proportion as if it were a major scandal.



    



    “It’s a bit different from the tabloid reporters I imagined.”



    



    “There are those who target the entertainment industry, but this one is more about local news, amplifying small community issues.”



    



    “...Isn’t that a good thing?”



    



    “It’s just a means to extort funds from organizations or get support. Their aim is to annoy local officials by poking at trivial issues.”



    



    “I didn’t even know such a newspaper existed.”



    



    “All the articles are written by the same name.”



    



    It seemed Mugunji was right; I had never heard of Jaegan Newspaper. The fact that all articles were credited to Lee Ho-young suggested it was a small one-person operation.



    



    “Given that it’s registered on social media and community sites, it doesn’t seem to have much influence. Places like this usually can’t accept ads or generate views, so they typically survive by extorting money from organizations or specific individuals.”



    



    As Mugunji said, it didn’t seem to have many views.



    



    Moreover, the atmosphere of the comments on the articles seemed favorable to me.



    



    “Extort?”



    



    “It’s a method where they relentlessly attack until the target agrees to take down the article in exchange for compensation.”



    



    “I don’t want to play that game.”



    



    “You can ignore it, but…”



    



    Mugunji seemed deep in thought.



    



    Trusting he would handle it, I went to the kitchen to prepare breakfast.



    



    Since I had to go all the way to Bucheon for the broadcasts on weekdays, I was usually busy, but now that I lived in the same neighborhood, I had more time.



    



    I leisurely prepared steamed eggs and simmered doenjang stew when Mugunji came out.



    



    “I’ll take care of the article.”



    



    “Thanks.”



    



    “Is it doenjang stew?”



    



    “Yes. I’m also making steamed eggs.”



    



    “I’m in charge of weekends.”



    



    “Does it matter who does it?”



    



    “Are you dissatisfied with my cooking?”



    



    “Of course not. I just thought it would be nice for you to rest a bit more since you’ve worked hard all week.”



    



    Mugunji stared at me intently and then wrapped his arms around my waist.



    



    “I feel the same way.”



    



    “Then could you chop up some pumpkin and potato for me?”



    



    “Got it.”



    



    ***



    



    —As you can see, there’s nothing special about it. You know.



    



    After exchanging messages with a few reporters, I found out that Lee Ho-young was running a one-person media outlet.



    



    There was only one article targeting this week’s Baekban Debate posted by Jaegan Newspaper, so it could be ignored, but it still didn’t sit well with me.



    



    It was puzzling.



    



    Such people usually target institutions.



    



    They inflate minor local issues to create headaches for others while extorting support funds, and are essentially parasites.



    



    From the articles posted by Jaegan Newspaper, it seemed to be a typical case of local media using coverage and reporting as a means to solicit advertising from public officials.



    



    It would make sense if they wrote about an influencer’s private life or something like that.



    



    But it was odd that he suddenly attacked Chan-yong in a way that was different from what he usually did.



    



    └Did you even watch the broadcast?



    



    └LMAO, fake news is hilarious.



    



    └This guy calls himself a reporter?



    



    └Isn’t this targeting the side dish store and Ujinious?



    



    └Haha, ridiculous!



    



    Even though there are only a few comments, they criticize both the reporter and the article, asking if anyone even watched the Baekban Debate, so it doesn't seem like a major issue.



    



    However, if this discomfort is only because Chan-yong is innocent, I can go through the proper channels to have the article taken down and request a correction.



    



    But if this situation was orchestrated by someone, then I need to take different action.



    



    ***



    



    “Then I’ll be counting on you again today.”



    



    As writer Song No-eul finished delivering the announcement and was about to turn away, judge Lee Chan-seok called her back.



    



    “Excuse me.”



    



    “Yes?”



    



    “The purpose of Han-sik Yechan is to highlight our country’s cuisine, right?”



    



    Writer Song No-eul couldn’t quite grasp the meaning behind judge Lee Chan-seok's words.



    



    He must have had some ulterior motive to confirm something everyone already knew.



    



    “Yes.”



    



    “I’m not implying anything else, but as a cast member, I’m feeling a bit anxious.”



    



    When Song No-eul’s face stiffened, judge Lee Chan-seok awkwardly smiled.



    



    “It’s about Banchan Yong. I’m a fan of Chan-yong, so it’s funny for me to say this, but there’s this article.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok showed writer Song No-eul the article titled “Famous YouTuber Uses Violence During Live Broadcast” from Jaegan Newspaper.



    



    “This program could be shaken by small issues like this. Moreover, if something happens to a judge, it could affect their authority and lead to dissatisfaction among the participants.”



    



    After scanning the article, Song No-eul chuckled softly.



    



    “You don’t need to worry about that.”



    



    “Wait a moment.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok appeared somewhat flustered.



    



    “Did you really read it properly? Isn’t the production team supposed to be careful about this kind of gossip?”



    



    Writer Song No-eul exhaled slowly.



    



    “It says there are reactions from parents, but where’s the evidence?”



    



    “Excuse me?”



    



    Writer Song No-eul just looked at Lee Chan-seok as if to say, "Didn’t you hear that?"



    



    “Well, the person who wrote the article knows. I’m speaking as a concerned cast member, and it’s just annoying.”



    



    “Lee Chan-seok.”



    



    Writer Song No-eul’s expression turned serious.



    



    “When you become as famous as Chan-yong, articles will come out attacking you with baseless claims. And people become cautious about what’s fact and what’s fiction as they get used to articles like this.”



    



    “…”



    



    “Especially with articles that lack clear evidence. Speculations like ‘I heard someone said this’ and writings that are just the reporter’s personal opinions are the ones to be even more careful with. The level of the person delivering the information can reflect on how the article is perceived.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok frowned.



    



    “Are you saying I’m lying?”



    



    “Logically, if you care about the program, you wouldn’t show fake news while insulting the cast. You wouldn’t say, ‘There’s this article, isn’t that too much?’ in that manner, would you?”



    



    “I’m not just basing this on that. It turns out that participant number 12, Joo Ji-seung, is someone I know. How can the judging be fair?”



    



    “It is fair.”



    



    “Excuse me?”



    



    “Has there been any issue with Chan-yong’s judging of Joo Ji-seung since last week?”



    



    Writer Song No-eul continued quickly.



    



    “Joo Ji-seung received low scores from other judges but got a high score only from Chan-yong. Has Chan-yong ever been harsh on other participants while giving Joo Ji-seung a favorable evaluation?”



    



    Lee Chan-seok was at a loss for words.



    



    Writer Song No-eul gave him a warning.



    



    “Chan-yong has been waiting outside since last week, not in the waiting room. I don’t know what happened between the two of you, but trying to influence the production team’s decisions in this manner is inappropriate. It’s unpleasant.”



    



    As writer Song No-eul left, Lee Chan-seok clenched his jaw.



    



    ***



    



    “Chan-yong!”



    



    I was looking at the list of participants for Han-sik Yechan in front of the vending machine when writer Song No-eul approached me.



    



    “Writer.”



    



    “Why are you here? Aren’t you supposed to be in the waiting room?”



    



    “Oh. ...I was feeling a bit frustrated. Haha.”



    



    Writer Song No-eul slowly nodded. Although she didn’t seem convinced, it felt like she was willing to let it go for now.



    



    “But when are you going to stop using ‘-nim’? It feels burdensome.”



    



    “Uh, then.”



    



    “Just ‘-ssi’?”



    



    Writer Song No-eul smiled faintly.



    



    “By the way, there’s an additional rule for today. I sent you a message about it; did you see it?”



    



    “Of course. It’s two people per team, right?”



    



    “Yes. I wanted to explain so there wouldn't be any misunderstandings.”



    



    The fourth round of Han-sik Yechan is a team competition.



    



    Two participants form a team to create a dish together, and with six teams, the scoring will vary based on performance.



    



    The first place team will get 10 points, with each member receiving 10 points.



    



    Second place will get 6 points, third place 4 points, fourth place 2 points, fifth place 0 points, and sixth place will receive -4 points, leading to significant changes in overall scores.



    



    “Looks like it won’t be a joke today.”



    



    “Yes. The participants seem really nervous.”



    



    I nodded and greeted her after receiving all the necessary information, but writer Song No-eul remained still.



    



    It seemed she wanted to say something, and after blinking a few times, she finally spoke.



    



    “Chan-yong, are you uncomfortable with anything?”



    



    “Me? No?”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “Yes. Oh.”



    



    I exclaimed as an uncomfortable thought crossed my mind, and writer Song No-eul’s eyes lit up as if she had been waiting for that.



    



    “Once recording starts, it takes about 90 minutes for the cooking process to proceed to judging.”



    



    “Excuse me?”



    



    “I get so hungry! Plus, it’s all about eating a little and talking a lot. Eating a little and talking. It makes me feel like I’m just teasing my appetite.”



    



    Song No-eul stared at me blankly before breaking into a smile.



    



    “I hope you can understand that point. It’s unavoidable.”



    



    “Oh, right. I’m sorry for bringing up something unreasonable.”



    



    “It’s fine. Actually, I’m hungry too, so I carry snacks with me.”



    



    Writer Song No-eul pulled a protein bar out of her pocket.



    



    “Do you want this?”



    



    “No, if I eat that, I won’t be able to judge properly. I don’t think that would be enough to fill me up anyway.”

  Small People (5)





“Half a millennium of history in the Korean Peninsula!”





“At the forefront of 800,000 dining establishments!”





“We’re here to determine the best of our food!





“Han-sik Yechan!”





With the shouts of the two hosts, the recording of the fourth round of Han-sik Yechan began.





“Judge Oh Mi-kyung, please reveal today’s theme.”





“Today’s theme is a full table setting.”





It’s questionable whether the participants can set a meal within a short 60 minutes, but all the contestants gathered here are skilled chefs who have survived fierce competition.





Of course, considering how challenging it is, the production team suggested pairing the participants into teams of two, which everyone, including the judges, agreed to.





“The uniqueness of Korean cuisine lies in many factors, but the side dish culture is among the most prominent,” explained taste columnist Judge Oh Mi-kyung.





“The side dish culture helps to address nutritional imbalances and adds various flavors to what could be a monotonous diet, encouraging a delightful dining experience. Today, we’ll see how diverse the nutrients and flavors can be.”





“Great! The 12 Korean cuisine masters who overcame a competition ratio of 150 to 1 are about to present their full table setting. Let’s begin!”





The participants started moving busily.





I checked the list of participants.





 
	




 
	Team 1: Joo Ji-seung (+24 points), Park Seong-chil (-1 point)














 





 
	




 
	Team 2: Sa Daemun (+21 points), Jo Il-sang (-1 point)














 





 
	




 
	Team 3: Gu Yeon-ja (+16 points), Shim Dong-pal (+3 points)














 





 
	




 
	Team 4: Kim Han-yeol (+14 points), Kim Du-il (+6 points)














 





 
	




 
	Team 5: Yook Hye-rin (+10 points), Lee Sang-ho (+7 points)














 





 
	




 
	Team 6: Oh Sang-gil (+8 points), Choi Eun-sam (+7 points)














It seemed the intent was to balance the scores based on the total points from the first three rounds.





Although there could be dissatisfaction from the top contenders like Joo Ji-seung, Sa Daemun, Gu Yeon-ja, and Kim Han-yeol, no one seemed to have an issue, perhaps because they acknowledged each other’s skills.





“Mr. Ham Seok-ho, what will be the criteria for judging today?”





In response to Jo Wang-taek’s question, Ham Seok-ho spoke up.





“As Judge Oh Mi-kyung mentioned earlier, a balanced diet will be key.”





“A balanced diet.”





“Yes. A good table setting can be seen as one that harmonizes not just nutrients but also flavors—spicy, salty, sweet, and bitter.”





“I see. And what about you, Judge Lee Chan-seok? What do you think is important?”





“The most important aspect of a full table setting is the main dish. I’ll be watching closely to see how neatly the side dishes are presented alongside the main dish.”





“What about you, Judge Park Jeong-a?”





“I believe the most important thing in Korean cuisine is rice. I’m looking forward to the side dishes that complement the rice.”





“How do you see it, Judge Banchan-yong?”





“I share a similar view with Judge Park Jeong-a. I plan to give extra points for a table setting that can serve at least two bowls of rice.”





“Not similar at all!”





Ha-im shouted, causing everyone to chuckle softly.





“Well, Judge Chan-yong is not wrong. Wanting to eat an extra bowl means it must be delicious.”





The first team that caught my eye was Team 5.





Lee Sang-ho, who has run a restaurant with his mother since he was 20 in Seosan, Chungnam, and Yook Hye-rin, who dreams of starting her own restaurant as an office worker, were perfectly dividing their roles unlike other participants.





While other teams had each member handling the side dishes individually, Team 5 had quick-handed Yook Hye-rin responsible for preparing the ingredients, while Lee Sang-ho took care of the cooking, creating one dish together.





“Team 5 stands out. Yook Hye-rin is handling the preparation while Lee Sang-ho is in charge of cooking. Is there a specific reason for this division of labor?”





When U Wang-seon asked, Yook Hye-rin replied.





“If one person handles everything from preparation to cooking, it becomes cumbersome, and we have a lot to make today, so we decided to divide the tasks.”





Even as she spoke, her hands never stopped moving.





I couldn’t fathom how much time and effort it must have taken to reach this point.





“I see. Are you not worried about Lee Sang-ho cooking?”





U Wang-seon posed a playful question, and Lee Sang-ho burst into laughter.





“We discussed the recipe together, so I trust him.”





Yook Hye-rin confidently added.





At first, she seemed unaccustomed to cooking in front of the camera and spoke softly, but now there was noticeable strength in her voice.





“Now let’s take a look at Team 1.”





U Wang-seon approached Team 1, composed of Joo Ji-seung and Park Seong-chil.





Like other teams, the two were working on their respective side dishes separately.





Nothing particularly stood out, but Judge Park Jeong-a made an observation.





“Joo Ji-seung is cooking without using chili powder, while Park Seong-chil is handling spicy ingredients.”





“Ah.”





Joo Ji-seung’s side didn’t contain any spicy ingredients like chili powder or pepper. In contrast, Park Seong-chil was filled with spicy seasonings.





“Was this intentional?”





When U Wang-seon asked, Joo Ji-seung removed the chive from the boiling water and replied, “Yes. Seong-chil will properly showcase the spiciness in this round.”





They had once again entrusted the preparation of spicy food to Park Seong-chil, who had served dishes containing capsaicin in the previous round that the judges and panel couldn’t eat. I felt a slight concern, but Joo Ji-seung’s confident attitude gave me a sense of trust.





“Spiciness. Ah, this must bring back painful memories for you, Park Seong-chil. What’s your resolve for today?”





“I will create the best side dish for my brother Ji-seung, who believes in me.”





Park Seong-chil laid a cloth in the steamer and filled it with a lot of hot peppers.





One of the side dishes he would present today seemed to be pickled hot peppers.





“Great! I’m looking forward to it. Next, we have Team 2, consisting of Sa Daemun and Jo Il-sang.”





Sa Daemun (+21 points) and Jo Il-sang (-1 point) were also unusual.





Their main dish was Yeolguja-tang, and they were preparing the necessary ingredients together, placing them in the central hot pot.





Sa Daemun was frying fish pancakes, beef tripe pancakes, and meat pancakes, while Jo Il-sang prepared the broth and arranged the minari (water celery), mushrooms, peppers, egg garnish, and abalone.





They had only prepared a couple of basic side dishes: fresh kimchi and seasoned bean sprouts, seemingly focusing all their efforts on the Yeolguja-tang.





“I’m looking forward to Team 3 as well.”





Team 3, composed of Gu Yeon-ja (+16 points) and Shim Dong-pal (+3 points), was also noteworthy.





There wasn’t a single piece of meat to be found at their workstation, which was preparing temple food.





I was curious what kind of meal they would create with all the various vegetables and herbs.





“It seems completely vegan. Gu Yeon-ja, what’s your intention today?”





“Yes. Korean cuisine is said to be known as vegan food overseas. I want to show you how delicious and healthy Korean vegetarian food can be compared to salads.”





“I see. I wasn’t aware that Korean cuisine was regarded as vegetarian.”





Judge Oh Mi-kyung spoke up.





“There’s a clear distinction from Western perceptions of vegetarianism. In the West, they mainly utilize leafy greens, while in Korea, we use a variety of ingredients, including leaves, fruits, seeds, mushrooms, and seaweeds. Additionally, the cooking or drying process of raw vegetables helps remove plant toxins.”





“The blanching and drying processes not only help remove toxins but also aid in digestion,” Lee Chan-seok added to Oh Mi-kyung’s explanation.





“In the vegetarian dishes of Korean cuisine, we minimize cooking and instead focus on fermentation. We utilize microorganisms to enhance the flavors of the food. With such characteristics, Korean cuisine is gaining recognition as an eco-friendly and healthy food option.”





Judge Ham Seok-ho concluded.





Thinking back, my perception of Korean food was dishes like stir-fried pork, spicy stir-fried squid, and various stews, yet the vegetarian culture has developed quite a bit.





“But is the nutrient content alright?”





U Wang-seon directed a sharp question at Team 3, who was preparing a vegetarian meal.





As emphasized by several judges, a full table setting must be balanced in taste and nutrients.





“We’ll be using tofu to ensure we get enough protein,” Shim Dong-pal replied.





“Tofu. That sounds good. I look forward to it.”





Honestly, it’s not my preference.





While tofu can be tasty, I believe it can’t substitute for meat, and I wonder how well a plant-based meal will appeal to the panel.





Judges might be interested in vegetarian dishes, but I question whether they will resonate with the general public's taste, like mine or the panel's.





“Next up is Team 4.”





Each team was being introduced one by one.





There were so many dishes being prepared that it was overwhelming to take it all in.





As I marveled at the contestants’ skills, executing everything with ease, I felt my mouth watering little by little.





The various aromas—spicy, sweet, and savory—stimulated my senses as if I had stepped into a Korean buffet kitchen.





I was hungry.





“10 seconds until cooking ends!”





Jo Wang-taek began the countdown.





In front of each person, a bowl of rice was prepared, but I felt resentment toward the production team for only preparing one bowl for so many side dishes.





“The first team to finish cooking is Team 5, Yook Hye-rin and Lee Sang-ho.”





Team 5, who had perfectly divided their roles, surprisingly finished cooking first.





Clearly, with one person handling the preparation and cleaning, Lee Sang-ho could focus entirely on cooking.





Team 5 set out a total of six plates for the panel and judges, following the rules.





Upon examining their table setting, the main dish was beef bulgogi.





The side dishes included green onion kimchi, pumpkin salad, lotus root with perilla powder, and seasoned seaweed, while a pot of soybean paste stew was bubbling away.





The judges split into two groups of three and began tasting the dishes together.





“Mmm.”





Lotus root, which I usually eat braised, is also delicious when seasoned with perilla powder. Its crunchy texture and nutty aroma make for a healthy yet interesting side dish.





The main dish, beef bulgogi, was nothing short of perfect.





The umami flavor from the soy sauce and beef was enhanced by spices like garlic and pepper, making it even richer in taste.





The slightly salty and sweet seasoning permeated the thinly sliced beef perfectly.





The green onion kimchi was excellent for refreshing my palate, as its strong onion flavor and crunchy texture revitalized my mouth. Adding a spoonful of hearty soybean paste stew made me feel like I was enjoying a true home-cooked meal.





“Wow. This is so good.”





“How about you, Ban-Chan-yong?”





“It really tastes like my mom’s cooking. Anyone living alone can relate; when you go back home after a long time, your mom sets the table with beef bulgogi and soybean paste stew. This tastes just like that. If this were a blind test, I would have called Yook Hye-rin and Lee Sang-ho 'mom.' Mom!”





As he called out “mom” while looking at Lee Sang-ho, he brought his hand to his lip and averted his gaze.





The panelists, especially Haim, burst into laughter.





“Wow. Home-cooked meal. That’s essentially the highest compliment you can give. Ban-Chan-yong received a score of 9.”





As always, the first tasting serves as a benchmark.





If it were up to me, I would give it a 10, but since I expect some incredible dishes to come out, I’ll give Team 5 a score of 9 and use that as the standard for scoring.





“It’s quite ordinary.”





Lee Chan-seok wiped around his mouth.





“Ban-Chan-yong just gave a high compliment, but it seems like you have a different opinion, Lee Chan-seok.”





“Yes. While the basics are there, I wonder if this is something worthy of presenting in Round 4 of the Korean Cuisine Appreciation. Was there a specific reason you arranged it this way?”





How is it that from the moment he opens his mouth to the moment he closes it, he only chooses to say unkind things?





Yook Hye-rin and Lee Sang-ho's expressions hardened.

    Yechan (1)



    



    “I feel like the menu lacks any signs of careful consideration. It was well made.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok awarded Team 5 a score of 6.



    



    “I have a different opinion.”



    



    Judge Park Jeong-ah stepped forward.



    



    “Beef bulgogi is one of the first traditional dishes that come to mind when we think of Korean cuisine. Especially, the bulgogi made by Team 5 shows the effort put into preparation, ensuring that the seasoning is well absorbed. The signs of careful consideration are very clear.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok raised an eyebrow.



    



    “The rich flavor and greasiness of the bulgogi, along with the thoughtfulness about which side dishes to serve, are also well expressed. The crunchy and refreshing green onion kimchi, and the nutty flavor and crisp texture of the lotus root seasoned with perilla powder provide a sense of stability. The comforting soybean paste stew eases the stomach, and there's also the sweet pumpkin salad for a refreshing finish. There’s nothing to criticize about the meal composition. Ban-Chan-yong also pointed that out well.”



    



    I couldn't help but feel a bit proud.



    



    “I believe Team 5's meal was excellent. Thank you for the meal.”



    



    Judge Park Jeong-ah awarded 9 points.



    



    “I agree with the previous two judges. As we discussed before the judging, balance between taste and nutrition is crucial in a traditional Korean meal. It’s better than most traditional Korean restaurant offerings.”



    



    Judge Oh Mi-gyeong also gave a score of 9.



    



    “So far, the total score from the four judges is 33 points. What about you, Judge Ham Seok-ho?”



    



    Jwa Wang-taek asked.



    



    Judge Ham Seok-ho, who had been with his eyes closed, silently wrote down a score of 9 and turned his head away.



    



    “Chef Lee Chan-seok, what defines a fine dining dish?”



    



    Not expecting to be addressed, Lee Chan-seok looked momentarily flustered before answering.



    



    “A dish made from good ingredients.”



    



    “Then, if you simply steam dried abalone and serve it, is that fine dining?”



    



    “Well…”



    



    “A fine dish is one that, made with good ingredients, brings joy and health to the eater. Good ingredients do not simply refer to expensive ones.”



    



    Judge Ham Seok-ho spoke as if teaching a student.



    



    “Expensive is just a metaphor to make expression easier. In reality, precious ingredients are naturally expensive.”



    



    I felt a pang in my chest at the familiar logic.



    



    “Teacher Bae would never teach that.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok fell silent at Ham Seok-ho's words.



    



    By “Teacher Bae,” he likely meant Bae Seung-ho, Lee Chan-seok's mentor and a peer of Ham Seok-ho. He is a well-known chef in the Korean culinary world and the first to gain the title of star chef in Korea.



    



    “Never forget that a single word or gesture from you can tarnish your mentor's reputation.”



    



    With Judge Ham Seok-ho's quiet warning, the atmosphere in the studio became tense.



    



    The participants looked bewildered, I felt like dancing out of excitement, and Lee Chan-seok turned beet red, unable to say anything.



    



    I was worried the recording would be interrupted, but U Wang-seon and Jwa Wang-taek seemed to receive some instructions through their earpieces and continued with the judging.



    



    “Team 5, Yook Hye-rin and Lee Sang-ho, you have received a total score of 89 from the judges and the panel.”



    



    Lee Sang-ho clenched his fist, and Yook Hye-rin bowed her head with her hands together, as if overwhelmed with emotion.



    



    Looking at the score sheet, I noticed that both had achieved the highest scores they had received in previous rounds.



    



    Despite Lee Chan-seok's biased evaluation, they seemed to feel a sense of accomplishment for achieving this.



    



    “Next, we have the meal prepared by Team 3, consisting of Gu Yeon-ja and Shim Dong-pal.”



    



    The vegetarian meal prepared by Team 3 was up for judging as the second team.



    



    The main dish was braised tofu topped with a soft-boiled egg, seasoned with a red sauce.



    



    The side dishes included fern, chamnamul (a type of wild vegetable), chwi-namul (another wild vegetable), radish salad, bean sprouts, stir-fried pumpkin, and cabbage pancakes, and instead of soup, they served stir-fried ssamjang (a dipping sauce).



    



    It looked incredibly lavish.



    



    “You can take some of the vegetables and ssamjang from the platter and mix them well. Be sure to enjoy the tofu with the soft-boiled egg.”



    



    Gu Yeon-ja introduced their dish.



    



    As instructed, I added various vegetables to my bowl and scooped a serving of rice.



    



    I took a big spoonful of the stir-fried ssamjang and drizzled some sesame oil on top before mixing it all together.



    



    The nutty aroma wafted up, and I couldn’t resist taking a big bite.



    



    It was a heavenly taste.



    



    I was caught off guard by how flavorful the vegetarian dish was. It was likely due to the special stir-fried ssamjang made by Gu Yeon-ja and the proper seasoning on each of the vegetables.



    



    After enjoying the bibimbap a couple more times, I shifted my focus to the braised tofu.



    



    My portion consisted of a small piece of sliced tofu and half a soft-boiled egg, and I took a bite with some seasoning.



    



    The seasoning was also quite strong.



    



    The spicy seasoning was well absorbed by the tofu, and the heat that could have been overwhelming was balanced by the soft-boiled egg.



    



    “Wow.”



    



    Looking around, everyone seemed surprised.



    



    “Ban-Chan-yong, how does it taste?”



    



    Lately, they often ask me first.



    



    “I used to be a meat-eater, you know. I had to start eating this way because I needed to lose weight, but I couldn’t understand how anyone could live off salads. But after trying Team 3's meal, I think I could really go vegetarian if it’s like this.”



    



    “Is this vegetarian food something even carnivores could eat?”



    



    “Yes. If you asked a tiger if it wanted this or some rice cake, it wouldn’t hesitate to choose Team 3’s meal.”



    



    I pondered how it compared to Team 5's offering. While it was truly delicious, I still felt that it might not beat the balance provided by the bulgogi, so I noted down a score of 8.



    



    “Before we begin judging, I mentioned that the use of microorganisms to create various flavors is a characteristic of Korean cuisine,” Judge Ham Seok-ho began his evaluation.



    



    “It was an excellent meal.”



    



    When Ham Seok-ho wrote down a score of 10, Gu Yeon-ja and Shim Dong-pal let out what sounded like a shriek of excitement.



    



    It’s quite rare for Ham Seok-ho to give a perfect score, and the other participants applauded in congratulations.



    



    Perhaps he thought the essence of Korean cuisine lay in the flavors of the sauces, so he awarded Team 3 a high score for their effective use of those flavors.



    



    “It seems you put a lot of thought into mixing the various vegetables quickly while ensuring their texture didn’t deteriorate before judging. It was really delicious.”



    



    Judge Park Jeong-ah gave a score of 9.



    



    “The sauce tastes great; did you make it yourself?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    Gu Yeon-ja nodded and replied.



    



    “I think this sauce reflects the skills you’ve accumulated over time. However, the sauce overpowered the vegetable flavors a bit, and the seasoning on the braised tofu was quite strong, which was somewhat disappointing. I enjoyed the meal.”



    



    Judge Oh Mi-gyeong awarded 8 points.



    



    I wondered if it was just me feeling the seasoning was particularly strong since I was on a diet, but it seemed that Judge Oh Mi-gyeong felt the same way.



    



    It appeared that emphasizing the variety of flavors like umami and saltiness in vegetarian dishes could lead to perceptions of overly strong seasoning for some individuals.



    



    “High scores keep coming in this round. Lee Chan-seok, please give your assessment.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok, seemingly lost in thought, suddenly raised his head.



    



    “Thank you for the meal.”



    



    There was hesitation in his hand as he wrote down the score. After scratching something out, he eventually showed a score of 7.



    



    With no commentary provided, Jwa Wang-taek nudged him again to speak, and he reluctantly opened his mouth.



    



    “The ssamjang you served was strong, so you should have used less seasoning on the vegetables. As for the cabbage pancake…”



    



    Lee Chan-seok trailed off.



    



    It was predictable that he’d have negative comments about the food, but surprisingly he held his tongue.



    



    He seemed to be still in shock from Ham Seok-ho’s earlier comments.



    



    “Yes. Understood.”



    



    Jwa Wang-taek also noticed that Lee Chan-seok wasn’t himself and continued with the proceedings.



    



    It was a good thing this was a recording; it would have been a disaster if it had been live.



    



    Team 3, Gu Yeon-ja and Shim Dong-pal, received a total score of 84, followed by Team 4, Kim Han-yeol and Kim Du-il, with 82 points, Team 6, Oh Sang-gil and Choi Eun-sam, with 90 points, and Team 2, Sa Daemun and Jo Il-sang, with 85 points, revealing the ranking more clearly.



    



    If Ju Ji-seung and Park Seong-chil placed 1st or 2nd today, Ju Ji-seung would be in a strong position for overall victory.



    



    “Finally, we have Team 1, consisting of Ju Ji-seung, who is currently in first place, and Park Seong-chil, who has painful memories from the last round. Ju Ji-seung, what dish have you prepared today?”



    



    U Wang-seon asked.



    



    “It’s a pot rice meal. You can serve the rice as you usually do, add hot water to rehydrate the scorched rice, and enjoy it with the prepared side dishes.”



    



    “Pot rice! I’m looking forward to this. Park Seong-chil, I imagine you’re feeling particularly determined today. What do you think?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    Park Seong-chil spoke with a somewhat tense expression.



    



    “I only listened to Judge Ham Seok-ho’s comments last week, but I’ll be answering through my cooking today. Also…”



    



    Park Seong-chil bowed his head to the other contestants.



    



    “I sincerely apologize once again.”



    



    Some nodded, while others remained indifferent, but no one openly criticized Park Seong-chil.



    



    Each contestant prepared one serving for the two judges.



    



    The main dish was braised monkfish made by Park Seong-chil, and the side dishes included stir-fried chili peppers, sesame leaf salad, bean sprout salad, and a dipping sauce.



    



    It looked like it was meant to be eaten mixed with the rice.



    



    As I lifted the lid of the pot rice, a steaming aroma wafted up, filled with the scents of mushrooms and abalone.



    



    Abalone pot rice from Restaurant D in Donghae City.



    



    “Wow.”



    



    The beautifully cooked yellowish abalone, along with carrots, green onions, mushrooms, and rice, looked stunning.



    



    The colors were so vibrant, and the subtle mushroom scent was tempting enough to spark my appetite, even on the final judging day.



    



    I shared the abalone with Judge Oh Mi-gyeong and split the rice in half before adding water to the pot.



    



    “Here goes.”



    



    I scooped some seasoning sauce onto the rice, mixed it, and took a big bite. The mushroom aroma gently filled my nasal passages.



    



    The rich grains of rice made me feel indulgent.



    



    I couldn’t resist.



    



    Luxuriously, I popped an entire abalone into my mouth.



    



    It was practically a full meal on its own. The pot alone contained a perfectly arranged feast.



    



    Still, I needed to taste the side dishes, so I hesitantly reached for the braised monkfish, feeling a bit apprehensive.



    



    Last week’s experience had left a strong impression, making me hesitant to approach it.



    



    Nonetheless, I picked up a piece of monkfish coated in the thick sauce, along with some water celery, and blew gently before putting it in my mouth.



    



    The unique texture was chewy yet crumbled apart once I started chewing, captivating my tongue and gums.



    



    The sweet yet spicy sauce stimulated my salivary glands along with the water celery.



    



    With the healthy and rich pot rice calming my mouth and stomach, I felt like a bull in front of a red cape, ready to charge.



    



    I couldn’t help but dive into the red sauce.



    



    As I alternated between bites of monkfish and spoonfuls of pot rice, the spiciness began to build, prompting me to calm my stomach with the sesame leaf salad and bean sprout salad.



    



    However, the cycle soon began again, leading to Judge Oh Mi-gyeong offering me some of her rice.



    



    “Wow, wow.”



    



    As I hurriedly ate, trying to cool down the food in my mouth, Judge Ham Seok-ho began his evaluation.



    



    Regardless, it was so delicious that I kept eating, while Judge Park Jeong-ah wiped her sweat and scooped some of the monkfish sauce to mix with her rice.



    



    “Is this genius?”



    



    I too took some of the sauce, mixed it with my rice, and the panelists began to laugh.

  
    Yechan (2)



    



    "Judge Ban Chanyong is impressive. It’s like he just picked up his spoon. That must mean it’s really delicious, right?"



    



    At Jwa Wang-taek's words, I came to my senses.



    



    "Yes. I already love braised monkfish, but it’s especially delicious because it’s made with fresh ingredients. The spicy and thick seasoning goes perfectly with it. If Park Seong-chil had served this monkfish in Round 3, I think he would have won."



    



    Park Seong-chil beamed with joy.



    



    “With that monkfish, along with the sesame leaf salad and bean sprout salad, it’s easy to cleanse the palate. And the rich pot rice is really delicious. I really enjoyed it.”



    



    It was indeed a hearty meal.



    



    Both my body and spirit felt nourished, making it hard to judge whether it was better than the beef bulgogi served by the 5th team, Yuk Hye-rin and Lee Sang-ho.



    



    So, I gave them both a score of 9.



    



    “Scores are generally high today. Judge Park Jeong-ah, what did you think?”



    



    “Honestly, it’s better to use frozen fish for monkfish. That way, the flesh doesn’t break apart.”



    



    I didn’t know that.



    



    "But in Incheon, they uniquely use fresh monkfish for braising. It’s also called 'multeombong,' and it’s characterized by using kelp and anchovies to make the broth while boiling the monkfish, enhancing its umami. Plus, there are special parts you can only taste when using fresh fish.”



    



    Now that I think about it, I’ve seen videos from other Mukbang YouTubers mentioning that Incheon’s monkfish braising is famous.



    



    They say the monkfish liver is particularly tasty.



    



    "Was the rich flavor from the monkfish liver?"



    



    When I asked, Judge Park Jeong-ah nodded.



    



    “Yes. It’s been a while since I had it, and mashing the liver and mixing it with the seasoning was really a delicacy. I enjoyed it a lot.”



    



    Judge Park Jeong-ah wrote down a score of 10.



    



    “It seems like we’re expecting high scores again. Judge Ham Seok-ho, please share your evaluation.”



    



    After Ham Seok-ho and Oh Mi-gyeong gave scores of 9 and 8 respectively, Joo Ji-seung and Park Seong-chil celebrated with a high-five, and only Lee Chan-seok's turn remained.



    



    “Lee Chan-seok, what did you think of Team 1's presentation?”



    



    Lee Chan-seok hesitated for a moment before speaking.



    



    “The monkfish is…”



    



    He paused briefly.



    



    As Jwa Wang-taek and Jwa Wang-taek tilted their heads in confusion, he continued.



    



    “It was originally a fish that nobody would eat. The reason it’s called ‘multeombong’ in Incheon is that fishermen would throw away the monkfish because they thought it looked ugly.”



    



    Ham Seok-ho watched Lee Chan-seok closely.



    



    “Monkfish braising started in Masan. There was an old woman who wondered why anyone would eat this fish, so she threw it outside in the cold winter, and after freezing and thawing it repeatedly, it dried naturally and became a dish. Now, monkfish is considered an expensive food, but it was once looked down upon.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok stopped speaking after that.



    



    A brief silence fell over the recording studio, and I decided to speak up.



    



    "I’ve heard that the semi-dried monkfish braising from Masan is also delicious. The fish that was once discarded became a delicacy, celebrated for its umami and chewy texture. Everyone was disappointed after Round 3’s mistakes, but with this monkfish, you’ve proven your worth."



    



    Park Seong-chil bowed his head.



    



    Before that, his eyes had been red, showing how much he had suffered.



    



    “Isn’t that right, Lee Chan-seok?”



    



    Lee Chan-seok looked at me.



    



    I wanted to ask him what monkfish meant to him, considering he had dismissed inexpensive ingredients like mackerel, soybean paste stew, and angel hair.



    



    Lobster was once a food only available to prisoners but is now considered expensive.



    



    Monkfish and eel were also discarded by fishermen, yet they have become expensive ingredients.



    



    I hoped Lee Chan-seok would realize that people could be the same, so I asked him, and he slowly turned his gaze towards Joo Ji-seung and Park Seong-chil.



    



    “I enjoyed it.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok gave Team 1, Joo Ji-seung and Park Seong-chil, a score of 9, and as the panel’s scores were tallied, the results for Round 4 were determined.



    



    “Round 4’s winner is Joo Ji-seung and Park Seong-chil!”



    



    Joo Ji-seung raised his fist triumphantly, while Park Seong-chil seemed to relax, letting his shoulders drop as he lifted his head.



    



    When Joo Ji-seung hugged him, he finally smiled, relishing the joy of their first round victory.



    



    The 2nd place went to Team 6 (Oh Sang-gil, Choi Eun-sam), who scored 90 points, while 3rd place went to Team 5 (Yuk Hye-rin, Lee Sang-ho) with 89 points.



    



    Due to Lee Chan-seok’s biased judging criteria, despite being capable of winning, Yuk Hye-rin and Lee Sang-ho finished in 3rd place, which must be disappointing for them.



    



    Following that, 4th place went to Team 2 (Sa Daemun, Jo Il-sang) with 85 points, and 5th place went to Team 3 (Gu Yeon-ja, Shim Dong-pal) with 84 points.



    



    Even though Team 4 (Kim Han-yeol, Kim Du-il) received a relatively high score of 82 and favorable reviews, they ended up in last place.



    



    It’s disheartening due to the limitations of the competitive program.



    



    With that, the individual overall rankings began to take shape, with Joo Ji-seung rising as the sole candidate for victory.



    



    1st place: Joo Ji-seung (+34 points)



    



    2nd place: Sa Daemun (+23 points)



    



    3rd place: Gu Yeon-ja (+16 points)



    



    4th place: Yuk Hye-rin (+14 points), Oh Sang-gil (+14 points)



    



    6th place: Choi Eun-sam (+13 points)



    



    7th place: Lee Sang-ho (+11 points)



    



    8th place: Kim Han-yeol (+10 points)



    



    9th place: Park Seong-chil (+9 points)



    



    10th place: Shim Dong-pal (+3 points)



    



    11th place: Kim Du-il (+2 points)



    



    12th place: Jo Il-sang (+1 point)



    



    Currently, with a 9-point lead over 2nd place Sa Daemun, if there are no major mistakes in the remaining two rounds, victory seems likely.



    



    Another point of interest is that Yuk Hye-rin and Choi Eun-sam, who faced difficulties early on, have entered the competition for the win.



    



    The theme for Round 5 is homemade meals.



    



    Writer Song No-eul explained that the theme is for storytelling through each participant's individual experiences.



    



    I wonder what changes will occur among the participants moving forward.



    



    Considering Yuk Hye-rin and Lee Sang-ho, who regrettably finished 3rd due to Lee Chan-seok, I’m concerned that they might develop a tendency to desperately seek expensive ingredients.



    



    When I turned my head, I saw Lee Chan-seok leaving the studio without greeting anyone.



    



    ---



    



    ** * **



    



    The 4th episode of the Korean Food Appreciation program began airing.



    



    I sat on the sofa alongside my pickled vegetables, snacking on blueberries while monitoring the broadcast.



    



    As the advertisement ended, the studio of the "Banya Sikgyeong" show appeared.



    



    "It seems like today isn’t a competition," I remarked.



    



    "Yeah, I heard they’re doing interviews with the contestants. They’ll talk about their motivations for participating and what they’re currently doing," Mukunji replied, nodding as he munched on blueberries.



    



    It seemed he had almost overcome his reluctance to eat, which was a relief.



    



    "Let’s take a look at contestant number 12, Joo Ji-seung, who runs a YouTube channel with 1.3 million subscribers. Let’s see how he spends his daily life."



    



    Woo Wang-seon introduced the segment in an old-school reporter style and knocked on a door.



    



    The screen shifted immediately to reveal the interior of the Banya Sikgyeong studio, shown artfully through the narrator's guidance.



    



    Even a place I had seen many times looked different when presented that way.



    



    The screen changed again.



    



    Joo Ji-seung was holding his daughter, Taerin.



    



    "The studio looks great, doesn’t it?"



    



    "Thank you."



    



    "I’ve always wanted to ask you, Joo Ji-seung. You’re already a successful YouTuber, and your income must be considerable, so why do you want to become a chef and run a restaurant?"



    



    "You know how it is, Woo Wang-seon. We never know how long we can do this kind of work."



    



    "That's true. Even if I don’t make any mistakes, I could just lose my popularity."



    



    "Exactly. So I’ve always had a desire to find something I can do consistently. During that time, I briefly experienced running a lunchbox business."



    



    "Baek Seung-yong's car. It was mentioned a lot in the news, right?"



    



    "Yeah, it was tough, but I really enjoyed it. I felt happiness in seeing people enjoy the food I made."



    



    "So that’s the reason?"



    



    "Right. I wanted to create another avenue besides YouTube, and since I enjoy cooking, I thought about pursuing that."



    



    "That cute baby you’re holding is your daughter, right?"



    



    "Yes. Taerin, say hello!"



    



    "Hello!"



    



    Five-year-old Taerin greeted us. Although her speech wasn’t fully developed, she was just as bright as her mother.



    



    "I have a daughter too, and she’s so cute. I wish I could keep her from getting married and live with her forever."



    



    "Haha! I know, right? But I also hope she grows up quickly. I can’t help but think about how old I’ll be when Taerin graduates from college."



    



    "That ties back to the concern you mentioned about steady income."



    



    "Exactly. I worry about how long I can provide for her. By then, I’ll have white hair, wrinkles, and a hunched back, and that worries me."



    



    "It seems all parents feel the same way."



    



    "Not really?"



    



    Joo Taerin chimed in, feigning innocence.



    



    She’s not at the age where she can accept that her father will grow old.



    



    Joo Ji-seung smiled and said, "It’s okay. Everyone gets older. If I grow old, that means Taerin is growing up too."



    



    He gently patted his daughter.



    



    "That’s not what I mean."



    



    "Then what do you mean?"



    



    "If you’re bald, how will you turn white?"



    



    "Phahaha!"



    



    I turned my head at the loud laugh, noticing Mukunji’s serious expression.



    



    Our eyes met.



    



    "What’s wrong?"



    



    "Nothing at all."



    



    I turned my head back.



    



    Just as I got distracted, a proper interview began.



    



    "Now, let’s talk about Korean Food Appreciation. You’re currently in first place overall. How do you feel about that?"



    



    "So far, everything has gone as planned. However, everyone’s skills are really good, so it’s too early to relax."



    



    "With such fierce competition, I don’t think you’ll let your guard down."



    



    "Honestly, I do feel some pressure. My subscribers have been threatening to unsubscribe if I don’t win."



    



    "Wow, that sounds scary. If you don’t win, your dream of starting a business could go up in smoke, along with losing subscribers."



    



    "Exactly. So I absolutely must win."



    



    "Fighting!"



    



    Joo Taerin clenched her fist in support, and Joo Ji-seung mimicked her gesture.



    



    “Do you think Ji-seung has a chance of winning?” Mukunji asked.



    



    "Yes. If we look at the scores, the gap is quite wide. Unless something unusual happens, I just need to be cautious of Sa Daemun and Gu Yeon-ja."



    



    "Is there anything bothering you?"



    



    "Um..."



    



    "Is it because of Lee Chan-seok?"



    



    "No, not him. I won’t have to deal with him after Korean Food Appreciation, so I’m not worried about that. It’s the other contestants that are on my mind."



    



    Mukunji turned his head.



    



    In the meantime, the interview with contestant number 3, Choi Eun-sam, began.



    



    "It seems that both Choi Eun-sam, Park Seong-chil, and Yuk Hye-rin all have their stories. They have skills, too. It’s a shame that talented people like them don’t receive any benefits unless they come in first place," I said.



    



    "Wasn’t Choi Eun-sam's spicy ribs decided to be commercialized?"



    



    "That’s true. But I still think all twelve participants are amazing."



    



    Mukunji thought for a moment before speaking.



    



    "How about inviting each contestant to the show?"



    



    "Excuse me?"



    



    "It would help promote their individual businesses or YouTube channels. Chan-yong would get a free day of broadcasting, so it would be good for him too."



    



    "Ah."



    



    Mukunji really is a genius.

  
    Yechan (3)



    



    The daily lives and interviews of participants other than Joo Ji-seung were also revealed.



    



    Choi Eun-sam, who runs a rice soup restaurant in Yeongcheon, Gyeongsangbuk-do, was introduced. He was already known as a popular restaurant, but since the Korean Food Appreciation show, customers have been flocking to him.



    



    - 3 AM. Choi Eun-sam’s day starts earlier than others.



    



    - Are you coming to work at this hour?



    



    Jwa Wang-taek asked in a husky voice.



    



    - Yes.



    



    Without saying much, Choi Eun-sam got into his truck.



    



    Upon arriving at the restaurant, he began preparing for the day’s business.



    



    - Do you do all of this by yourself?



    



    - Of course.



    



    Choi Eun-sam chuckled as he peeled onions.



    



    As it passed 5 AM, customers started to arrive at his rice soup restaurant one by one.



    



    There were market workers, people in work boots, and even Choi Eun-sam’s father.



    



    As everyone was enjoying their bowls of rice soup, Jwa Wang-taek requested an interview with Choi Eun-sam’s father, Choi Deok-ho.



    



    At 78 years old, he sells seafood, including dombaegi (a type of fish), in the market.



    



    - Do you usually come out this early?



    



    -Of course.



    



    - Do you eat your son’s rice soup every morning?



    



    - Yes.



    



    Both father and son were consistently taciturn.



    



    The scene shifted to an interview at Choi Deok-ho’s stall.



    



    - You must feel reassured, having your son’s restaurant right next to yours.



    



    - It is reassuring.



    



    - He’s a good son.



    



    - No, he’s a bad son. There’s no son as unfilial as him.



    



    Choi Deok-ho shook his head and went inside.



    



    The video then captured Choi Eun-sam after finishing his morning business.



    



    - Did you have a disagreement with your father?



    



    - Heh heh.



    



    As he trimmed scallions, Choi Eun-sam chuckled but remained silent.



    



    After waiting, Jwa Wang-taek prompted him to speak.



    



    - My father said that young people should go live in Seoul. But he doesn’t like that I’m here doing rice soup instead.



    



    - With your skills, I think you could do well in Seoul.



    



    Choi Eun-sam set down the scallions and gazed outside.



    



    - I like it here.



    



    Looking out at his hometown, Choi Eun-sam smiled gently.



    



    - It feels comfortable because it's where I was born and raised.



    



    Choi Eun-sam consistently used local ingredients such as garlic, onions, and dombaegi, which are synonymous with Yeongcheon.



    



    - There are many people who would feel sad if I weren’t here. You saw that this morning.



    



    - Indeed. Many came from early morning.



    



    - It’s a bit disheartening to see people leave one by one. It really is.



    



    Choi Eun-sam said bitterly.



    



    The video conveyed the fact that Yeongcheon Market, once thriving, has significantly dwindled in size over the years.



    



    Back on screen, Choi Eun-sam expressed that he dislikes seeing the market he remembered from childhood slowly fade away and be forgotten by people.



    



    He wants to maintain his presence and let people know through Korean Food Appreciation that there are delicious foods in Yeongcheon.



    



    "Your love for your hometown is truly evident," Mukunji said.



    



    "Yeah, it can’t be easy," came the reply.



    



    It reminded me of the dombaegi from the first round.



    



    Looking back, the dombaegi was a dish infused with Choi Eun-sam's love for his hometown.



    



    He must have wanted to promote Yeongcheon through the delicious dishes made from the dombaegi his father sells, but receiving negative reviews must have been incredibly painful for him.



    



    Next, the segment introduced Sa-daemun.



    



    As a strong contender from Seosan, he has been in a constant competition for the top spot with Joo Ji-seung, and I was curious about his backstory.



    



    Similar to Choi Eun-sam, Sa-daemun’s restaurant was introduced, and an interview took place during a quiet time between lunch and dinner.



    



    - I’ve been doing this for a long time. I started when I was 17, so it’s been about 30 or 31 years.



    



    In response to the question of when he started cooking, Sa-daemun replied.



    



    - So you started in high school?



    



    - Yes. I didn’t like going to school. Haha!



    



    Sa-daemun shared that he dropped out of high school to pursue a career as a chef.



    



    Subtitles revealed that Sa-daemun lost his parents at a young age and could not continue his education.



    



    - Back then, there were no places to learn. I couldn’t even think about learning in school like now. I just went to a restaurant and started washing dishes to learn.



    



    Sa-daemun spoke casually, as if it were no big deal.



    



    - That must not have been easy.



    



    - No, it wasn’t. You had to learn by observing, and back then, everyone kept their skills to themselves. They thought of it as a way to make a living.



    



    - So what did you do?



    



    - You had to learn cleverly. After washing dishes for a few years, they’d let you handle cold dishes, like salads. You’d be happy about that, and after a few more years of working quietly, they’d let you use the stove. That’s how it went.



    



    - Did you ever want to give up?



    



    - Not at all. I loved cooking. I was happy to earn 200,000 won a month and sleep in the attic of the restaurant.



    



    Sa-daemun pulled out several worn notebooks.



    



    He introduced them as recipe notes from that time, showing the wear and tear that illustrated his effort.



    



    - 200,000 won?



    



    - Yes. That’s how it was back then. The environment for chefs has only improved recently.



    



    I knew how hard kitchen work was from my one-month experience in a lunchbox business.



    



    While I was only doing limited lunch service, other chefs must have faced far greater labor intensity.



    



    Despite that, it was a low salary, making me wonder how chefs of that era managed to survive.



    



    - There was pride in it. At least in this town, I was the best at this dish. At least I was different from those who played around with food. Customers recognized that pride, and that’s how I continued.



    



    U Wang-seon nodded in agreement.



    



    - But there are times when that pride gets shaken.



    



    - In what way?



    



    Sa-daemun showed a family photo on his phone.



    



    - Isn’t it beautiful?



    



    - **I thought I wanted to live like that, so I started learning little by little, and it was so much fun. I had some depression, but I felt okay when I was cooking.**



    



    I had heard similar things when I was in therapy for depression.



    



    One of the ways to overcome depression is to move your body and prepare meals for yourself.



    



    Just setting a decent table for yourself instead of relying on takeout or instant food can significantly improve symptoms.



    



    This is true in practice as well.



    



    -Since Mom runs a toast business here, I’ve learned a lot. I know what’s needed and how to deal with customers.



    



    -Be quiet. Go take a nap.



    



    Yook Hye-rin’s mother, Hong Jae-sun, scolded her daughter once more, but when Yook Hye-rin snuggled up and leaned against her shoulder, she couldn’t help but smile.



    



    The mother-daughter relationship seemed really good.



    



    -How is it at work?



    



    -Everyone was surprised. They didn’t know I was doing something like this after work.



    



    Yook Hye-rin said, a bit shy.



    



    - You mentioned that if you win, you’d start your own business. What does your boss say about that?



    



    - It’s not like the company would fall apart without me... They don’t really treat me well either. Ah, please don’t air this. Edit it out.



    



    “Yook Hye-rin definitely needs to win.”



    



    I couldn’t help but be impressed by the main producer’s personality, and Mukunji's comment made me burst out laughing.

  
    Praise (4)



    



    After the fourth episode of "Korean Cuisine Praise," support for each participant poured in.



    



    On the WTV Korean Cuisine Praise bulletin board and social media, many people with similar stories encouraged the participants.



    



    In contrast, negative sentiment towards Lee Chan-seok was growing, likely influenced by a sharp comment from Ham Seok-ho.



    



    During the filming, I understood that they had to proceed with the recording, but it was surprising how much they edited the conversation to highlight the participants with stories.



    



    I had always thought it was better to avoid creating controversies, but it seems that the show's producer, Choi Young-moon, believed that Lee Chan-seok's problematic remarks would boost the ratings.



    



    In fact, this is something that would be unacceptable for a side dish shop.



    



    I know the term "noise marketing," but if a participant causes controversy in a personal broadcast, the video becomes unusable.



    



    Even if it’s not my fault, just the presence of someone who caused a problem can lead to issues like downvotes, hate comments, and demands for explanations.



    



    If there’s a personal connection with the problematic individual, the situation becomes even more awkward, while broadcasting stations can often remain relatively free from such issues.



    



    Of course, having to pull an entire program can still be a significant burden for the broadcasting station.



    



    The station, which has to cover production costs, usually has editors to handle such situations.



    



    From the editor's perspective, it’s a hassle to edit the completed video from scratch, but personal connections are not an issue when it comes to removing the problematic individual.



    



    Due to prompt and clear responses, negative sentiment towards the broadcasting station also doesn’t last long.



    



    By turning it into an issue, they might even expect a meaningful rise in viewership.



    



    At least, Choi Young-moon, the producer, seems to have made that judgment.



    



    Initially, I thought the only difference was in broadcasting regulations, but I realized that there are such differences between personal broadcasts and broadcasting stations.



    



    ***



    



    └ I really dislike Lee Chan-seok.



    



    └ Why is he so annoying?



    



    └ Who does he think he is, acting all high and mighty?



    



    └ Look at him getting scolded by Ham Seok-ho and flustered. If he’s going to act like that, he might as well keep his mouth shut.



    



    └ I feel this way every time I watch a competition program; if you’re going to play the harsh critic role, you need to be an expert. But what does Lee Chan-seok have other than being Baek Seung-ho’s disciple?



    



    └ Second place in the Paldo Jinmi competition.



    



    └ He’s acting like an elite just because he’s Baek Seung-ho’s student. You can see he’s getting arrogant.



    



    └ He got beaten by Park Jung-ah, who cooked with cheap ingredients while he used expensive ones, right?



    



    └ Huh?



    



    └ Isn't this funny? Did he get all high and mighty using expensive ingredients and then got smacked down, so now he’s stubborn about judging?



    



    └ Looks like he really has an inferiority complex about Park Jung-ah.



    



    └ Shouldn’t he be showing his inferiority complex on a public broadcast? Especially since he was a participant in a competition program himself?



    



    └ For real, reading people’s stories makes me furious. What did Yook Hye-rin and Lee Sang-ho do wrong?



    



    └ I feel uncomfortable about Joo Ji-seung and Park Sung-chil winning the fourth round too. It looks like they won because of Lee Chan-seok.



    



    └ It’s really a nuisance.



    



    └ He should just step down.



    



    └ Surprisingly, the side dish guy, who seemed insecure at first, judges better!



    



    └ For real, lol.



    



    └ The side dish guy speaks well. He really makes Lee Chan-seok shut up in the end.



    



    └ He proved that even seemingly trivial ingredients can become delicious food. I liked how he explained it alongside Park Sung-chil.



    



    └ He’s a guy who survives on his words; he’s like a packaging expert.



    



    └ Wasn't monkfish a fish people didn’t eat much before? It’s so delicious!



    



    └ Your ancestors had no taste.



    



    └ I’m just curious every time I see this kind of thing. I really wonder what it tastes like. Can’t they sell it?



    



    └ I heard they’re going to commercialize it?



    



    └ Isn’t that a perk for the winner?



    



    └ It was originally, but Choi Eun-sam is selling spicy braised ribs now.



    



    “Chan-yong,”



    



    As I was checking the public sentiment about Korean Cuisine Praise, Muk-ji came in.



    



    “Do you remember the 10 o’clock appointment?”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    Now that I think about it, today is the day of the CF shoot. Checking the time, I realized I had just over an hour until the appointment.



    



    “Thank you. I totally forgot.”



    



    “What are you looking at?”



    



    “The reactions to Korean Cuisine Praise. It’s crazy now that the participants' stories are revealed.”



    



    Muk-ji nodded as she checked the comments.



    



    “There was a reason we sent in the participants' stories for yesterday's broadcast.”



    



    “Right? You see it too, don’t you?”



    



    “Yes. They’re using Lee Chan-seok to generate sympathy for the participants and trying to make Ham Seok-ho and Park Jung-ah stand out, along with you. Very clever.”



    



    Muk-ji considered Choi Young-moon to be skilled.



    



    “It does feel like it’s unfolding as intended. I’m a bit scared, though.”



    



    “What are you scared of?”



    



    “I’m saying this to avoid misunderstandings, but I also dislike Lee Chan-seok. It’s true that he made a mistake.”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “However, what’s scary is how the broadcasting station uses situations like that. It means they can easily make small sacrifices for the sake of the program.”



    



    “Isn’t prioritizing ratings or views the same for broadcasting stations and individual YouTubers?”



    



    “Uh…”



    



    Muk-ji tilted her head.



    



    “I can’t do that kind of thing. But after hearing what you said, it seems that way.”



    



    In reality, not all YouTubers are like me.



    



    There are so many who are often classified as cyber bullies. They would trample on anyone for views, regardless of right or wrong.



    



    The targets can include people like Lee Chan-seok, who actually made a mistake, or cases where the wrongdoing is exaggerated, and even those who are forced into situations despite having done nothing wrong.



    



    ***



    



    “While I can't say that Choi Young-moon's response is entirely good, I believe Lee Chan-seok deserves criticism.”



    



    Muk-ji expressed her thoughts.



    



    I feel a sense of trust in her for always sharing her honest opinions.



    



    And to repay that trust, I should accept and respect her thoughts as they are.



    



    “That’s true. But I…”



    



    “You can speak comfortably.”



    



    And just as she was honest with me, I should be honest too.



    



    “I think I’m scared because I could end up in a situation like that.”



    



    Muk-ji nodded.



    



    “That's right. You can easily be used by someone, Chan-yong. Your value is high.”



    



    The higher the recognition, the greater the possibility.



    



    It’s hard to express how comforting it is to have someone who understands my feelings beside me.



    



    “That means you have to be careful with your words and actions.”



    



    I thought I had gotten better, but it seems I haven’t.



    



    Once again, the pressure weighs down on me.



    



    I worry that someone might get hurt by my words, or that I might come across as someone who troubled others.



    



    “It’s okay,”



    



    Muk-ji said.



    



    “You’re not alone.”



    



    I looked into her eyes.



    



    Every time I meet Muk-ji’s earnest gaze, I feel relieved.



    



    “That’s right. As long as I have you, it’s okay.”



    



    “I don’t think just being by your side will be enough. I’ll be with you too.”



    



    “Why are you doing that, Eun-ji?”



    



    “If inappropriate subtitles are used in the side dish store videos, or if there are issues with images, music, or copyright, it will fall on you, Chan-yong.”



    



    “Because I have to do the final check.”



    



    “In reality, I don’t have time to check it all, so I’m completely leaving it to you. Still, it ends up being your responsibility. So I have to be even more careful.”



    



    Nodding along, Muk-ji continued.



    



    “It’ll be the same after we get married. The more famous you become, the more attention I’ll receive. People will observe how I treat others and whether I engage in morally questionable actions.”



    



    “We both need to be careful.”



    



    “Exactly.”



    



    “... I’m sorry. Because of me.”



    



    “Why is that because of you, Chan-yong?”



    



    Muk-ji said, her expression serious.



    



    “Bad things should not be done in the first place. Just because there are many eyes watching, it doesn't mean we should be careful; we shouldn't act just because we think no one is watching.”



    



    “That's true.”



    



    Nodding my head, Muk-ji smiled softly.



    



    “When we become a couple, we will think and act together on everything. I won't regret the decisions we make together. I’ll think enough to avoid any regrets.”



    



    Seeing her, so wise and lovely, made me smile.



    



    “Why are you laughing?”



    



    “Because I'm happy.”



    



    I hugged her, hoping to convey even a fraction of the feelings I couldn't express in words.



    



    “I’m at a loss for words and don’t know what to say.”



    



    “You don’t have to say anything.”



    



    “I have to say this, though.”



    



    Muk-ji patiently waited.



    



    “Just being by my side gives me strength. Truly.”



    



    After a while of holding her, she gently pushed me away.



    



    “It’s late.”



    



    ***



    



    After visiting the shop introduced by Ha-im, I found myself saying something I never expected.



    



    “This is… me?”



    



    “Do you like it?”



    



    “It feels like I had plastic surgery. It’s unbelievable.”



    



    I had no idea makeup could change a person’s appearance so drastically.



    



    They said it takes two hours for hair styling and makeup, so I felt exhausted before it even started, but now I understand why celebrities like Ha-im come here.



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    I stepped outside and headed to the CF filming location.



    



    I was able to meet the representatives from the product company, the director, and Ham Seok-ho.



    



    “Next month?”



    



    The product representative announced that Choi Eun-sam’s spicy braised ribs would be released next month.



    



    I had heard that the recipe was simple and good for commercialization, but I didn’t expect it to be released this quickly.



    



    “Then please wait a moment.”



    



    After confirming the concept for today with the CF director, I reviewed the requirements with the product representative and waited while checking the prototypes.



    



    The bright red, greasy appearance looked more appetizing than what Choi Eun-sam had made.



    



    “Chan-yong, you can't eat that!”



    



    One of the staff shouted.



    



    “Oh. Isn’t this for eating?”



    



    “No, there’s something else you can eat! If you eat that, it’ll be a big problem!”



    



    Now that I think about it, I had heard that for CF shoots, food undergoes various treatments to make it look more appealing.



    



    It seems that some coloring has been added to this spicy braised ribs as well.



    



    “Okay, Chan-yong. Relax and stand in front.”



    



    I really want to try the quickly commercialized spicy braised ribs.



    



    To do that, I came without having breakfast, and now I’m hungry.

  Ye-chan (5)





“Thank you for your hard work.”





The four-hour shoot finally wrapped up.





Although it couldn't quite compare to Choi Eun-sam's spicy braised ribs, I was relieved to find that considering the price and convenience, it was definitely worth buying.





“You’re an eating show host, so it ended quickly. That was great.”





The CF director said with a friendly smile.





“I had no idea what was going on. Thank you for guiding me.”





The director and the advertising manager nodded in agreement.





“You worked hard too, sir.”





Ham Seok-ho bowed his head in response to the compliment.





“You should have a wrap party.”





“Oh, I’m sorry. I have another shoot right after this.”





When I looked flustered, the advertising manager shook his head.





“No, it’s better if you’re busier.”





He probably meant that my increased recognition as an advertising model would yield greater benefits.





After saying my goodbyes, I turned to Ham Seok-ho.





“Sir, if you have any free time next week…”





“Oh, really?”





I had previously mentioned wanting to meet, so he was pleased.





“You seem very busy. Is Wednesday okay?”





Wednesday is the day when Baek Seung-yong trains at the Jimggun Sadang branch.





If I could skip it, I could do anything within legal boundaries.





“Of course. Where should we meet?”





“Let’s meet at our restaurant. I’d like to hear your opinion on our new menu.”





“New menu, sir?”





“It’s nothing grand.”





Ham Seok-ho smiled sheepishly.





“Would it be okay if we filmed it? For YouTube.”





“Honestly, that makes me a bit uneasy. What if your subscribers view it negatively?”





“That’s unlikely. I’m counting on you.”





“Okay, then let’s do it this way. You film our restaurant, and I’ll film you.”





“Are you appearing on the sir's YouTube channel?”





Ham Seok-ho runs a channel called “Chef Ham Seok-ho,” which has a straightforward name.





He has about 200,000 subscribers, but it is one of the most reliable sources for cooking information, so the ratings are quite good.





“Not interested?”





“Of course, I’m very interested. Please make it happen.”





Exaggerating a bit made Ham Seok-ho laugh heartily.





“Alright.”





“Yes. I’ll see you at the shoot on Tuesday. Please drive safely.”





I’m so excited to try Ham Seok-ho’s new dish next week.












“Sunbae, let’s call it a day and head back.”





Despite my junior’s insistence, Lee Chan-seok remained immovable.





“Once the teacher calms down, I can talk, right? Am I going to spend the night here?”





“Be quiet.”





Lee Chan-seok had spent the entire day moving back and forth between his mentor, Bae Seung-ho’s restaurant and office, demanding an opportunity to explain himself.





However, Bae Seung-ho had ignored him, whether he was moving a frying pan or going to the bathroom, even now when the store was closed.





Lee Chan-seok was on the verge of panic.





After finishing as the runner-up in the “Paldo Jinmi” competition, he had been running his own place with the title of Bae Seung-ho's protégé, building recognition from the competition.





But with the airing of the fourth round of “Korean Food Praise,” he had sullied Bae Seung-ho’s reputation.





The criticism directed at him was relentless, and people who had watched “Korean Food Praise” were leaving negative reviews for the restaurant he operated.





He couldn’t let it all fall apart like this.





He was on the brink of a successful life as a star chef, and he needed to turn the situation around somehow.





To do that, he first had to soothe Bae Seung-ho.





“Sir!”





Lee Chan-seok called out to Bae Seung-ho.





“Please listen to me! It’s a misunderstanding!”





As he had all day, Bae Seung-ho showed no reaction.





Looking at the tightly shut door, Lee Chan-seok squeezed his eyes shut.





He had no idea what to do. In the midst of his despair, a surge of anger began to swell.





Ham Seok-ho, who had not only scolded him in front of many people but had also brought up his mentor’s name.





Park Jung-ah, who had mocked him, and the PD Choi Young-man, who had deliberately distorted the entire scene in the broadcast.





And Banchan-yong, who knew nothing about cooking but spewed out flattery.





He resented them all.





As Lee Chan-seok clenched his fists, the tightly closed door opened.





A stubborn-looking elderly man with thick white hair stood there, his shoulders squared, chest and forearms muscular.





His eyes, resembling a tiger's, made Lee Chan-seok remember past experiences and become very tense.





“Sir.”





“What are you doing here?”





“Sir, it’s a misunderstanding. The broadcast PD edited it maliciously.”





“Then what are you doing here?”





“I need to clear up the misunderstanding.”





Bae Seung-ho glared at Lee Chan-seok, erupting in anger.





“What about your restaurant? Are you just going to mess around here all day?”





Lee Chan-seok flinched.





His junior, who was with him, quietly backed away, and Bae Seung-ho scolded his disciple once more.





“If you put your name on it, you need to stand your ground! How long has it been since you opened? You can’t just leave it to others!”





“But—”





“I clearly told you that no matter how much you talk on TV, if people who have eaten your food are not satisfied, it’s all useless.”





Lee Chan-seok recalled what Bae Seung-ho had said before he participated in the Paldo Jinmi competition.





“Is it just because it hasn’t even been six months since you opened that you can’t hold your ground? And all you’ve done is act arrogantly in front of people with more experience than you?”





“Experience isn’t everything. Some of them have run their businesses solely based on experience without any systems or theories. Some don’t have even that.”





Bae Seung-ho’s face twisted in disgust.





His once bright and talented disciple suddenly appeared utterly foolish.





“You’ve got some serious misconceptions.”





“Excuse me?”





“Do you think running a food business is easy? If you lack skills, you won’t survive three months; if you lack reputation, you won’t last a year; and if you lack luck, you won’t last three years. Do you look down on those who have held their ground in their regions for 10 or 20 years?”





“Isn’t it true that mistakes were made?”





There were definitely aspects that Choi Eun-sam and Park Seong-chil overlooked.





“Be quiet!”





When Bae Seung-ho yelled, Lee Chan-seok was practically screaming with frustration.





“You’ve never had any business experience? That kid over there has years of street vending experience right next to his mom. I heard the bald-headed guy cooked in front of a million people. How could someone like that possibly be worse than you?”





“Of course, they would be!”





Lee Chan-seok protested.





“I learned from the best chef in the country. Even though I came in second because of popularity in the competition, I’m confident that my skills are top-notch.”





“What did you say?”





“Right now, the competition is entertainment. There’s not a serious bone in it. They say they’re showcasing the best Korean cuisine, but in reality, it’s just kids playing around, pretending. They serve dishes that could easily make it to a family dining table, so what am I supposed to do? The Korean cuisine I know is far beyond that!”





Lee Chan-seok was sincere.





The Korean cuisine he learned from his mentor, Bae Seung-ho, was different from the ordinary dishes presented in “Korean Food Praise.”





Bae Seung-ho never slacked off, whether it was selecting ingredients or plating the dishes.





He even considered every aspect so that diners would be satisfied both in their mouths and stomachs after a meal.





Having learned from a master who elevated Korean cuisine to the level of art, Lee Chan-seok took pride in being his protégé.





Handling inexpensive ingredients like bean sprouts and mackerel was pitiful, but he could tolerate it.





However, he was completely turned off by participants who dealt with capsaicin and even processed meats like Spam.





He wanted to prove that the food he learned from Bae Seung-ho was the best.





“I don’t understand where it went wrong.”





Bae Seung-ho never imagined that his disciple, who had opened his own restaurant after finishing as the runner-up in last year's Paldo Jinmi, would be out here acting like this.





“Now I see why you lost to that Park Jung-ah.”





Lee Chan-seok’s face hardened.





He recalled the woman who ran a rice bowl shop with her parents without a proper mentor.





She proudly served poor-quality dishes like stir-fried pork and kimchi stew, bringing down the quality of the competition program.





For being pretty, she caught the judges' and viewers' attention and stole Lee Chan-seok’s place.





To him, Park Jung-ah was a trigger.





“Why are you acting like this, even sir?”





The twisted feelings he had bottled up burst forth.





“In last year’s Paldo Jinmi finals, I presented the autumn course that you created!”





Autumn was Bae Seung-ho's signature seasonal menu at his traditional Korean restaurant.





With decades of experience and knowledge, it was a masterpiece, so Lee Chan-seok was confident he would win.





However, when Park Jung-ah served kimchi stew and bulgogi, everything began to unravel.





“It couldn’t possibly happen without cheating! There’s no way that the autumn course we created together with you, Sang-hyuk, Jae-hyung, and Mi-kyeong could lose to a meal that could be served in a common diner!”





Bae Seung-ho looked at his desperate disciple with pity and shook his head.





“I clearly taught you wrong. It’s my fault. It’s my mistake.”





Bae Seung-ho passed by his disciple.





With his last refuge lost, Lee Chan-seok could only stand firm with his resentment.





***





“Plastic surgery?”





Mugunji was taken aback and asked again, “What do you mean by plastic surgery?”





“No, no. It’s just a procedure. Filler?”





“What are you talking about all of a sudden?”





Mugunji turned away.





“I noticed during the CF shoot that your nose bothered me a bit. It seemed too flat.”





Mugunji frowned.





“I was looking in the mirror, and Haim told me that if it bothers me, I should get plastic surgery.”





“Absolutely not.”





“Listen to me. I said no, and then Haim suggested I try fillers instead.”





This time, Mugunji pouted.





It was clear she was quite displeased.





“Alright, I understand.”





“Chanyong.”





Mugunji took my hand.





“Since you came from a fantasy world to the human world, it’s understandable that you’d be more concerned about your appearance.”





“What do you mean?”





Mugunji stared at me.





Seeing her lack of a response, it seemed she couldn’t think of the right words or expressions.





Sure enough, she started speaking again.





“It’s nice to see you taking care of yourself, buying new clothes, getting skincare, and visiting the salon more often than before.”





“Exactly.”





“However, I’m against surgeries like that. I like you just as you are. If you’ve gained or lost weight due to health issues, that’s something to address, but I hope you don’t feel the need to change your original appearance.”





She meant that while changes from weight gain or loss should be addressed, altering one's original looks was unnecessary.





“...I see. When did I start feeling like this?”





Honestly, I had started to feel uplifted since I began hearing compliments about how handsome or cool I looked.





Although I believed people shouldn’t be judged by their appearance, it seemed that I secretly wanted to look better myself.





As I started hanging out with Haim, I became more interested in styling my clothes and hair, and I naturally began to gather information about procedures and surgeries.





“Please make it clear to Haim that you’re not interested in plastic surgery or procedures.”





“...Okay.”





“Are you really not interested?”





“I can’t say I have no interest at all. I keep thinking that if I fix this, it might look better.”





“Who put that thought in your head? Or was it just you thinking that?”





“I can’t say it was just me thinking it.”





“Was it Baek Woo-jin?”





I shook my head.





“Was it Haim?”





I nodded.





“She said she had a lot of work done too. You know her face. When I see her up close, I’m also amazed.”





Mugunji narrowed her eyes.

    How to Communicate (1)



    



    Slowly shaking her head, she opened her arms and approached.



    



    As I hugged her, she spoke in a much softer voice against my chest.



    



    “I won’t hastily assume what you’re thinking or why you’re thinking it.”



    



    Then she looked up at me.



    



    “So, I would like you to tell me. Do you have a reason for wanting to get plastic surgery?”



    



    “I haven’t really thought about it.”



    



    I conveyed the first thought that came to mind.



    



    “I want to look handsome. I want to look cool. That’s what I think.”



    



    Thinking about it abstractly doesn’t make it concrete.



    



    I tend to organize my thoughts and emotions into sentences, and Mugunji patiently waited for me to continue.



    



    “I think I’ve had these thoughts for a long time. At some point, I gave up on them, but lately, hearing similar comments has brought them back.”



    



    She nodded slowly.



    



    “It seems like the thoughts I had when I was overweight, emotions I had buried while being ignored, have had some influence.”



    



    I could feel the grip around me tighten.



    



    “I understand that feeling well.”



    



    Despite being strangers, I had started to distance myself from people as I frequently felt disregarded.



    



    I kept my distance from those who judged me by my appearance, protecting myself from their ignorance.



    



    I didn’t lack feelings of injustice or anger.



    



    It was just that escaping from such situations was necessary for my life and mental peace, so it felt unavoidable.



    



    In contrast, Mugunji transformed herself.



    



    When we were just getting to know each other, we couldn’t understand each other.



    



    I told Mugunji not to blame herself; the fault was with those who judged her. But she insisted that one must do everything they can and wouldn’t run away.



    



    After many conversations, I realized that I wanted to change myself too, and Mugunji resented the distorted perspectives.



    



    “If you want to do that, I won’t stop you.”



    



    Mugunji continued.



    



    “But you are already an amazing person as you are.”



    



    Those were the words I had once said to her.



    



    This person always behaves like this.



    



    When faced with problems, she guides me to think about what is most important.



    



    She has the ability to infer what the other person is thinking and is accustomed to presenting points in discussions.



    



    This ability shines in contracts and negotiations but is also effective in situations like this.



    



    Receiving the words I once offered to the harshly self-critical Mugunji back from her allows me to reconsider what the right path is.



    



    “That’s true.”



    



    Our eyes met.



    



    I looked straight at her, and she looked back at me sincerely.



    



    “I am kind of amazing.”



    



    “That’s right.”



    



    “Having 1.3 million subscribers isn’t easy.”



    



    “It’s difficult.”



    



    “I lost 51 kg while working.”



    



    “That’s impressive.”



    



    “I also do a lot of good things.”



    



    “That’s true.”



    



    “I go to the hair salon and skincare clinic all by myself. I put on my own socks and trim my toenails alone. I can touch my palms behind my back.”



    



    Mugunji nodded.



    



    “I bought an apartment in Seoul without debt at this age. I have a car. And I have a wise and beautiful person by my side.”



    



    She smiled brightly.



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    I feel grateful and affectionate every time.



    



    Thanks to this person, who knows my shortcomings better than anyone else in the world yet looks at my strengths, I can feel fulfilled like this.



    



    Even someone as timid and self-conscious as I am can feel this way.



    



    I feel mentally healthier.



    



    ***



    



    It was the recording day for the 5th round of “Korean Cuisine Praise.”



    



    As usual, I was reviewing the script and materials in front of the vending machine in the break room when Haim approached me.



    



    “Hyung.”



    



    “Yeah. Do you want some coffee?”



    



    “No. If I drink coffee, I won’t be able to sleep in the car.”



    



    Haim pulled a chair over and leaned the backrest forward to sit down.



    



    “But why are you always here?”



    



    “Just because. The waiting room is stuffy.”



    



    Haim blinked and lowered his voice.



    



    “Is it Lee Chan-seok?”



    



    I widened my eyes in surprise, and Haim grinned.



    



    “Can you tell?”



    



    “I’m a bit perceptive. I can tell when someone doesn’t like me or if they get along with someone else.”



    



    I had thought he was clueless, but maybe because he had experienced the entertainment industry as a trainee since childhood, he was surprisingly sharp.



    



    I discovered another bias I hadn’t realized before. I reflected on it.



    



    “But have you thought about it?”



    



    “Thought about what?”



    



    “You said you would introduce a hospital.”



    



    “Oh. I don’t want to anymore.”



    



    “Oh really?”



    



    He only nodded without saying anything more.



    



    “Why aren’t you asking why I don’t want to?”



    



    “I figured you must have your reasons. Once you make a decision, there’s no need for me to say anything.”



    



    Although we were just getting to know each other, he seemed like a pretty decent guy the more I saw him.



    



    “But it’s a bit of a waste. If I introduce someone I know, they said they’d do fillers for free.”



    



    “Damn.”



    



    “Hahaha.”



    



    Now we often joked around with each other.



    



    After laughing for a moment, Haim slumped in his chair.



    



    “Are you tired?”



    



    “Yeah. I’m super busy right now because my single is releasing next month.”



    



    He mentioned it while eating a pork cutlet.



    



    Even though it was a non-active period, he said he was constantly appearing on various programs without any breaks, so it didn’t feel like he was resting.



    



    Adding in practice for new songs, it makes sense he would be tired.



    



    “But aren’t you doing ads?”



    



    “Me?”



    



    “You filmed one. The spicy galbi jjim with Choi Eun-sam.”



    



    “Oh~”



    



    It’s embarrassing to get praised for filming one CF when he usually does about ten ads a year.



    



    “Not that. I meant on a broadcast.”



    



    “Oh. I get a lot of offers, but I end up filtering them out.”



    



    “Right. You care a lot about the quality of products, right?”



    



    “Because I recommend them to people I trust. I have to be careful. My reputation is at stake.”



    



    “What about me?”



    



    “What about you?”



    



    “How do you see me?”



    



    “I don’t understand what you mean at all.”



    



    “I mean, when my single comes out, can you promote it on your show?”



    



    “Huh?”



    



    “Please. Please.”



    



    “You want to promote your album on my show?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “Why?”



    



    “Huh?”



    



    Haim looked at me intently.



    



    “You probably don’t understand what I’m saying right now.”



    



    I asked.



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “I don’t either, you know? Try to explain it clearly.”



    



    “No, your live stream has 20,000 to 30,000 viewers, right?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “And your YouTube videos easily get over 500,000 views. It’s a huge opportunity, right? I want to use my acquaintance to promote.”



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    “And if you come on my show, I can say I’m working while actually just hanging out.”



    



    “Is your schedule really that packed?”



    



    Haim nodded with a sulky expression.



    



    “And I’m a huge fan of the banchan shop, you know? I’m curious about the studio and the producer, too.”



    



    “Uh…”



    



    “Please.”



    



    “Has this been discussed with your company?”



    



    “No. But I bet they’d let it happen if I asked.”



    



    “You’re making the marketing team pull their hair out. It’s almost next month; they must have everything scheduled already. Do you think this can just happen out of the blue?”



    



    “If they don’t allow it, I’ll just lie down. Then they’ll have to agree.”



    



    I was at a loss for words, and Haim chuckled.



    



    “I can sleep in the car and still make this work, right?”



    



    “Is that so?”



    



    “Of course. I can afford to be a bit persistent.”



    



    “Ugh.”



    



    “Why?”



    



    “It’s definitely strange, but it’s not that I don’t understand.”



    



    “That’s more true for you.”



    



    “For me? What?”



    



    “The ‘White Rice Discussion.’”



    



    I hesitated for a moment but nodded. I wasn’t in a position to judge others.



    



    “Anyway, can’t you really do it?”



    



    “I don’t mind. If you come, the show will do well. But do we need to write a separate contract?”



    



    When I collaborated with other YouTubers, it felt casual, but Haim’s agency was so big that I didn’t know how to proceed.



    



    “I don’t know.”



    



    “If you don’t know, what am I supposed to do?”



    



    “Hold on.”



    



    Haim took out his smartphone and called someone.



    



    ***



    



    “Half a millennium of history on the Korean Peninsula!”



    



    “Leading the front lines of 800,000 restaurants!”



    



    “Our food! We will determine the best of Korean cuisine!”



    



    “Korean Cuisine Praise!”



    



    The recording for Round 5 of Korean Cuisine Praise began.



    



    Despite it being the fifth week of filming, tension flowed among the participants.



    



    The competitors in contention for victory seemed focused on solidifying their positions for the overall win, while those lingering in the lower ranks appeared eager to show their skills without regrets.



    



    Knowing the backstories of each participant, I felt an increased burden as well.



    



    “Banchan Judge, what is the task for Round 5?”



    



    I was in charge of introducing the theme for this round.



    



    “The theme is ‘jang’ (fermented sauces).”



    



    The culture of fermented sauces like doenjang, gochujang, ssamjang, and makjang is also an indispensable part of Korean cuisine.



    



    “The culture of Korean sauces has been passed down since the Three Kingdoms period. I look forward to tasting the contestants’ sauces today,” I said.



    



    “As the banchan judge mentioned, sauces are essential in Korean cuisine. The time limit is 60 minutes! Let’s see how well our contestants can enhance the flavors of Korean sauces. Korean Cuisine Praise begins!”



    



    With Woo Wang-seon's shout, the twelve participants reached for the ingredients they had prepared.



    



    As always, there weren't many standout moments in the early stages, so I started discussing the topic of sauces.



    



    Jwa Wang-taek asked Judge Ham Seok-ho about the characteristics of Korean sauces.



    



    “Korean sauces are based on soybeans. We make meju (fermented soybean blocks), create the sauce, separate it, and then age and ferment it. In China, sauces are made into powder, while in Korea, we crush them to keep the soybean grains intact, which is a significant difference,” he explained.



    



    “I see. So in Korea, we crush them, and in China, they grind them.”



    



    “The method of making both doenjang and soy sauce simultaneously from meju is also a distinction from China and Japan.”



    



    “Even the soy sauce culture!”



    



    O Mi-kyung and Park Jeong-ah, the judges, added their explanations.



    



    Lee Chan-seok seemed unusually quiet today.



    



    He appeared somewhat shocked by the situation during the filming of Round 4 and seemed reluctant to act as he normally would.



    



    “Is there a specific reason why the sauce culture developed like this?” Woo Wang-seon asked.



    



    Since I finally had something I knew, I quickly spoke up.



    



    “It’s thanks to the abundant raw material: soybeans. The origin of soybeans is in the Korean Peninsula and Manchuria, and I believe there are over 900 varieties of soybeans just in the Korean Peninsula. Moreover, in the past, it wasn’t easy to get protein, so soybeans, rich in protein, were often paired with rice.”



    



    With more external activities,



    



    Especially during the filming of Korean Cuisine Praise, I’ve gained quite a bit of useful experience from editing.



    



    I learned this knowledge while editing videos for a series called U-Genius.



    



    “Ah, that makes sense. In the past, it was hard for common people to eat meat, so they must have relied on soybeans for protein,” I added.



    



    “But are there really that many soybean varieties?”



    



    As the panelists expressed their curiosity, the judges took turns answering their questions.



    



    About twenty minutes passed, and a savory aroma began to fill the studio.
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    The participant I’m most interested in is contestant number 4, Sadaemun.



    



    He spent about 20 minutes preparing but didn’t start cooking until then.



    



    Moreover, he was casually observing what the other contestants were doing, appearing relaxed, so the host, Woo Wang-seon, approached him first.



    



    “Sadaemun, 20 minutes have passed, and you haven’t made any progress. Is there a particular reason for that?”



    



    “Yes. I may be starting slowly, but I will finish first,” Sadaemun replied confidently.



    



    Despite his confidence, he was closely watching the progress of the other participants, clearly intending to be the first to receive a judging.



    



    But whether he can actually achieve that remains to be seen.



    



    “Alright, I’m looking forward to seeing what dish you’ll present,” Woo Wang-seon said before moving to contestant number 6, Yuk Hye-rin, who was busy frying chicken until it was golden brown in a frying pan.



    



    “Chicken, right? What dish are you making?”



    



    “Steamed chicken,” she replied.



    



    “Ah, steamed chicken sounds good. But don’t you usually grill the chicken when making steamed chicken?”



    



    When Woo Wang-seon asked, Park Jeong-ah answered.



    



    “Grilling the meat turns its surface brown. This is called the Maillard reaction, and it maximizes the umami flavor. If you then braise it with soy sauce and other ingredients, the umami intensifies.”



    



    “Yes, and I’m using the traditional soy sauce my grandmother made at home,” Yuk Hye-rin added.



    



    “Wow! I’m looking forward to the taste of homemade soy sauce. Did you grow those peppers yourself?”



    



    “No, I got those from E-Mart today.”



    



    Everyone, including the contestants and judges, laughed heartily.



    



    “Oh! Sadaemun has started moving!”



    



    Jwa Wang-taek shouted.



    



    When I shifted my gaze, I saw Sadaemun using a torch to scorch the surface of the pork belly.



    



    “What is he doing?”



    



    “That's to remove the hair from the pig's skin. He’s clearly being attentive to both aesthetics and hygiene,” Judge Oh Mi-kyung remarked.



    



    Sadaemun cut the hairless pork belly into thick slices and packed them tightly in a frying pan coated with cooking oil.



    



    His hands were incredibly quick.



    



    While the pork belly was cooking, he pulled out a small jar from under the counter, surprising everyone in the studio with his professionalism.



    



    “Sadaemun has taken out a jar. What could that be?”



    



    “I think it might be doenjang (fermented soybean paste),” Judge Ham Seok-ho speculated, and everyone watched with interest as Sadaemun used a wooden spatula to scoop a generous amount from the jar.



    



    It looked a bit redder than regular doenjang.



    



    “It's ssamjang (dipping sauce)!”



    



    “Is it ssamjang? Is that right?”



    



    “Yes,” Sadaemun confirmed, adding mirin, cheongju (rice wine), and monosodium glutamate to the ssamjang he poured into a large bowl.



    



    He diced Cheongyang peppers and onions, then crushed some garlic with the side of his knife.



    



    After drizzling sesame oil three times, he began mixing the seasoning.



    



    “Wow. Even from here, the smell is amazing.”



    



    “Ssamjang contains salty, sweet, and umami flavors. Adding MSG, onions, peppers, garlic, and sesame oil will definitely make the umami explode,” a judge commented.



    



    Having quickly made the seasoning, Sadaemun didn’t forget to keep an eye on the pork belly cooking in the pan.



    



    As it turned golden, he discarded all but one-third of the oil from the frying pan and poured the sauce he made into it.



    



    “Wow. What is this?”



    



    “This is Jeju pork belly ssamjang jorim (braised pork belly with dipping sauce).”



    



    “I’ve never seen ssamjang jorim before, but this sounds delicious. I’m really looking forward to it,” Woo Wang-seon added, and I couldn't help but agree.



    



    I’m so curious about what it tastes like; it seems like something I would definitely enjoy.



    



    “Judging from the last round, you’re currently in first place. What dish did you prepare?”



    



    “I prepared nurungji (scorched rice) and a stew,” Ju Ji-seung replied.



    



    “Is the stew doenjang-jjigae (soybean paste stew)? Does nurungji also contain sauce?”



    



    “Of course. You can look forward to it,” Ju Ji-seung said confidently, twitching his now bushy eyebrows.



    



    I briefly wondered why his eyebrows had grown in but his hair hadn’t before turning my attention to the other contestants.



    



    My mouth was watering.



    



    ***



    



    “Time’s up! I’ll finish cooking!”



    



    After what felt like an eternity, it was finally time to taste the dishes.



    



    The first participant to present their dish was Sadaemun, who had boasted about his dish earlier.



    



    “The first judging will be by contestant number 4, Sadaemun. As you said, you completed your dish in less than 20 minutes. Please introduce your dish.”



    



    “I braised Jeju black pork belly with a ssamjang base. It’s great as a side dish for rice or a snack with drinks,” Sadaemun said as he served the ssamjang-braised pork belly.



    



    Instant rice and a drink, a distilled liquor made from apples called Chusa40 from Yesan, Chungcheongnam-do, were also prepared.



    



    I was slightly worried because it had an alcohol content of 40%.



    



    I picked up a piece and ate it as is.



    



    “Ah.”



    



    Judge Ham Seok-ho had said during cooking that the umami would explode, and he was right.



    



    The chewy texture of the meat combined with the ssamjang-based seasoning assaulted my taste buds delightfully.



    



    Eating it over white rice made me feel incredibly happy.



    



    The sauce wrapped around the rice grains, and chewing it together with the meat created an abundant meal.



    



    I had tried soy sauce-braised pork belly before, but why hadn’t I thought of using ssamjang for braising until now?



    



    If it tastes this good, I have to try the liquor that was recommended alongside it.



    



    As I raised my glass, the matured apple aroma wafted up and filled my senses, almost intoxicating me.



    



    Taking a sip cleared my mouth, which had become sticky from the greasy meat dish.



    



    Then, adding a piece of the ssamjang-braised pork belly brought back the initial thrill I felt when I first tasted it.



    



    “Banchan judge, you have an incredible expression on your face. How does it taste?”



    



    “I’ve had plenty of soy sauce braised dishes, so I was a bit skeptical about ssamjang braising.”



    



    “Right?”



    



    “Soy sauce braising is like domestic pork, while ssamjang braising is like wild boar. I found myself frozen in front of a massive wild boar. And what happened? As I reached out to calm it, it came closer and licked my hand. It even offered me its paw. That's what it feels like.”



    



    “What are you talking about?”



    



    Haime chuckled, teasing him.



    



    “No, Haime. It’s like when you meet a stray cat on the street. If it rubs its head against your leg and rolls over, don’t you feel happy?”



    



    “I do.”



    



    “That's exactly how I feel! It's so pretty, so delicious. No, it’s more than just delicious. Anyway, I’m done judging, so don’t talk to me.”



    



    When he wrote down a score of 10, Sadaemun, the panel, and the host chuckled softly.



    



    The ssamjang-braised dish Sadaemun presented received positive feedback from the other judges and the panel.



    



    Ham Seok-ho gave it a score of 9, stating it paired well with the drink, while Park Jeong-ah awarded a 10, praising the great taste of the ssamjang and its ease of preparation at home.



    



    For two judges to give a score of 10 to the first contestant is quite significant, causing the expressions of the other participants to grow increasingly tense.



    



    Judge Oh Mi-kyung gave it an 8 for being too salty, and Lee Chan-seok simply remarked that it was good before giving it a score of 9.



    



    “Sadaemun, you scored a total of 95 points. You’re now a contender for the fifth round right from the start.”



    



    Next up was contestant number 6, Yuk Hye-rin.



    



    She presented a traditional steamed chicken dish, which received a score of 9 from both Ham Seok-ho and Oh Mi-kyung. However, I and Park Jeong-ah felt it could use a bit more seasoning, giving it scores of 8 and 7, respectively.



    



    It was now Lee Chan-seok's turn.



    



    “Yuk Hye-rin, was there a reason you didn’t add glass noodles?”



    



    “Oh, yes. I thought it would get too salty if left for too long, so I left it out,” she replied, showing some nervousness.



    



    “That was a wise decision. The quality of the soy sauce seems good, and the dish tasted good. However, the flavor was a bit monotonous. If you had added peppers or mixed in other seasonings, it would have been richer in flavor. Well done,” Lee Chan-seok scored it an 8.



    



    Perhaps feeling something from last week's events, he didn’t seem to be putting on any airs today.



    



    “Yuk Hye-rin, you’ve scored 83 points, putting you in second place. Let’s move on to the next participant.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung stepped forward.



    



    “What dish did you prepare today?”



    



    Zwa Wang-taek asked.



    



    Given that the cooking time was 60 minutes, everyone knew he was preparing a soybean paste stew and nurungji (scorched rice).



    



    However, because Ju Ji-seung always seems to have a twist in store, there were expectations that he might present something more.



    



    “I made red bean paste stew and red bean paste nurungji,” he said.



    



    “Huh?”



    



    It was such an unfamiliar term that no one understood it, not even Woo Wang-seon or Zwa Wang-taek.



    



    When they asked again in surprise, Ju Ji-seung enunciated clearly.



    



    “I made stew and nurungji using red bean paste.”



    



    “So, red bean paste? That’s intriguing. A soybean paste stew made with red beans?”



    



    “Not soybean paste, but red bean paste,” Haime corrected Zwa Wang-taek.



    



    “Ham Seok-ho, what is red bean paste?”



    



    “Typically, pastes are made in the fall to store through the long winter. If there’s a poor harvest and no soybeans, the red beans, which can thrive in relatively harsh conditions, would be left.”



    



    “Ah.”



    



    Everyone nodded in understanding.



    



    “To prevent the people from starving, the Joseon court researched how to make paste from red beans, resulting in red bean paste,” Ham Seok-ho explained, showing his vast knowledge of Korean cuisine.



    



    “Red bean paste. I’m really looking forward to this, as I’ve never heard of it before.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung served the red bean paste stew and nurungji to the judges and panelists.



    



    I was curious about what a stew made with red bean paste would taste like, so I picked up a spoon first.



    



    When I scooped some stew, I could indeed see red beans instead of soybeans.



    



    After taking a couple of bites, I began to discern the differences between it and soybean paste stew.



    



    To be honest, soybean paste stew encompasses a wide range of variations, so there’s no clear-cut flavor for it.



    



    However, when compared, the red bean paste stew seemed a bit clearer and had a subtle sweetness.



    



    “Oh.”



    



    “It’s soybean paste stew, isn’t it?”



    



    “Isn’t it clearer?”



    



    It seemed that people’s perceptions of flavor depended on the type of soybean paste stew they were accustomed to.



    



    While the panelists exchanged various opinions, I took a bite of the nurungji.



    



    It was beef sirloin.



    



    It was sliced thinner than other nurungji, with very fine incisions made in the meat, showcasing impressive knife skills.



    



    As a result, the seasoning penetrated well, and the flavor was unique.



    



    “You seasoned the nurungji with red bean paste too,” Judge Park Jeong-ah remarked first.



    



    Ju Ji-seung nodded.



    



    Compared to the nurungji seasoned with soy sauce, this one was milder in flavor but had a wholesome, slightly sweet taste, making it easy to eat.



    



    Just as I was about to take another taste of the stew, Lee Chan-seok submitted his score.



    



    4 points.



    



    The recording studio suddenly felt as if it had frozen.



    



    “Disappointing, Ju Ji-seung.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok began his critique.



    



    “I had high hopes since you brought a unique red bean paste. However, I don’t sense much thought behind how to use the red bean paste.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung calmly gazed at Lee Chan-seok.



    



    “The previous two contestants utilized popular pastes like ssamjang and soy sauce, and it was clear they made an effort to enhance the flavor. But what is this red bean paste stew? Can you explain how it differs from soybean paste stew?”
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    "Are you saying you brought a unique sauce and made a regular dish with it?" Uwangseon asked, and Jujiseung chuckled softly.



    



    "I've said everything I needed to say with the food I presented."



    



    "Are you admitting there's a lack of effort?"



    



    "I’m not lacking in effort," Jujiseung interjected, cutting off Lee Chan-seok.



    



    All eyes turned to me.



    



    "Red beans are an ingredient that people tend to have mixed feelings about due to their heaviness. However, I didn’t find any heaviness in this red bean stew. Instead, I got a clear and clean impression, which I believe could only be achieved through thoughtful consideration," I explained.



    



    "That’s probably due to the radish, shepherd's purse, and water parsley," Omi-kyung added.



    



    "Radish and water parsley have a clarifying effect on the broth, while shepherd's purse adds freshness to heavier stews," Lee Chan-seok interjected.



    



    It seemed he was determined to undermine Jujiseung today.



    



    Observing the situation, Ham Seok-ho opened his mouth.



    



    "Our old saying is that even if you make meju with red beans, it's believed. This implies that making meju from red beans is inherently difficult."



    



    It was curious.



    



    The saying implies that even unbelievable things can be accepted. Yet, it's fascinating how one could actually make meju from red beans.



    



    "The reason is simple. Red beans contain more starch and moisture than soybeans. Therefore, lactic acid bacteria generate acid, allowing it to ferment into meju easily," he explained.



    



    Omi-kyung and Park Jeong-ah nodded in agreement.



    



    I also found this fact surprising, as red bean sauce is such a rare ingredient that everyone seemed to rely on Ham Seok-ho's expertise.



    



    "I'm curious about how Jujiseung got this red bean sauce," Ham Seok-ho asked.



    



    "I must have bought a sample," Lee Chan-seok cut in once more.



    



    "The 'Taste Ark' project previously featured our country's red bean sauce. A small domestic company restored the red bean sauce recorded in historical texts, securing original technology. They were recognized for this effort and registered the patent."



    



    It seemed Lee Chan-seok knew quite a bit about red bean sauce.



    



    With only two people in the studio knowing about this, it demonstrated the breadth of Lee Chan-seok's knowledge.



    



    "I can now purchase it online easily, and simply boil the stew using the purchased product. Is this not a lack of effort?" Lee Chan-seok finished.



    



    As soon as he finished speaking, Jujiseung turned to Ham Seok-ho.



    



    "I made it myself."



    



    "Stop lying!"



    



    Lee Chan-seok interrupted again.



    



    "Red bean sauce recipes have nearly been lost. The products sold recently have been restored by dedicated artisans after extensive research. Are you claiming you made it yourself? Do you overestimate your abilities, not being a Korean cuisine expert? Or do you think I would fall for such an obvious lie?"



    



    Jujiseung didn't even spare a glance at Lee Chan-seok.



    



    He spoke as if waiting for a noisy car to pass on the street before continuing his conversation with Ham Seok-ho.



    



    "To complement the red bean's tendency to ferment quickly, moisture control is crucial. By adding soybeans and rice, we can mitigate its disadvantages," he stated.



    



    Ham Seok-ho nodded.



    



    "Could you share the detailed process with us?"



    



    "Sure. First, boil the beans for about two hours, mix them with flour, and cook them together for about four hours. Boil the red beans separately, remove all moisture, and cool them to about 40 degrees Celsius. Then combine everything into a donut shape."



    



    "Why a donut shape?"



    



    "To increase the surface area in contact with the air. As I mentioned earlier, moisture removal is the most important factor."



    



    Ham Seok-ho leaned forward slightly, fingers intertwined.



    



    "I see. But in this era, when crops are abundant, why would you specifically use red beans to make meju?"



    



    "There is a reason," Jujiseung replied confidently.



    



    "Excuse me, but I believe three of the judges here have diabetes," he noted.



    



    Ham Seok-ho, Omi-kyung, and I.



    



    Consuming overly sweet foods can be deadly for diabetes patients, so this was information the production team had shared with participants before recording began.



    



    "Red beans are rich in anthocyanins, making them good for anti-aging and beneficial for diabetes. Although the carbohydrate ratio is higher than that of soybeans, pure red beans without added sugar have a low glycemic index due to their high fiber content. They also contain saponins and potassium, which are good for edema and skin health."



    



    He rattled off the benefits of red beans as if he had been waiting for the opportunity.



    



    "Furthermore, the shepherd's purse added to the stew is high in calcium, which helps offset the phosphorus in red beans that inhibits calcium absorption. The inclusion of shepherd's purse and radish, known for their diuretic properties and benefits for diabetes, was intentional."



    



    "So overall, this dish is for people with diabetes?" I asked.



    



    "That's correct."



    



    "I was actually diagnosed with diabetes last winter. At that time, I saw an article stating that the number of diabetes patients in our country had exceeded 6 million. There are 15.83 million people in the pre-diabetes stage, too."



    



    As I shared this information, everyone in the recording studio was surprised.



    



    Approximately 22 million people in a country of 50 million are exposed to diabetes.



    



    "While it’s important to introduce Korean food to the world, I believe that ensuring the food we consume is suitable for our bodies should come first," I concluded.



    



    Jujiseung added, "My purpose today was to highlight the forgotten red bean sauce and introduce food that fits our bodies."



    



    Ham Seok-ho nodded and displayed a score of 10.



    



    "The dedication to maintaining tradition while adapting it to modern tastes and health is remarkable. The red bean stew is lighter than regular bean paste stew, making it suitable even for children, and the attention given to the seasoning of the bulgogi was impressive."



    



    "Just a moment," Lee Chan-seok interrupted again.



    



    "Is it not a bit hasty to judge without clarifying whether it's a commercial product or not?"



    



    Ham Seok-ho's expression hardened.



    



    "Jujiseung, look at the sauces that other contestants brought! Everyone has brought sauces made at home. Do you feel no guilt about this?"



    



    “You just detailed how to make it.”



    



    Park Jeong-ah criticized Lee Chan-seok, but it was of no use.



    



    I couldn't understand why he was acting like this, but it seemed like Jujiseung had to feel validated by insisting that he had used a commercially available product.



    



    "Anyone can talk about how to make something. That’s different from actually making it. But you're telling me that a person who's not a chef made a sauce that's difficult even for artisans? Am I supposed to believe that? You’ve been avoiding answering while throwing out irrelevant comments! Are you ignoring the judges right now?"



    



    A tense silence filled the studio.



    



    I felt incredibly angry and wanted to confront him, but I couldn't bring myself to do it. Meanwhile, Jujiseung was clenching his eyes shut, suppressing his anger.



    



    "Isn’t that a bit too harsh?"



    



    Choi Eun-sam broke the silence.



    



    "Why do you say that Jujiseung is not a chef?"



    



    Choi Eun-sam was still waiting for his turn to judge.



    



    There was no need for him to take a side, but he defended Jujiseung nonetheless.



    



    "Brother Eun-sam is right. If the person currently in first place isn’t a chef, what are we saying here?"



    



    Sadaemun chimed in.



    



    He was practically the only one competing against Jujiseung for the win and was close to winning the round today.



    



    He didn’t need to defend a rival like Jujiseung, yet he willingly stepped in.



    



    "Please be quiet. Isn’t it crucial that we address the authority of Korean cuisine?"



    



    Lee Chan-seok shamelessly retorted.



    



    "Are you just going to stand by and watch someone draw attention with a unique sauce that they didn’t even make themselves, winning easily? Is it okay with you if all your efforts feel meaningless?"



    



    "It's Lee Chan-seok who is disregarding our efforts," Yook Hye-rin fired back at him.



    



    I hadn’t expected Hye-rin, who had been timid and nervous, to come out like that.



    



    Suddenly, I remembered how she had been constantly ignored by Lee Chan-seok.



    



    In Round 1, she was undervalued for using angel hair, and in Round 4, she received low scores from Lee Chan-seok just for serving what he deemed ordinary dishes like beef bulgogi and soybean paste stew.



    



    With Choi Eun-sam, Sadaemun, and Yook Hye-rin all criticizing Lee Chan-seok, other contestants began to glare at him with fearsome looks as well.



    



    I felt uneasy that today’s filming might go awry just like in Round 4.



    



    Jujiseung spoke up.



    



    "I learned it."



    



    Everyone turned to look at Jujiseung.



    



    "I tried several times to present this in the Korean Cuisine Appreciation program, and I finally succeeded. Once the program wraps up, I plan to upload a recipe video. If you see the original footage of me making it myself, will you believe me?"



    



    Of course, he was a YouTuber.



    



    It’s certainly a common practice in our field to start recording the moment something happens, as we often think about how it could be used later.



    



    This created an undeniable piece of evidence.



    



    Lee Chan-seok’s shock was evident on his face.



    



    "Why did I ask if you were disregarding me? Because I don’t feel you’re worth my time."



    



    Jujiseung looked at Lee Chan-seok with a face full of disdain.



    



    "What does it matter if you’ve already written down your scores? What’s the point of asking for reasons? You’re convinced I brought a commercial sauce, and you’re not even considering what I’m saying, right? Then why should I bother explaining myself in detail?"



    



    Well said.



    



    "Judge Ham Seok-ho asked me how I made the red bean sauce and why I made it. I explained my intentions. The judge in charge of side dishes mentioned that the taste of the stew was clear. I wanted to point out that I added water parsley and shepherd's purse, which are good for diabetes. I felt a little happy when Judge Omi-kyung recognized that. It felt good to know my food was being acknowledged. But what about you, Lee Chan-seok? You make judgments alone and talk by yourself."



    



    Jujiseung shook his head.



    



    "There’s no one who communicates like you, Lee Chan-seok. That’s not communication at all."
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    After Jujiseung's sharp remark, Lee Chan-seok was left speechless.



    



    He must have had things to say, but the pressure of being stared at by over a hundred people seemed to weigh on him.



    



    Ultimately, the situation had become irreversible since last week.



    



    Trust between the participants and Lee Chan-seok had already been shattered, making it difficult to proceed with the recording in this state.



    



    However, pausing the shoot would lead to the food being judged cooling down.



    



    Producer Choi Young-moon decided to continue filming, resulting in the storyteller winning the fifth round.



    



    Sadaemun took second place, Choi Eun-sam third, and Jujiseung, who was almost guaranteed overall victory, ended up in seventh place.



    



    1st Place: Jujiseung (+36 points)



    



    2nd Place: Sadaemun (+31 points)



    



    3rd Place: Storyteller (+26 points)



    



    4th Place: Choi Eun-sam (19 points)



    



    5th Place: Yook Hye-rin (+18 points)



    



    6th Place: Lee Sang-ho (+16 points)



    



    7th Place: Oh Sang-gil (+15 points)



    



    8th Place: Park Seong-chil (+12 points)



    



    9th Place: Kim Han-yeol (+11 points)



    



    10th Place: Jo Il-sang (+2 points), Kim Du-il (+2 points)



    



    12th Place: Shim Dong-pal (-1 point)



    



    This confirmed Jujiseung's strong position for victory.



    



    Even if he scores zero in the last round, he would have a total of 32 points.



    



    Thus, Choi Eun-sam in fourth place could not claim the overall win even if he won the sixth round.



    



    Yook Hye-rin, Lee Sang-ho, Oh Sang-gil, Park Seong-chil, Kim Han-yeol, Jo Il-sang, Kim Du-il, and Shim Dong-pal, who had lower scores than Choi Eun-sam, would have to prepare for the sixth round to achieve a satisfying conclusion.



    



    The competition for the win had narrowed down to Jujiseung, Sadaemun, and the storyteller.



    



    “I really can’t do this anymore!”



    



    Shim Dong-pal's shout echoed through the waiting room corridor.



    



    “Dong-pal, calm down.”



    



    “Calm down? What kind of judges treat us like this! It's one thing to not show respect, but to completely disregard us! Does being Baek Seung-ho's disciple give him the right to act this way?”



    



    Dong-pal’s complaint wasn’t just his personal issue.



    



    “Because I can't work with Lee Chan-seok anymore, you can either call me next week or him, choose!”



    



    “It’s been over a month since we’ve been filming, how can we do that?”



    



    “After putting up with it for a month, isn't that enough?”



    



    Choi Eun-sam was also getting frustrated.



    



    The volume of their voices was loud, but if you looked around, the writers were all gathered around each participant, trying to calm them down.



    



    I was concerned about Jujiseung and tried to approach him, but he shook his head.



    



    We had agreed to be cautious inside the broadcast station, given the positions of participants and judges.



    



    “It’s really chaotic.”



    



    Haim approached.



    



    “Right.”



    



    “I have to go for my next schedule. What about you?”



    



    “I need to grab lunch.”



    



    “Hmm?”



    



    “Yeah?”



    



    “Uh, I mean, yes.”



    



    He seemed to have something he wanted to say, but seeing him hold back, it looked like he recognized how serious the situation was.



    



    I thought about how the last five weeks could go to waste if things didn’t go well.



    



    “Chan-yong.”



    



    Writer Song No-eul came up to me.



    



    “The producer wants to gather the judges and participants for a discussion. Do you have time?”



    



    “If I don’t have it, I’ll make it. Can you prepare something like lunch boxes?”



    



    “What?”



    



    Song No-eul and Haim stared at me in surprise.



    



    “Oh, I see. It wouldn't be in the production budget. I’m sorry. Please disregard that.”



    



    Since this was a sudden request, it wouldn’t be included in the production budget.



    



    If I kept asking for lunch, Producer Choi Young-moon would have to use his own money, which would make things awkward.



    



    It could easily come off as me overstepping my bounds.



    



    ***



    



    Shortly after, we gathered in an impromptu meeting room.



    



    On the left were the participants, on the right the judges, and in front stood Producer Choi Young-moon, flanked by the writers and hosts Woo Wang-seon and Joo Wang-taek.



    



    Producer Choi Young-moon sighed several times, indicating that he was also feeling overwhelmed.



    



    “First, let’s address the issues. Is there anyone among the participants who wants to express their dissatisfaction?”



    



    Before Producer Choi finished speaking, multiple voices erupted at once.



    



    “Okay, okay. Let’s have one person speak at a time. Yes, starting with Park Seong-chil.”



    



    “I think everyone here, except one person, knows what the problem is. It’s because of Lee Chan-seok.”



    



    “Yes, in what way?”



    



    “Are you asking because you don’t know? Producer, he’s brought cheap ingredients since Round 1. The menu is subpar. There’s no way a person who’s not a chef could make something like that today. Who does he think he is to look down on us?”



    



    Lee Chan-seok shot a glare at Park Seong-chil and said, “Seems like you have a lot to say, considering you just sprinkled some capsaicin.”



    



    “What are you talking about?”



    



    “Alright, alright. Let’s calm down, both of you. Yes, Sadaemun.”



    



    “As Jujiseung said during the recording, Lee Chan-seok doesn’t know how to communicate. He has no consideration for others. Who would feel good about that?”



    



    “I’m just stating facts. Sadaemun’s feelings aren’t important.”



    



    Sadaemun’s eyes widened at Lee Chan-seok's comment.



    



    Lee Chan-seok looked around and said, “Is there anything wrong with what I said? Bringing grilled mackerel to a competition to decide the top chef in Korean cuisine? Soaking angel hair? Bringing processed meats and sauces made by someone else? Should I just sit back and do nothing as a judge?”



    



    “Oh, that jerk.”



    



    I was shocked when Jujiseung suddenly stood up, and I quickly grabbed him.



    



    It was worrying that Jujiseung, who hardly ever got angry, was using such harsh words—was he really going to do something reckless?



    



    “Look at me.”



    



    “Hyung, please!”



    



    “Let go.”



    



    “Hyung, please!”



    



    “Fine, let go.”



    



    Though I had exercised a bit, I couldn't hold back Jujiseung, who had years of training behind him.



    



    Before he could escalate, I desperately turned him to make eye contact.



    



    He looked at me and sighed. When I raised my eyebrows in a silent question of whether he was okay, he nodded.



    



    It seemed he had regained his composure.



    



    Jujiseung took out his smartphone and manipulated it, then stepped forward to show a video to Producer Choi Young-moon.



    



    Producer Choi examined the video, then looked up and addressed Lee Chan-seok.



    



    “I just verified it, and the red bean sauce was indeed made by Jujiseung. Lee Chan-seok, please be careful with your words.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok scoffed.



    



    I had no idea where his confidence was coming from.



    



    “Videos can be manipulated however you want. Isn’t that what YouTubers do all the time?”



    



    Jujiseung’s eyes were about to pop out of his head.



    



    “Can we stop this?”



    



    Judge Park Jeong-ah intervened.



    



    “I don’t know what’s gotten tangled up here, but don’t you think your words make those around you uncomfortable?”



    



    From my perspective, he seemed like a psychopath.



    



    “If you’re just going to look around and say nice things while being mindful of others, why are you a judge?”



    



    “What did you say?”



    



    “Lee Chan-seok.”



    



    Judge Ham Seok-ho spoke up.



    



    “Your attitude suggests that you believe you’re right.”



    



    “I don’t just think it, I know it. I don’t understand why you’re treating me like this. Oh, is it because I’m speaking the truth that Jujiseung should win?”



    



    The faces of everyone in the meeting froze.



    



    “Shut your mouth.”



    



    I stepped forward.



    



    “Every participant has done their best, and the production team is risking their careers by going ahead with this. The judges are also approaching their evaluations with a sense of duty and responsibility. Who do you think you are to say something like that?”



    



    “Because of you.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok replied confidently.



    



    “Isn’t that right? Every judgment starts with Ban Chan-yong. Isn’t that true?”



    



    Lee Chan-seok turned to Oh Mi-kyung and Ham Seok-ho as he asked.



    



    “When Ban Chan-yong speaks, Haim chimes in. One person’s judgment shapes the overall atmosphere, and no one else dares to speak differently. Am I the only one who thinks this situation is weird?”



    



    He’s making absurd claims.



    



    There have been times when I rated something highly that Oh Mi-kyung and Ham Seok-ho harshly criticized, and vice versa.



    



    In general, my tastes align more closely with Park Jung-ah’s, while Oh Mi-kyung and Ham Seok-ho prefer subtle or unique flavors.



    



    “So today, when it was Joo Ji-seung's turn, I spoke up first. Then everyone started commenting on my statement. So I’m asking.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok looked at me again.



    



    “Did I disturb Chan-yong’s mood or interfere with his plans and cause problems?”



    



    “What are you talking about right now?”



    



    “Win a commercial for the grand prize. Judge first. The production team will handle it. Doesn’t everyone, including the participants, only say good things to Chan-yong?”



    



    I couldn’t understand what this crazy guy was saying at all.



    



    “If that’s the case, just say it. Why make a fool out of serious people with the excuse of highlighting Korean cuisine?”



    



    Lee Chan-seok turned his head toward PD Choi Young-moon.



    



    “Excuse me?”



    



    “What was last week’s broadcast? Is it fun to make a fool out of people?”



    



    Now I think I understand how things are going.



    



    After the fourth round aired, Lee Chan-seok became recognized as a spiteful character rather than a sharp-tongued one.



    



    Many people were annoyed by his continuous dismissive attitude toward the participants.



    



    As the individual stories of the participants were introduced, complaints began to surface.



    



    In a popular variety show with ratings exceeding 13%, viewers flooded in with criticism and condemnation of Lee Chan-seok.



    



    It must have been overwhelming for an individual to handle.



    



    Believing he was right, Lee Chan-seok must have been troubled by the audience's reaction, and his defense mechanism likely solidified his belief that he was correct and everyone else was wrong.



    



    Otherwise, he wouldn’t be able to cope.



    



    It seems this thought developed into a delusion that the producers of “Korean Cuisine Enthusiasts” and I were colluding to torment Lee Chan-seok himself.



    



    “Lee Chan-seok.”



    



    When I called him, he glared at me with eyes full of animosity, yet trembling.



    



    He was scared.



    



    “I know you won’t believe me no matter what I say, but I can assure you of one thing: I’m not a cruel person who can torment anyone. I don’t have that capability.”



    



    “……”



    



    “And this show is produced by Odugi. Do you think such a large corporation would create a show just to torment someone?”



    



    “It may not have started that way, but it could definitely become that way. Don’t you think? Ban Chan-yong has disliked me from the start.”



    



    “No, I said I supported you when I watched ‘Paldo Jinmi.’ In fact, when I first met you, I thought you were a solid person. What happened in the waiting room that day was your mistake.”



    



    Others started to whisper.



    



    They had no way of knowing what had transpired between Lee Chan-seok and me, so their reaction was understandable.



    



    “Um, Chan-yong. Did something happen?”



    



    PD Choi Young-moon asked.



    



    “I think my words will be neutral.”



    



    Ham Seok-ho stepped forward.



    



    Now that I think about it, it was a bit embarrassing to have Ham Seok-ho there.



    



    “It must have been the recording day for the third round.”



    



    I nodded at Ham Seok-ho’s words.



    



    “Lee Chan-seok asked Ban Chan-yong who he thought would win, and Chan-yong replied that we’d have to wait and see.”



    



    Ham Seok-ho accurately recounted the conversation that day.



    



    ‘The ones showing potential are Mr. Sa Daemun, Ms. Gu Yeon-ja, and Mr. Kim Han-yeol. These three.’



    



    ‘What about Ji-seung? Ms. Yuk Hye-rin and Mr. Kim Han-yeol’s dishes were delicious too.’



    



    ‘Well, I guess that’s true, but you’re friends, right? They might perform unexpectedly well, but you can’t hide their experience. I found out they’ve only been cooking for 6-7 years. Plus, they have no field experience at all.’



    



    ‘They do have experience.’



    



    ‘Oh. A lunch box. But running it for a month without making a profit hardly counts as experience. They’ll inevitably have weak follow-through. I’m telling you this for your sake, so keep it in mind.’



    



    ‘You thought about my interests?’



    



    ‘Yes. If you push too hard to defend Ji-seung, it might get tricky because of your friendship with him.’



    



    ‘Are you saying I would judge unfairly without your advice, Lee Chan-seok?’



    



    As I listened to Ham Seok-ho’s explanation, Joo Ji-seung clenched his fist so tightly that veins popped out on his forearm.



    



    “Why are you saying such things?”



    



    PD Choi Young-moon asked with a confused expression.



    



    “It was a favor. When someone who isn’t even an expert is in charge of judging, if they take the side of someone just because they’re friends, it’s bound to raise questions.”



    



    “Are you crazy?”



    



    “Why is he like that?”



    



    Several younger participants expressed their strong discomfort.



    



    “Why is he starting a fight first and then acting like this?”



    



    “His personality is really strange.”



    



    “Before calling my personality strange, verify the facts. What exactly was wrong with my judgment? I didn’t want to say this, but I graduated from ICIF and worked for 15 years under Master Bae Seung-ho in Korea. I’m more serious about cooking than anyone. I’m not someone who can easily handle cooking with mundane ingredients like you all.”



    



    “I graduated from there in ’99. What are you bragging about?”



    



    Even Shim Dong-pal, who had been silent, stepped up.



    



    Lee Chan-seok laughed at him.



    



    It seems he found it amusing that the current last place in Korean Cuisine Enthusiasts was a senior from a prestigious university.



    



    “Shim Dong-pal. If you falsify your academic credentials nowadays, you’re in big trouble.”



    



    “What the hell!”



    



    As the atmosphere grew more hostile, PD Choi Young-moon waved his hands to calm everyone down.



    



    “Please wait a moment. We didn’t gather here to fight, so please keep it down. Um… Lee Chan-seok.”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    “You don’t need to come for next week’s filming. No, I’ll announce your departure, so don’t come.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok let out a sigh of disbelief and stood up.



    



    “Good luck to all of you.”



    



    Even when someone is losing their mind, I wonder how they can go so far. Then I noticed the camera in the corner of the meeting room.



    



    Seeing it glowing red, it seems they were even filming this conversation.
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    The fifth episode of "Han Cuisine Praise" aired.



    



    I thought the pacing was faster than usual, but as expected, the last 10 minutes featured discussions between the production team and the contestants.



    



    They emphasized Lee Chan-seok's excessive remarks and actively showcased the participants' protests in response.



    



    Even though they hadn’t edited for about six months, I thought the editing skills of the production staff were quite different.



    



    The camera capturing the dialogue didn’t move at all, making it appear like raw footage.



    



    However, they actually tightened the gaps between words and sentences, making the original conversation seem more passionate.



    



    I wondered if the reason they only showed Producer Choi Young-moon and Lee Chan-seok was a result of this editing strategy.



    



    In any case, as per Producer Choi Young-moon's intentions, Lee Chan-seok became a perfect villain.



    



    Like a small dog barking loudly, the fearful Lee Chan-seok was nowhere to be seen, replaced by a sinister and crazed version of himself.



    



    He transformed from a top student who ignored his classmates into a delinquent who engaged in all sorts of mischief.



    



    As a result, the scene where viewers demanded his exit provided a sort of catharsis for the audience.



    



    Following this, the feelings expressed by Producer Choi Young-moon through the Han Cuisine Praise bulletin board and his personal social media accounts also garnered significant support.



    



    "I am Han Cuisine Praise PD Choi Young-moon.



    



    Many have expressed concern and criticism regarding the content of the fifth episode aired today.



    



    Our production team also feels a sense of responsibility to respect and protect the participants striving to achieve their dreams.



    



    We feel a heavy heart for the participants who may have suffered during the judging process, as well as for Judge Ban Chan-yong.



    



    I apologize for my personal inadequacies that prevented this incident from being avoided.



    



    We will do our best to ensure that the remaining week goes smoothly from the participants’ perspective.



    



    Thank you."



    



    ***



    



    └Why is Choi Young-moon apologizing? Shouldn't there be someone else to apologize?



    



    └Hang in there!



    



    └The production team says they support the participants, but they take personal responsibility for this incident. It’s not easy to say that due to their careers.



    



    └So they’ve become decent people.



    



    └But why is the person at fault not saying a word of apology?



    



    └Seriously, why is that?



    



    └What does Lee Chan-seok mean by "real Korean cuisine"?



    



    └Is anything expensive considered Korean cuisine?



    



    └This is why people with a sense of superiority can't be trusted.



    



    └Great! I used to frown every time I judged, but now I can watch comfortably.



    



    └LOL, I wondered if there was a real reason for him acting like that, but he just flipped out after getting into a fight with Ban Chan-yong?



    



    └Is Ban Chan-yong really such a big deal that he controls a program funded by Otu-gi and produced by WTV? LOL



    



    └I guess he is; a YouTuber with 1.3 million subscribers is no joke.



    



    └It’s impressive that Ban Chan-yong didn’t show any signs after going through this.



    



    ***



    



    └While one side is busy tearing down, Ban Chan-yong is supporting the participants, saying he hopes they do well, even inviting them to his show for promotion.



    



    └Lee Chan-seok thinks he must win in "Paldo Jinmi," but when Park Jung-ah, with a lower academic background, wins with her soybean paste stew, that’s when it all went wrong for him. LOL



    



    └For real, if you look at his judging comments so far, they’ve all been about how the ingredients don't fit the occasion, how ordinary they are, or how basic they are. LOL



    



    └Even if Lee Chan-seok speaks rudely, isn’t the content accurate? Who wants to see ordinary food in a competition like that? Don’t you want to see dishes you wouldn’t normally come across?



    



    └Who decides that? LOL Isn’t it a matter for the eaters?



    



    └Exactly. So it wasn't ordinary to him. Given the menu at the restaurant run by Bae Seung-ho and Lee Chan-seok, it’s not hard to understand.



    



    └Isn't it true that unless it's an expensive meal costing 200,000 won per person, it’s not considered Korean cuisine?



    



    └I’m not trying to shield Lee Chan-seok; from his perspective, the best Korean cuisine is the food he makes.



    



    └I wonder? How many people in Korea have actually dined at Bae Seung-ho and Lee Chan-seok’s restaurant? Even if they make it lavishly, if few people eat it, can that still be called Korean cuisine?



    



    └It is Korean cuisine. But calling it representative of Korean cuisine is a stretch.



    



    └Korean cuisine is what ordinary people eat. Just because it’s been elevated doesn’t mean it’s the real Korean cuisine, and it doesn't mean we can ignore other foods.



    



    └What’s ridiculous is that Shim Dong-pal graduated from ICIF in 1999, while Lee Chan-seok graduated in 2007. LOL It’s absurd that he ignores someone who became a judge by casually competing and learning from Bae Seung-ho, treating him like a senior. LOL



    



    └Hahaha, crazy!



    



    └That little brat is so caught up in authority, thinking he can bully others.



    



    └We can't just let someone like that go unchecked.



    



    └He's already done for. LOL Just two weeks ago, Lee Chan-seok's restaurant had a rating of 4.9 stars, but now it's down to 2.7. LOL



    



    └If it dropped that much in just one day, there probably weren't many ratings to begin with. LOL



    



    └Since the fourth round ended, it's been continuously dropping for a week. Looking at its state, it seems like it will drop even more. LOL



    



    └But only people who have eaten there can rate it, right? Like verifying with a receipt?



    



    └People are apparently going there just to lower the ratings on purpose. LOL



    



    └Justice has been served.



    



    └You can't even make reservations now? It's closed.



    



    └Looks like they caught on. Should've gone earlier; what a shame.



    



    └Yeah, you can just go.



    



    └LOL, Lee Chan-seok must be freaking out. He has no idea who among the customers might be there to bomb his ratings. LOL



    



    └He deserves it. The apology he posted was all about shifting blame. LOL Ban Chan-yong seems to feel wronged, too, thinking there’s something between him and the production team.



    



    └Still making excuses until the end. LOL



    



    └But why isn't Bae Seung-ho apologizing?



    



    └Why should Bae Seung-ho?



    



    └Why isn't he saying anything when his protégé is causing this kind of trouble?



    



    └That's a bit…



    



    └LOL, go check out the Bae Seung-ho restaurant website. Many people are demanding an apology, not just you.



    



    └LOL, yeah, that’s right. LOL



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    While checking public opinion on my phone, I heard a noise and turned my head to see Mukunji waking up.



    



    “Huh?”



    



    I couldn’t quite understand what he said, but it was probably something like “What are you doing?”



    



    “Sorry, I was just sleeping.”



    



    When I turned off my phone, Mukunji rolled over and snuggled into my arms.



    



    It had been a while since we started eating, but his body was still slender. The long time he had spent struggling with an eating disorder had weakened his stomach significantly.



    



    Because of that, it was difficult to increase his food intake.



    



    I was just glad he was able to find some appetite and didn’t feel repulsed by the act of eating.



    



    I believe that gradually increasing healthy food will improve his condition further.



    



    “……”



    



    I’m hungry.



    



    Since I had dinner at 7, it had been about seven hours of fasting, a time long enough to feel hunger.



    



    I’ve come to realize why it’s important to sleep early and deeply.



    



    Enduring the seemingly endless and arduous time until breakfast is incredibly tough.



    



    “……”



    



    I’m really hungry.



    



    The thought of the watermelon-flavored Choco Pie I had bought earlier comes to mind.



    



    Since I’ve been managing my diet steadily, having one shouldn’t be a problem, but I know all too well that it would only be the start of a slippery slope.



    



    “……”



    



    But I’m just too hungry.



    



    I gently pulled my arm away from Mukunji, laid him down flat, and carefully got out of bed.



    



    When I arrived in the kitchen, I hesitated again.



    



    I pondered multiple times whether I really needed to eat the Choco Pie at this hour, then checked the fridge and cabinets to see if there was anything else.



    



    There was one package of buckwheat noodles left.



    



    It seemed to be the leftover from last summer. The expiration date isn’t far off, and with November approaching and the weather getting colder, I needed to eat it soon.



    



    I filled a pot with water and turned on the induction cooker.



    



    As I tossed in the noodles and dissolved the liquid soup and block in the boiling water, I rinsed the noodles in cold water and gave them a twirl.



    



    Once I plated them, it looked quite decent.



    



    Just as I was about to eat, I took out the last of the young radish kimchi from the fridge, and I heard the sound of water flushing from the bathroom in the main room.



    



    I was startled and paused with my chopsticks.



    



    Holding my breath, I waited for Mukunji to fall back asleep. Then she came out.



    



    “What are you doing?”



    



    She asked, barely able to open her eyes.



    



    “……I’m going to eat buckwheat noodles.”



    



    Mukunji blinked a few times and then sat down across from me.



    



    I placed the chopsticks and a plate in front of her, but it seemed she had no intention of eating.



    



    “Can’t sleep?”



    



    “I feel a bit strange.”



    



    Mukunji looked at me with sleepy eyes.



    



    “It’s about Lee Chan-seok. I don’t know why I’m acting like this. It just doesn’t feel right.”



    



    “Since he harmed many people, it’s only right that he receives the same in return.”



    



    “That’s true. Now that everything’s come to light, it feels refreshing. But still, there’s this unsettling feeling.”



    



    Mukunji served me some young radish kimchi.



    



    After eating the buckwheat noodles and young radish kimchi, I asked,



    



    “Clearly, what was wrong is now heading in the right direction. The viewers raised concerns, and the production team is eliminating the problem.”



    



    “Then why do you feel this way?”



    



    “Is it something related to the parties involved? I think that might be it.”



    



    Only now did I realize what that unsettling feeling was that I couldn't understand.



    



    “In reality, Mukunji and I are the victims, while Lee Chan-seok is the perpetrator.”



    



    “Correct.”



    



    “But the apology Lee Chan-seok posted was directed at the public, and neither I nor the other contestants received a direct apology. However, since he’s been dismissed anyway, we kind of wrapped things up amongst ourselves. It feels like it’s a settled matter between us, but somehow it feels like it has gone beyond that?”



    



    Mukunji served me more kimchi.



    



    “It’s become something that’s not my concern anymore.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok’s restaurant wasn’t just suffering from rating attacks.



    



    Restaurants friendly with him were also under attack, and there were even posts on social media and community sites showcasing how they were receiving "real education."



    



    People acting as if everyone close to Lee Chan-seok must apologize for his wrongdoing resembled a fanatical group.



    



    With thousands and tens of thousands engaging in this form of terrorism, those who knew Lee Chan-seok were forced to either unfollow him on Instagram or declare that they had no connection to him.



    



    Even Bae Seung-ho, known as a godfather of Korean cuisine along with Ham Seok-ho, was seeing his restaurant’s ratings drop steadily.



    



    Having run a business, even on a superficial level, I understand.



    



    Ratings are directly linked to the restaurant’s revenue, which affects not just the owner but also the livelihood of those working there.



    



    “Lee Chan-seok did wrong. I genuinely despise him to the point of never wanting to see him again, but does it have to go this far? The real victims were satisfied just by being dismissed from the program, yet it feels like unrelated people are taking it too far.”



    



    Mukunji only listened to my words.



    



    “If this is a result of the broadcast network or PD Choi Young-moon being conscious of the viewership ratings for 'Han Cuisine Praise,' then that’s genuinely frightening.”



    



    “Chan-yong should just receive an apology, but the perpetrator has no intention of apologizing. Do some people think it’s necessary to torment Lee Chan-seok more than needed?”



    



    “Yes. To be honest, I felt really grateful when viewers criticized Lee Chan-seok. I was quite excited because I couldn’t express it openly. But it feels like we’ve crossed a line.”



    



    “For instance, with Bae Seung-ho’s restaurant?”



    



    “Exactly. Well, I’ve never talked to him, so he might be just like Lee Chan-seok, but it’s unfortunate what’s happening.”



    



    Mukunji nodded.



    



    “Do I live a really complicated life?”



    



    “If you mentioned it on the show, I wouldn’t be surprised if people reacted with frustration.”



    



    It seems that’s how it appears.



    



    As I stirred my buckwheat noodles with a bitter feeling, Mukunji spoke up.



    



    “But from my perspective, it’s very reasonable.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “Yes. I can’t express how lucky I feel to have met you, Chan-yong.”



    



    I smiled brightly, and Mukunji opened her hands and folded them one by one.



    



    “You’re funny, warm-hearted, sincere, kind, capable, fit, and you don’t smoke or drink. There’s no one like you.”



    



    When I waver for a moment, Mukunji offers me such extravagant praise.



    



    It simply warms my heart to hear her acknowledge me.



    



    The fact that she sees me makes my heart swell with happiness.



    



    “That’s true.”



    



    “As you said, this matter has already left our hands. It may be distressing, but we still have things to do, right?”



    



    That’s right.



    



    Even if the participants of "Han Cuisine Praise" don’t win, we promised to support each of their lives.



    



    Just two days from now, we plan to invite contestant number 6, Yuk Hye-rin, to the studio.



    



    Next week, we have one or two participants scheduled every other day.



    



    I’ll just do what I need to do.



    



    My life is far too precious to let it be shaken by people like Kim Seo-jin and Lee Chan-seok.
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    Lee Chan-seok slammed his fist down on the kitchen counter.



    



    All his scheduled activities, including the morning cooking show, interviews, convenience store food advertisements featuring him, and live selling broadcasts, had been canceled.



    



    There was nowhere for him to turn to be embraced during this nationwide criticism.



    



    ‘No. Because of you, others can’t operate their businesses. Stop talking and move out by next month.’



    



    ‘Where does that law exist? The contract is still in effect.’



    



    ‘Look, I’ll return your money, so just leave. The building is inaccessible because of the people coming here to insult you!’



    



    ‘The show is fabricated. Ban-chan-yong and the production team conspired against me.’



    



    ‘What do you mean fabricated? How many people are suffering because of you? You’re being selfish; this is no different from the show.’



    



    The building where Lee Chan-seok's restaurant was located was filled with people protesting.



    



    Even other businesses in the same building were suffering losses due to the situation, and the landlord had no other options.



    



    Otherwise, all the other tenants would have to leave.



    



    Thus, he yelled at Chan-seok to move out while returning his security deposit.



    



    Lee Chan-seok felt wronged, claiming he had to close his restaurant due to the landlord's breach of contract, but the response he received was cold.



    



    └Who would want to live like that?



    



    └Lol, he was so thrilled when he was being a bully. Guess he never thought he’d be on the receiving end?



    



    └What crime did others commit to suffer because of him? Just leave already.



    



    └He’s being pathetic, lol.



    



    The comments from people who usually wrote that they respected him were nowhere to be found, replaced by hundreds or thousands of insults.



    



    Even the owners of neighboring stores were coming daily to protest, leaving him with no way to endure the situation.



    



    Desperate to find a new location, every landlord who recognized Lee Chan-seok refused to lease to him.



    



    The only support he could rely on was from Bae Seung-ho's group.



    



    Lee Chan-seok contacted former colleagues who had worked under Bae Seung-ho, hoping to secure even a small place.



    



    ‘Hyung, are you crazy?’



    



    ‘What?’



    



    ‘My restaurant's rating is tanking because of you, and people are asking why you haven’t apologized on YouTube. Shouldn’t you apologize first? Why are you being so shameless?’



    



    ‘Gi-cheol, I’m having a tough time as it is.’



    



    ‘You’re making it harder for me! Why are you causing trouble you can’t handle and making me suffer? What did I do wrong?’



    



    Even his mentor, Bae Seung-ho, drew a line, leaving Lee Chan-seok without any colleagues to help him.



    



    All his former coworkers ignored Lee Chan-seok’s messages or responded apathetically, and some even hurled insults at him.



    



    ‘We’ll be resigning.’



    



    ‘Wait. I’m looking for a place.’



    



    ‘…….’



    



    ‘I know it’s unsettling. If you just hold on a little longer, it will pass, so don’t worry.’



    



    Advertisements



    



    ‘…….’



    



    ‘Do you mean it?’



    



    ‘Yes.’



    



    ‘If you all quit, then what will happen to the restaurant?’



    



    ‘We don’t have one anyway.’



    



    ‘What?’



    



    ‘We still have a lot we want to do. We want to build our careers.’



    



    Working under a chef wouldn’t even make it onto our resumes.



    



    The staff turned their backs on him.



    



    Cooks tend to change jobs frequently.



    



    After working for 1-2 years, they can learn most of the seasonal menus at a restaurant.



    



    So, once they get accustomed to one place, it becomes customary to move to another through introductions from the head chef.



    



    Gaining various experiences is essential to secure better contracts and ultimately envision a restaurant that suits their talents.



    



    However, as Lee Chan-seok's reputation worsened day by day, even the once-reliable Bae Seung-ho’s group turned their backs on him, leaving no reason for anyone to work with Chan-seok.



    



    They could no longer find jobs at other renowned chefs’ restaurants through Lee Chan-seok, and just because they had worked with him, they risked penalties during the job transition.



    



    In such circumstances, with protests coming in daily, both online and offline, and the survival of the restaurant hanging by a thread, the staff was united in their desire to leave as soon as possible.



    



    As a result, all thirteen employees submitted their resignations on the same day.



    



    “Haa.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok could only sigh in the empty restaurant.



    



    How much time had passed?



    



    The unlit restaurant was filled with darkness.



    



    He had no idea where to begin solving the problems, but he knew that everything started with Ban-chan-yong.



    



    As he slammed his fist down on the counter again, his smartphone rang.



    



    Lee Chan-seok hurriedly reached for the light that had entered the dark restaurant.



    



    “Hyung.”



    



    Did you tell people about me?



    



    His cousin Lee Ho-young, who ran a gossip magazine, was extremely agitated.



    



    “What now?”



    



    The Daily News revealed that you and I are cousins. They’re saying I published a defamation article against Ban-chan-yong at your behest!



    



    “…….”



    



    Lee Chan-seok couldn’t say a word.



    



    His mind felt paralyzed, as if he had been hit on the head.



    



    What are you going to do? Because of you, the newspaper might shut down!



    



    He could hear the ringing of the phone on the other end.



    



    Other media outlets were calling the gossip magazine office to verify the facts.



    



    I told you to be careful! If they find out that you and I are cousins, it’s going to be a big problem!



    



    Advertisements



    



    Lee Chan-seok gritted his teeth.



    



    “When you were collecting money, that was fine, but now it’s all my fault! You told me to trust you!”



    



    What the hell have you done to be yelling at me! Where are you? Where the hell are you?!



    



    Lee Chan-seok angrily hung up the call.



    



    Checking the news articles, he found that indeed, the Daily News had recently posted an analysis of an article from the gossip magazine.



    



    It confirmed the relationship between the gossip magazine's owner Lee Ho-young, who had faced criticism for the unfounded fake news about Ban-chan-yong, and Lee Chan-seok, stating that they were cousins.



    



    He couldn’t understand how they had discovered the family connection with Lee Ho-young.



    



    The timing of the article’s release was also suspicious.



    



    Lee Chan-seok clutched his hair in frustration.



    



    His phone rang again.



    



    He didn’t want to check, but it kept ringing insistently. When he looked at the caller ID, it was his younger brother.



    



    He sighed and answered the phone.



    



    “What?”



    



    Are you out of your mind?



    



    “What?”



    



    Mom collapsed. Dad won’t even go outside because he’s embarrassed about the neighborhood.



    



    “……Is it going to be resolved? Don’t annoy me and hang up.”



    



    Annoyed? Resolved? What can you solve, brother? I’m being ignored at work just because I’m your sister. Why are you doing this to us?



    



    Lee Chan-seok hung up the phone.



    



    When things were good, even the family members who bragged about their son being on TV or that their brother was a famous chef began to resent him.



    



    The stubbornness he had been trying to hold onto eventually crumbled.



    



    ***



    



    Three days before the recording of the sixth round of "Korean Cuisine Celebration," Yoo Hye-rin was invited to the studio.



    



    They planned to invite one person who realistically had no chance of winning to promote their restaurant.



    



    The day before, he visited Park Seong-chil’s restaurant to film a mukbang featuring the new menu item, soy sauce butter stir-fried octopus.



    



    This was developed by Park Seong-chil for those who couldn't handle spicy food and had been showcased in the fifth round, where the theme was sauces.



    



    Following that, today they had invited Yoo Hye-rin, who had just started a cooking YouTube channel, to film.



    



    As the first part of the broadcast was wrapping up, he started his closing remarks.



    



    “Are you sure you’re not too busy coming here and not preparing well for the sixth round?”



    



    “No, I really prepared hard. Thank you so much for today.”



    



    Thanks to "Korean Cuisine Celebration," even though she had only launched her YouTube channel two weeks ago, Yoo Hye-rin had already gained 20,000 subscribers.



    



    When about 10,000 subscribers joined in real-time during today’s broadcast, she repeatedly bowed in gratitude as if she might get dizzy.



    



    Seeing her so happy made him happy too.



    



    “Not at all. I went to Park Seong-chil’s restaurant yesterday, and tomorrow I’ll be filming with Choi Eun-sam.”



    



    “Oh, other people too.”



    



    “Yes. Everyone is so talented that I wanted to taste their food again.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “Oh. Yes.”



    



    Yoo Hye-rin smiled awkwardly.



    



    “Then I’ll wrap up the first part of the broadcast. Please say a few words before we finish.”



    



    “Oh, thank you so much for treating me so well today. Ban Chan-yong, you’re really amazing. Please love the side dish store a lot. Thank you.”



    



    “No, you should be promoting your own channel, not saying that.”



    



    “Oh, is that so?”



    



    “Seriously. Everyone, if you haven’t subscribed to Yoo Hye-rin’s channel yet, please do! She makes a lot of delicious food.”



    



    “I will make a lot.”



    



    He turned off the microphone and switched to the waiting screen.



    



    “Thank you very much.”



    



    As Yoo Hye-rin bowed once again, he also inclined his head in return.



    



    “No problem. See you in the studio then.”



    



    “Yes, really. Thank you so much.”



    



    “Be careful on your way back.”



    



    After seeing Yoo Hye-rin off, he took a sip of water and took a moment to breathe.



    



    He had to start broadcasting again in five minutes, but if he had his old stamina, he wouldn’t have been able to manage it.



    



    He gathered his thoughts and sat back in front of the camera.



    



    “Ah, can you hear me?”



    



    └Can hear you



    



    └Here



    



    └The arrival of Bit-chan-yong



    



    “Ugh, what’s with Bit-chan-yong again?”



    



    After some of the contestants’ stories were revealed, a few began to attach “bit” to his name as they started to help him.



    



    “……Try to spam that chat.”



    



    └For real, we shouldn’t praise him



    



    └How can he even flaunt it like that?



    



    └ㄹㅇ No one can’t wait to criticize others, but for him, he has to be a shining light



    



    └But can we really invite participants without doing the sixth round?



    



    “Ah, the production team and I discussed it. It’s a bit sad, but for those who have no chance of winning, we can invite them before the sixth round and broadcast it.”



    



    └That’s realistic



    



    └It’s cleaner that way. Otherwise, we could hear accusations of biased judging.



    



    └ If they were worried about biased judging, they shouldn’t have had Ban Chan-yong as a judge in the first place, right? Joo Ji-seung is a participant too, lol.



    



    └Oh?



    



    └Cartel



    



    └Don’t joke about that. Didn’t you read the newspaper? There was an article accusing Ban Chan-yong of biased judging.



    



    └That article was written by Lee Chan-seok’s relative.



    



    └Wow



    



    └That’s seriously insane.



    



    Mugunji asked a reporter he knew to find out why Jaegan Newspaper published such an article.



    



    During that process, they discovered that Jaegan Newspaper’s president, Lee Ho-young, and Lee Chan-seok were cousins.



    



    The reporter thought it was a great opportunity and published the article at a very good time, and now Jaegan Newspaper has closed its office and cannot be contacted.



    



    It was ridiculous to think how much they hated him.



    



    └That guy really needs to be punished.



    



    └For real, people who bully others should all get what they deserve.



    



    └Didn’t someone named Kim get caught doing something similar before?



    



    └It seems that it has become too easy to manipulate public opinion with posts that go viral these days.



    



    └ Who would fall for that?



    



    └A lot of people would.



    



    └Bae Seung-ho still hasn’t apologized. I need to go and leave another comment later.



    



    “Don’t do that.”



    



    I was already annoyed that there were insults and mockery appearing on the website and YouTube channel of the restaurant run by Bae Seung-ho.



    



    “Honestly, what did Bae Seung-ho do wrong? Don’t do that. Really.”



    



    └He’s your disciple.



    



    └If he put his name on it and raised you, he should take responsibility.



    



    └You’re being so annoying.



    



    “Hey, honestly, I’m the victim here. I mean, it’s a bit of a relief to hear people say something about Lee Chan-seok, but ugh.”



    



    └Yeah, that’s honest.



    



    └ So he’s human after all, huh?



    



    └Oh, so he’s just doing the dirty work for you, lol.



    



    “Anyway, don’t do that to the people around you. What’s the difference from a guilt by association? Don’t go after Bae Seung-ho or others. That’s a crime too.”



    



    └You’re right.



    



    └Honestly, there are a lot of people who go too far.



    



    └Unless he apologizes properly, it’s different. Even now he’s slandering you, and you want to do that?



    



    ***



    



    “Seriously, just don’t harm innocent people. Since we’re on the topic, I just want to say that I really appreciate and am grateful for everyone backing me up and getting angry on my behalf, but I have no thoughts about it. Really. Yesterday, I talked with Seong-chil and today with Hye-rin, and that person isn’t around anymore. It’s already resolved. We really don’t care. All I’m thinking about is how to win the round in the sixth round. What should I eat for dinner tonight? That’s all I’m focused on. So please stop now. I mean, you all gathering to throw stones feels a bit hard to watch. It seems like you’re throwing stones at others too when there’s a pile.”



    



    └Trying to act nice.



    



    └Why is he so nice, for real?



    



    └Are you a Buddha?



    



    └It’s just that everyone has experienced bullying, so their empathy is exploding.



    



    “Act nice? What are you talking about? I’m super nice. The Buddha is Ji-seung. Anyway, I’m just saying this because I can relate. I’m not saying any of you are wrong. No, it’s wrong to say something to people who are unrelated. I also don’t know what’s what, but anyway, the person involved is okay. Lee Chan-seok’s program got canceled. They say he can’t even run his restaurant due to lack of staff. As a fellow human, it’s just pitiful. So once you’ve done enough, let’s stop. Isn’t it a bit cruel to keep going?”



    



    └Yeah, yeah.



    



    └If the person involved says to stop, then we should stop.



    



    └Oh dear, why do you live being bullied?



    



    └In the meantime, he calls himself nice.



    



    └Nice idiot.



    



    └Diabetic idiot.



    



    └130 million idiots.



    



    └But I really like this guy.



    



    └It’s not about being bullied; it’s about being generous. People with small minds don’t understand the minds of the big-hearted.



    



    └I think it’s commendable. He used to have such low self-esteem, but now he seems to have truly grown up. From the lunch boxes to the national treasure journey to now.



    



    └Yeah, you can see his self-esteem has risen.



    



    “PD, please mute those who called me an idiot in the chat.”



    



    As he threatened to implement a chat ban, the comments calling him an idiot disappeared in an instant.
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    “The final round of Han Cuisine Evaluation begins!”



    



    I shifted my gaze outside the set.



    



    Seung-joo and Tae-rin were waving their hands among the families of the other contestants.



    



    I had started as an ordinary office worker, became a YouTuber, and now stood here wanting to be a chef.



    



    Throughout this entire journey, Seung-joo and Tae-rin were with me.



    



    When I was diagnosed with diabetes and felt hopeless, it was Seung-joo who woke up early in the morning to prepare breakfast and pack my lunch, giving me the strength to keep going.



    



    When Seung-joo was diagnosed with stomach cancer, I felt as if my world had collapsed.



    



    Thinking about how much Seung-joo had suffered from marrying a worthless husband, I cried every night and started preparing breakfast every morning.



    



    It was not easy to do something I had never done before.



    



    But while washing rice, cooking it, preparing side dishes, and tasting the soup, I began to understand the thoughts and efforts Seung-joo had put in for me.



    



    Perhaps because I was getting older, I found myself tearing up more often.



    



    I worked hard to prepare healthy and delicious meals for Seung-joo, who was losing her appetite.



    



    Even in such times, Seung-joo remained strong.



    



    She told me not to worry, saying she was almost done with her stage II stomach cancer treatment, and urged me to go home after work, all while smiling.



    



    The next morning, holding back my tears, I reassured her that she would recover soon.



    



    However, when I discovered the damp hospital pillow cover, I decided to stay by her side.



    



    After resigning from my job, I was always with her.



    



    We became even closer and more affectionate than when we were dating.



    



    When she joked that the hospital food was better than my cooking, I felt a pang of frustration.



    



    I was happy when she managed to eat even a little of the food I prepared at home.



    



    Her complaints about the soup being bland would annoy me, and when she would throw up what she had eaten, it felt like my heart was being torn apart.



    



    In search of something I could do at home, I randomly started a YouTube channel, and Seung-joo nagged me from behind the camera.



    



    Though I didn’t earn a penny, the days of documenting our story continued.



    



    Then, Chan-yong sent me an email.



    



    He said our interactions were so sweet that he’d like to help with editing.



    



    I was grateful but politely declined, saying I couldn’t offer payment, but he replied that he was still learning and didn’t feel his skills warranted pay.



    



    Reluctantly, I let him take on the editing, and our story gradually reached more people through his touch.



    



    What had once been single-digit view counts surged into the double, triple, and quadruple digits in no time.



    



    As the view counts increased, comments flooded in about how lovely our couple’s conversations were, and Seung-joo began to regain her health.



    



    And I grew healthier as well.



    



    The despair from my diabetes and Seung-joo’s illness was, at some point, being filled with hope.



    



    The only activity we could share together had become a significant part of me.



    



    And I realized—



    



    Seung-joo had done all this for me.



    



    I had done it for Seung-joo.



    



    The meals we made for our miracle child, Tae-rin, brought happiness to our family and joy to our subscribers.



    



    To continue that incredible experience of bringing joy to someone, today I take on my final challenge.



    



    I tightened my apron.



    



    “Dad, hurry up!”



    



    ***



    



    The theme for the final round was health foods.



    



    The health foods I knew were dishes like mudfish soup, ginseng chicken soup, and dog meat soup, but it seemed like all twelve contestants had prepared different dishes.



    



    The first person I observed was Joo Ji-seung.



    



    Having been assigned as a judge, I tried my best to remain objective, but I couldn’t help but cheer for him.



    



    We had shared so many difficult times together and grown alongside each other, so judging him was incredibly challenging.



    



    Even by the end, I couldn’t shake my supportive feelings.



    



    “Joo Ji-seung has brought fish. Is that a sea bream?”



    



    Woo Wang-seon attempted to interview him.



    



    Something was already simmering in a pot, likely making stock.



    



    Since it takes a long time to extract flavors, those preparing soup dishes typically started with the stock.



    



    “Yes,” Ji-seung replied, removing the gills and entrails of the sea bream and rinsing it with water.



    



    He then filleted the fish, showing such concentration that Woo Wang-seon couldn’t get a word in.



    



    “Wow, you seem so focused that I’m hesitant to interrupt. What dish are you preparing today?”



    



    “It’s sea bream noodles.”



    



    Ji-seung responded as he organized the filleted sea bream.



    



    The fish was left whole with the head, body, and tail intact, having only the flesh, gills, and entrails removed.



    



    I couldn’t even imagine how much practice it took for him to fillet a fish so quickly and accurately.



    



    “Sea bream noodles! That sounds new to me. Ham Seok-ho, can you explain what sea bream noodles are?” Woo Wang-seon called out to him.



    



    Unfamiliar dishes were usually directed towards Ham Seok-ho or Oh Mi-kyung, and today was no exception as he showcased his knowledge.



    



    “Sea bream flesh is used to make pancakes, and various vegetables are boiled with the broth,” he explained.



    



    “Just hearing about it makes it sound delicious. I’m looking forward to it.”



    



    Ji-seung cut the sea bream fillets into bite-sized pieces, seasoned them with salt, and began preparing water parsley, pine nuts, liver, wood ear mushrooms, and shiitake mushrooms in sequence.



    



    I found myself continuously drawn to see what kind of dish he would create.



    



    “It seems that Sa Daemun has already completed his dish. What did you prepare today?” Woo Wang-seon asked Sa Daemun.



    



    He was already closing the lid of his pot and tidying up around him.



    



    “It’s Hyojeonggyeong.”



    



    While hosting Han Cuisine Evaluation, I had been surprised by how many dishes I had never heard of.



    



    “Hyuh?”



    



    “Hyojeonggyeong.”



    



    “Wow, that’s another new dish for me. Oh Mi-kyung, can you tell us more about it?”



    



    “It means ‘soup eaten at dawn’ using the characters for dawn and bell. It’s a soup eaten when the morning bell rings.”



    



    “Oh, is it like the hangover soup we sometimes eat after drinking all night?”



    



    Woo Wang-seon’s question made Ham Seok-ho, Oh Mi-kyung, and Park Jung-ah chuckle softly.



    



    Not understanding the context, I laughed along.



    



    “Exactly. But it’s a very luxurious hangover soup. It’s made with expensive ingredients like beef short ribs, abalone, and sea cucumber, so it was a dish that only nobility ate.”



    



    “Gwangju in Gyeonggi Province is famous for Hyojeonggyeong, and it’s said to be the first delivery food. Although we can't verify it, it was indeed a dish that was loved back in the day.”



    



    Park Jung-ah added to the explanation.



    



    “Wow, I’m really looking forward to it.”



    



    Wang-seon approached Gu Yeon-ja this time.



    



    It seemed he wanted to focus on the top three contestants first.



    



    “Gu Yeon-ja, you’re preparing a dish I’ve never seen before. What is it?”



    



    U Wang-seon pointed to a fish that was about the length of a finger and looked like a catfish.



    



    “It’s Ggukjeogu,” she replied.



    



    “Excuse me?”



    



    “Ggukjeogu.”



    



    U Wang-seon turned to the other judges.



    



    He looked to Ham Seok-ho, Oh Mi-gyeong, and Park Jeong-ah, waiting for them to explain.



    



    “Park Jeong-ah?”



    



    Park Jeong-ah squinted her eyes and leaned forward.



    



    “Oh Mi-gyeong?”



    



    Oh Mi-gyeong tilted her head, both of them clearly unaware.



    



    Everyone's gaze turned to Ham Seok-ho, but he seemed to be stumped too.



    



    He awkwardly cleared his throat, looking a bit flustered.



    



    “This is a first. A fish that even the judges don’t know about.”



    



    “Hey, you didn’t ask Chan-yong hyung!”



    



    Ha-im shouted, drawing attention to me.



    



    “Hold on! How would I know?”



    



    The laughter from the panelists and families supporting the contestants eased the tense atmosphere that had filled the final round.



    



    “Time’s up!”



    



    While I was distracted watching the other contestants’ dishes, time had flown by.



    



    As Joo Wang-taek announced that the time had expired, all the contestants simultaneously put down their cooking utensils.



    



    “The first evaluation is for contestant number 9, Gu Yeon-ja.”



    



    Gu Yeon-ja stepped forward.



    



    “Gu Yeon-ja is currently in third place with 26 points. Depending on today’s results, she could aim for the final victory. Gu Yeon-ja, if you win, what will you do with the prize money?”



    



    “Um.”



    



    Gu Yeon-ja hesitated for a moment before speaking.



    



    “I want to tell my mother, who is quite elderly, to rest at home now.”



    



    She smiled, but everyone else shared a warm smile as well.



    



    It was such a heartwarming thought to think of her elderly mother.



    



    “I also want to move our restaurant to a cleaner place since the building is old.”



    



    “I see. What restorative dish did you prepare today?”



    



    “It’s Ggukjeogu-tang. My mother used to make it often because it’s a dish from my hometown.”



    



    “Great. We’ll taste it first and then hear about the dish.”



    



    Gu Yeon-ja served Ggukjeogu-tang and potato rice to the judges and panelists.



    



    The small fish, which looked like a finger, was right there in the soup, making it seem somewhat like a catfish soup, but I was a bit apprehensive.



    



    The judges tasted it without any reluctance, but some of the panelists didn’t seem too pleased.



    



    I wondered how it would have been if the fish had been blended so its shape wouldn’t be visible.



    



    The dish included chopped green onions, handmade dumplings, enoki mushrooms, and chives.



    



    Having seen how it looked, I summoned my courage and took a spoonful of Ggukjeogu.



    



    With some gochujang added, it was a little thick, but it wasn’t as heavy as I expected.



    



    It was spicy yet without any fishy or earthy taste, making it different from any fish soup I had eaten before.



    



    “It’s delicious!”



    



    “Banchanyong, this time we have a comment that it’s tasty. What do you think?”



    



    “Is this freshwater fish?”



    



    “Yes,” Gu Yeon-ja nodded.



    



    “When you usually make spicy soup with freshwater fish, it tends to have a slight earthy taste, right? But this has none of that. It feels like it was made with something like mudfish. Also, unlike other freshwater soups, it doesn’t feel thick at all. The seasoning isn’t overpowering either, so it feels very healthy while still being delicious. This might be a bit sensitive, but your mother said it’s a dish from your hometown, right?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    “It gives off an ‘northern’ vibe. Normally, fish soups or spicy soups tend to have strong seasonings to mask any fishiness, but that’s not the case here.”



    



    “Definitely gives off a northern vibe. Gu Yeon-ja, where is your mother from?”



    



    Gu Yeon-ja’s lips twitched, as if I had guessed correctly.



    



    “Gangneung.”



    



    “Haha!”



    



    Starting with Ha-im, everyone in the studio burst into laughter.



    



    I felt quite embarrassed.



    



    “Oh, this is a dish from Gangwon Province?” Park Jeong-ah asked.



    



    “Yes. It’s commonly eaten in places like Yangyang and Gangneung. But Banchanyong, the judge, you really observed well.”



    



    Everyone looked at me, surprised that I had made an accurate observation.



    



    “Ggukjeogu lives in clear waters. Unlike fish soups made with catfish or loach from muddy waters, this tastes clean. There’s no earthy taste at all.”



    



    Everyone looked at me in astonishment.



    



    I felt relieved as if I had saved face.



    



    “Also, fish soups usually have strong seasonings to mask any fishiness, but our family generally prefers mild flavors, so you’ve noted that well.”



    



    Gu Yeon-ja gave me a thumbs up.



    



    “Ah, this potato rice is from Gangwon Province. So, you eat it with the Ggukjeogu-tang?”



    



    When I asked, Gu Yeon-ja nodded again.



    



    The judges and panelists simultaneously scooped some Ggukjeogu-tang onto their potato rice and mixed it together.



    



    Taking a large bite of the rice soaked in the spicy broth made me feel relaxed.



    



    “Thank you for the meal. It was delicious.”



    



    I showed an 8-point score.

  
    Takers, Matchers, Givers (5)



    



    “I also enjoyed it very much.”



    



    Oh Mi-gyeong spoke up.



    



    “Usually, when we think of restorative dishes, we just consider them good for the body, but they’re not always suitable for people with digestive issues.”



    



    I wasn’t aware of that.



    



    “However, Gu Yeon-ja’s Ggukjeogu-tang was very easy to eat. I can feel your mother’s thoughtfulness in it.”



    



    “Thank you,” Gu Yeon-ja bowed in appreciation.



    



    “I’ll give you 9 points.”



    



    In the first round, it’s rare to see a score of 10. Especially in a final competition, the judges tend to be conservative, so giving 9 points indicates that they found Gu Yeon-ja’s Ggukjeogu-tang nearly perfect.



    



    Park Jeong-ah then spoke.



    



    “I also enjoyed it very much. As the previous two judges mentioned, the seasoning wasn’t overpowering, making it comfortable to eat. The flavor was also different from what you would typically expect from a fish soup.”



    



    Park Jeong-ah smiled broadly.



    



    “Actually, I think it’s more common to blend the bones when making fish soups like Cheonggukjang. I wondered why you didn’t do that, Gu Yeon-ja.”



    



    Several panelists nodded in agreement.



    



    Since they had to eat the small fish whole, I thought it might be polarizing, making it difficult to receive high scores, but it seemed that Park Jeong-ah understood why Gu Yeon-ja made that choice.



    



    “If you blended it, I think we wouldn’t have known it was Ggukjeogu. We might have thought it was just a slightly unusual fish soup. I believe Gu Yeon-ja wanted to finish the last round of Han-sik Yeon-chan with a nostalgic dish that her mother used to make.”



    



    Gu Yeon-ja’s eyes reddened.



    



    She began to speak in a choked voice.



    



    “My mother has been quite ill and often just sits there dazed or lies down at home. But when she watches Han-sik Yeon-chan, she seems to perk up. She tells me to present the food nicely and complains about how roughly I prepare it. She points out mistakes made by the other contestants as well.”



    



    Everyone chuckled softly.



    



    “She has so much confidence in cooking that I think she wants to share what she knows. So, she fusses like she used to. I really appreciate that. I wanted to recreate her cooking from back in the day, and today I finally got to prepare it.”



    



    “So today’s recipe is exactly as your mother made it?”



    



    “Yes. I said I prefer it blended, but she asked how we would know if it was Ggukjeogu or not if we blended it. She said if someone came to eat Ggukjeogu, I should show them the Ggukjeogu itself.”



    



    “Your mother’s reasoning was spot on.”



    



    Ham Seok-ho stepped in.



    



    “A representative example can be seen with insects. It’s commonly thought that having the appearance of bugs isn’t desirable, but those who eat insects often prefer products that maintain their shape because the experience of consuming them is important.”



    



    While I personally couldn’t understand why anyone would eat insects, I had heard from Baek Woo-jin and Ju Ji-seung that for those interested in edible insects, the type and appearance of the bugs they consume are significant experiences.



    



    “I suspect that it’s similar for traditional foods like Ggukjeogu. It was delicious.”



    



    Park Jeong-ah gave it an 8, and Ham Seok-ho gave it a 9.



    



    With Lee Chan-seok absent, the panel scored a total of 60 points, and considering how divisive it was, a score of 49 was relatively high.



    



    “Gu Yeon-ja, with 83 points in the 6th round, you’ve risen to first place!”



    



    After Gu Yeon-ja exited, the next evaluation began.



    



    Yook Hye-rin, who presented deep-fried eel and buckwheat noodles, scored 90 points, and Choi Eun-sam, who showcased a tofu stew made with Yeoncheon beans and job's tears rice, received an impressive 92 points.



    



    You could feel that all the contestants had come prepared for the final battle, and as someone enjoying the delicious food, I was just happy.



    



    “The next contestant is Sadeumun.”



    



    Sadeumun stepped onto the stage.



    



    “The dish you prepared today is said to be the origin of delivery food, Hyojong-geng. What kind of dish is it?”



    



    In response to U Wang-seon’s question, Sadeumun seemed a bit nervous as he answered.



    



    “It’s made with doenjang (fermented soybean paste), napa cabbage cores, bean sprouts, beef short ribs, sea cucumber, abalone, shiitake mushrooms, and wild pine mushrooms, all simmered together. In the past, it was cooked at Namhan Mountain Fortress in Gyeonggi Province and delivered to Hanyang (Seoul) at dawn, arriving around the time the dawn bell rang, which is why it was called Hyojong-geng.”



    



    “That’s quite a long distance for delivery.”



    



    “Yes. The ingredients were rare, and transporting them required considerable effort, making it a dish enjoyed by the nobility.”



    



    As November approached, the studio was rather chilly despite the warmth generated while cooking and the heater blowing air.



    



    However, steam was rising from the Hyojong-geng.



    



    After blowing on it to cool it down, I took a spoonful of the abalone and broth.



    



    It was clear. Clear but deeply flavorful.



    



    Although I worried that simmering the ingredients for about 50 minutes might not be enough to extract a good broth, it turned out to be just right.



    



    The subtle umami from the beef short ribs, abalone, and mushrooms made my stomach feel at ease.



    



    “Mmm.”



    



    Admiration echoed in the air, reminiscent of construction site vibes.



    



    “It’s really good!”



    



    Park Jeong-ah spoke up.



    



    “You used great ingredients, and each flavor was brought out well.”



    



    “I find it fascinating. You boiled it for about 50 minutes, yet the broth has come out so well.”



    



    When I raised my doubt, Park Jeong-ah added an explanation.



    



    “Many people believe that boiling for 8 to 12 hours is ideal, but that’s not the case. It actually depends on the ingredients. If you boil this Hyojong-geng for that long, the texture of the ingredients would likely disintegrate and the nutrients would be lost.”



    



    If it’s supposed to be restorative food, losing nutrients would be counterproductive.



    



    “The time needed to extract the broth depends on the type and amount of ingredients and the heat used, and it seems Sadeumun found the perfect conditions. It was incredibly comforting, with a clean umami flavor that was superb.”



    



    Park Jeong-ah gave it a score of 10.



    



    Next, Oh Mi-gyeong also gave a score of 10, saying that the dish highlighted its savory flavor without being overly stimulating.



    



    Following that, Han Seok-ho also awarded a score of 10, marking the first time the entire panel gave full marks in the "Korean Food Appreciation" competition.



    



    The panel members were continually impressed, giving a total of 57 points, causing Sa Daemun to clench his fists in excitement.



    



    “That’s an incredibly high score! 97 points! I believe this is the highest score in the history of Korean Food Appreciation. Is that correct?”



    



    “Is it right? No? Is it right?”



    



    U Wang-seon and Jo Wang-taek were in a flurry as they confirmed the facts.



    



    When writer Song No-eul made a circle gesture above her head, everyone was shocked.



    



    With Sa Daemun’s performance, the outcome of the overall championship remained uncertain until the very end.



    



    “Sa Daemun, who made the Hyojong-geng, has recorded the highest score in Korean Food Appreciation, increasing his chances of winning. Now, let’s welcome Joo Ji-seung as our final participant.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung walked out and took the stage.



    



    Seeing his Adam's apple bob up and down, it seemed he was swallowing dry saliva.



    



    “Joo Ji-seung, earlier Sa Daemun received 97 points. How are you feeling right now?”



    



    “Uh...”



    



    Joo Ji-seung could only shake his head, making everyone laugh.



    



    “It’s the first time I’ve seen Joo Ji-seung so nervous. What dish have you prepared today?”



    



    “It’s Domi-myeon. The fish fillet is grilled and placed on top of a pancake made from the fish, with various ingredients and buckwheat noodles in a hot pot.”



    



    Just looking at it made it look extravagant.



    



    In the wide, shallow pot, a grilled Domi lay in the center, where the fillet had been removed.



    



    In the spot where the fillet used to be, a golden-brown Domi pancake was neatly placed.



    



    The bottom of the pot was filled with bean sprouts, while the top was arranged with egg strips, green onions, and beef.



    



    The ingredients were all cut to the same length, creating a classical appearance.



    



    Above the Domi, there were wood ear mushrooms and shiitake mushrooms, and next to them, the buckwheat noodles were added, boiling away in the rich broth, making my mouth water even at the final judging.



    



    Each judge and panel received a serving of the completed Domi-myeon.



    



    I took the first bite of the Domi pancake.



    



    When eating the Domi as sashimi, the texture was quite firm, but as a pancake, it was wonderfully nutty and tender.



    



    The richness came from the fat content.



    



    Next, I ate the shiitake mushrooms, beef, and buckwheat noodles together.



    



    The ingredients, infused with the deep broth, each brought their own voice to the dish, making it the most luxurious noodle dish I had ever had.



    



    “The Domi-myeon is originally a royal court dish,” Han Seok-ho began to explain.



    



    “It originated during the reign of King Seongjong when General Heo Jong defeated invading enemy forces in Hamgyeong-do, and in gratitude, the people created this dish with great care. At that time, the dish didn’t have a name, but Heo Jong named it Seunggiaktang, meaning a soup that surpasses music and gisaeng, to honor it. It has since been passed down as a royal court dish.”



    



    Knowing it was a dish made to express gratitude to someone who drove out foreign invaders made its essence even more remarkable.



    



    “Watching Joo Ji-seung skillfully prepare the Domi and cut the ingredients to fit neatly into the pot, I could see how much effort he puts into his cooking. He’s as good as any chef I’ve seen. It was delicious.”



    



    Han Seok-ho gave him a score of 10.



    



    Being acknowledged as a chef by the patriarch of Korean cuisine filled Joo Ji-seung with overwhelming joy, as if he had already won.



    



    “There are many dishes I’m trying for the first time today, but I believe Domi-myeon elevates the familiar hot pot to the highest level,” said Judge Park Jeong-a.



    



    “To be honest, I expected the health dishes today might be somewhat burdensome. However, every participant focused on the flavors of the ingredients, and Joo Ji-seung’s Domi-myeon lets me feel the different textures and flavors of all the ingredients in one pot. It was truly excellent.”



    



    Once again, he received a score of 10.



    



    Even Oh Mi-gyeong gave him a score of 10, making the pressure to comment last feel incredibly burdensome.



    



    Everyone seemed to understand my feelings and quietly waited.



    



    “As you all know, Joo Ji-seung and I are very close friends. So, I know what kind of dishes he usually makes. He uses cola instead of water for his boiled pork and soda for making water kimchi. He makes tempura using Cheetos instead of tempura flour. He’s obsessed with YouTube cooking.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung’s eyes widened in surprise.



    



    “It’s been a long time since I’ve seen him cook healthy dishes while doing Korean Food Appreciation. I kept thinking about how much effort he must have put in, even though I never got to cheer him on.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung smiled as if he understood my feelings.



    



    “I really tried to remain objective because of my position. I doubted myself every day, wondering if I was truly able to judge without any personal bias. It was difficult.”



    



    Oh Mi-gyeong and Park Jeong-a, sitting on either side of him, slowly nodded their heads.



    



    Perhaps they could empathize with the burden of feeling that way as judges, even without any personal relationships.



    



    “But today, I finally gained confidence. My head and heart were in a constant battle over who was right, but my mouth told me the truth. It was incredibly delicious.”



    



    He awarded a score of 10.



    



    I had worried that if I was too conscious of the need to be objective, I might give Joo Ji-seung a lower score than he deserved.



    



    Conversely, I feared that if I was swayed by the bonds we had formed, I might end up giving him a score like Lee Chan-seok’s.



    



    But today, I could be certain.



    



    “10 points! Once again, all judges have given full marks. Now, the panel's choice will determine the winner of Round 6.”



    



    The panel members raised their scores simultaneously.



    



    “Joo Ji-seung, Round 6: 98 points!”



    



    “He claims both the round victory and the overall championship!”



    



    Outside the studio, my sister-in-law screamed in delight, while Joo Ji-seung was in a daze, with all the participants approaching him to congratulate him.
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    “The six-week journey has come to an end. How do you feel about winning?”



    



    Woo Wang-seon and Jwa Wang-taek began the interview with Joo Ji-seung in the middle.



    



    “I’m so happy. Really happy. To be honest, it was incredibly tough to endure week after week among such amazing people. It felt like I was constantly challenging my limits.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung bit his lip and repeatedly relaxed it.



    



    “I really want to thank my brothers Eunsam and Daemun for helping me think through the menu.”



    



    His throat was tight, making it hard for him to continue speaking.



    



    When he opened his mouth again, his voice was trembling with emotion.



    



    “Thank you, dear.”



    



    His wife, who was outside the studio, wiped her tears away while smiling.



    



    Taerin, holding her mom’s hand, looked back and forth between her dad and mom before starting to cry too.



    



    The other contestants were quietly shaking their shoulders, trying to hold back their tears.



    



    The moment Joo Ji-seung’s victory was confirmed, Choi Eunsam and Sademun rushed over, both bowing their heads and crying.



    



    Despite the joyous occasion, they felt that Joo Ji-seung’s hard work had made this outcome inevitable.



    



    “Joo Ji-seung will receive a total prize of 300 million won, and he will have the opportunity to commercialize the dishes he presented on Hansik Praise alongside Ottogi. Congratulations!”



    



    After the final announcement, everyone who participated, along with the production crew, hurriedly exchanged greetings.



    



    Expressions of gratitude and appreciation echoed throughout the room, and soon the producers took each person away for interviews.



    



    Writer Song No-eul attached herself to me for an interview, probably to include in the video as a postscript.



    



    “Lastly, could you share your thoughts?”



    



    After answering a few questions, Song No-eul posed her final question.



    



    “This will only be aired, right?”



    



    “Uh... Hehe.”



    



    Given the fixed broadcasting time, they couldn’t cover all the interview content with the contestants and judges.



    



    I suspected that the earlier questions might get edited out, and Song No-eul gave an awkward smile in response.



    



    “To be honest, I found it very burdensome to be a judge until the end. But if I get another chance, I’d do it without hesitation.”



    



    “Why is that?”



    



    “It’s rare to have the opportunity to taste dishes made with care by such amazing people. I felt so happy.”



    



    ***



    



    The final episode of Hansik Praise recorded a nationwide viewership rating of 16.7%, concluding with immense interest.



    



    There were minor frictions along the way, but both WTV and Ottogi were satisfied with the results, and Joo Ji-seung, who earned the 300 million won prize, was undoubtedly in a good place.



    



    Not only the prize but also the YouTube channel gained significant traction.



    



    For Banyasikgyeong, whose channel growth had somewhat stagnated before participating in Hansik Praise, this was nothing short of a boon.



    



    I also enjoyed considerable benefits by introducing the contestants' restaurants and conducting cook-along sessions in the studio when they didn’t have establishments, boosting my views significantly.



    



    While I didn’t gain subscribers as much as Joo Ji-seung, I did see an increase and built an image of being a considerate person who looked out for other contestants.



    



    Since I was doing what I loved and receiving positive feedback, I couldn’t have asked for more.



    



    Today was the finale.



    



    I visited a Korean restaurant called Manna Gukjuk, operated by Ham Seok-ho, with Muk Eun-ji.



    



    “Please act as if I’m not here.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji expressed her discontent.



    



    “Why?”



    



    “Please focus on the review.”



    



    “I can ask for your opinion.”



    



    “I don’t want my voice to be heard.”



    



    She seemed burdened by the viewers constantly asking where the paper bag PD was.



    



    I hoped for the day when we could broadcast together, but with her being so stubborn, I figured I’d have to set aside a day for a conversation.



    



    “Then let’s do that today.”



    



    “Not just today, but always.”



    



    Shrugging her shoulders, she opened the door.



    



    “Hello.”



    



    As I stepped inside, a staff member recognized me and promptly guided me to a seat inside.



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    To my surprise, there was an unexpected guest.



    



    It was Bae Seung-ho, the teacher of Lee Chan-seok.



    



    I hesitated in shock, and both Ham Seok-ho and Bae Seung-ho stood up to greet me.



    



    “Ah, hello. I’m Ban-Chan-yong.”



    



    “I’m Muk Eun-ji from the side dish store.”



    



    “I’m Bae Seung-ho.”



    



    I found myself greeting him unexpectedly as we sat facing each other while Ham Seok-ho explained the situation.



    



    “This friend has something to say to Chan-yong, so I arranged this meeting. I apologize for startling you.”



    



    “No, it’s fine. But if you have something to say…”



    



    “I’m sorry.”



    



    Bae Seung-ho bowed his head to me.



    



    I was so taken aback that I reached out to lower the camera Muk Eun-ji was holding, but she had already sensed it and put the camera under the table.



    



    Bae Seung-ho continued, looking troubled.



    



    “I thought you must have gone through a lot of emotional turmoil because of that foolish kid. I wanted to sincerely apologize.”



    



    “No, no. You really don’t have to, sir.”



    



    Bae Seung-ho bowed his head again and didn’t move.



    



    I had skipped lunch to enjoy a delicious meal, but now I felt like I might choke before I even started eating.



    



    “Sir, please raise your head. I really feel very uncomfortable.”



    



    After I begged him to lift his head, he finally complied.



    



    “I’ve truly forgotten about Lee Chan-seok. If apologies are to be given, it should be done directly to him. Nonetheless, it’s an honor to meet you.”



    



    As I greeted him, Bae Seung-ho wore a devastated expression.



    



    The media had been quite noisy regarding Lee Chan-seok, and articles were circulating about Bae Seung-ho severing his mentor-student relationship with Lee Chan-seok, causing a stir.



    



    There was no reason for him to do this to me, but it seemed he considered it his duty as a mentor.



    



    “It seems that you are also looking for Chan-yong and other contestants.”



    



    Ham Seok-ho explained.



    



    It appeared that he felt compelled to go to the trouble of apologizing to each person, trying to fulfill his responsibilities as a mentor.



    



    I wondered how someone trained under such a person could act so differently.



    



    “I heard your restaurant has also suffered a lot.”



    



    “It’s my business.”



    



    “Our staff told me that Chan-yong asked those throwing stones at your restaurant to stop.”



    



    Ham Seok-ho brought up an embarrassing topic.



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    “No, no. People like that wouldn’t listen to me. It's not the right thing to do, so it was only natural.”



    



    “Thank you, Chanyong. Because of you, this friend feels a bit comforted.”



    



    “It's nothing.”



    



    I felt extremely awkward. Not knowing how to respond, I fidgeted until Bae Seung-ho stood up.



    



    “Today, I wanted to treat you to dinner, Chanyong, so I asked this person for help.”



    



    “Treat?”



    



    Ham Seok-ho laughed.



    



    “You won’t regret it, as he’s one of the best chefs in our country.”



    



    I was genuinely surprised. The thought of Bae Seung-ho cooking for me washed away my discomfort.



    



    “I can’t refuse such an opportunity. I’ll eat well.”



    



    For the first time today, Bae Seung-ho smiled.



    



    As he left the room, this time it was Ham Seok-ho who apologized.



    



    “I’m sorry. I pushed it because I thought you might refuse if I told you he was coming.”



    



    “It’s fine. But please keep your promise.”



    



    “Promise?”



    



    “You said you would create a new menu for me.”



    



    “Hahaha! Sure, whenever you want.”



    



    ***



    



    Thankfully, today’s meal was prepared by the master chef Bae Seung-ho. Every dish was exquisite and appealing. I noticed that he paid great attention to the temperature of the food, so after the meal, I asked him about it. He explained that tasting food is a complex process involving sight, touch, smell, taste, and hearing. I already knew that, but I had never experienced a meal where all senses were engaged so delicately. It’s like watching a well-made movie where you get completely absorbed. After watching, it feels like there isn't a single unnecessary scene, and everything is essential from start to finish. Master Bae Seung-ho’s course was the same. It was heartbreaking to see a restaurant run by someone like him struggling recently. I hope Master Bae Seung-ho’s restaurant is preserved like a treasure. Please refrain from indiscriminate actions.
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    Bae Seung-ho closed his eyes tightly while watching the review video uploaded to the Banchan store channel today.



    



    Though the gathering was meant for an apology, the younger YouTuber, younger than his eldest son, showed remarkable generosity.



    



    The unexpected kindness reminded him of the conversation they had on the day of the shoot.



    



    “I really hope you won’t do that. If I had any negative feelings, they all went away with the food you made today.”



    



    “……”



    



    “If, by any chance, you feel burdened about something, could I ask one favor?”



    



    “Anything, please.”



    



    “I hope you can welcome Lee Chan-seok back for your sake.”



    



    “That’s…”



    



    “I believe the reason you treated me like this today is that you still care about Lee Chan-seok. If you had truly cut ties, you wouldn’t have done this. Because it’s someone else.”



    



    “……”



    



    “I have no intention of forgiving or hating that person. But it’s just sad to see someone ruined beyond redemption for a single crime.”



    



    “Ha.”



    



    “So if you’re feeling uncomfortable, please guide Lee Chan-seok so he can channel his pride in his skills, learned from you, in the right direction. Help him not to repeat the same mistakes. If you do that, I think neither I nor the other participants from Hansik Yechan will forgive him, but we won’t hate him any more than we already do.”



    



    With the youth's words, Bae Seung-ho felt redeemed.



    



    He had thought he shouldn’t do that, that he should cut him off, but he realized that it was okay to teach the foolish and foolishly stubborn student again. He could no longer contain the emotions he had been suppressing.



    



    Bae Seung-ho wiped the tears streaming down his face with his index finger and thumb and continued to think calmly.



    



    Lee Chan-seok was more sincere than anyone.



    



    On days when he felt like he was going to collapse from exhaustion, he never skipped a day cleaning the kitchen, organizing the inventory by type and date.



    



    From kitchen assistant to head chef, he worked tirelessly without cutting corners.



    



    Among other students and staff, he received criticism for being too harsh and inflexible, but Bae Seung-ho, on the contrary, held Lee Chan-seok, who refused to compromise on the basics of the kitchen, in high regard.



    



    However, since last year, he began to show signs of impatience.



    



    As his body gradually began to feel strained, the time to choose a successor was approaching. Bae Seung-ho, who secretly had Lee Chan-seok in mind, told him that if he won the competition, he would pass on the head chef position.



    



    Lee Chan-seok showed determination.



    



    Bae Seung-ho was pleased to see his disciple's progress each week.



    



    Although he regrettably finished as the runner-up, he recognized Lee Chan-seok’s vibrant performance throughout the competition.



    



    Though he didn’t immediately pass on the head chef position as promised, he planned to gradually hand over his main restaurant, Sanhaejinmi, to Lee Chan-seok over time.



    



    But then, Lee Chan-seok announced he would open his own restaurant.



    



    Wanting to carve his own path through Paldo Jinmi, Lee Chan-seok stubbornly insisted on this, and Bae Seung-ho thought it was a sign of his growth and permitted his independence.



    



    Fortunately, Lee Chan-seok's restaurant flourished and he began to appear on broadcasts.



    



    Though he felt a twinge of regret at losing his successor, he felt proud watching his disciple forge his own path.



    



    Then, one day, strange rumors began circulating among his disciples and staff.



    



    They were negative remarks about Lee Chan-seok.



    



    Due to his meticulous and fastidious nature, he wasn’t a mentor that could easily bond with juniors, so Bae Seung-ho dismissed it as mere gossip.



    



    But it wasn’t until Hansik Yechan that he realized that his love for Lee Chan-seok had clouded his judgment.
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    Bae Seung-ho let out a long sigh.



    



    ***



    



    “Ugh!”



    



    Banchan-yong, who had just exited the office, was startled. He had spotted Lee Chan-seok standing right next to the door.



    



    Banchan-yong blocked Mu-geun-ji from moving forward and glared at Lee Chan-seok.



    



    He was on guard, wondering if Lee Chan-seok had come to harm them in a moment of despair.



    



    Lee Chan-seok stared intently at Banchan-yong and slowly lowered his head.



    



    “What do you want?”



    



    Banchan-yong asked.



    



    “I’m sorry.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok lifted his head.



    



    “I’m not an expert. I was arrogant and looked down on you, Chanyong. I blamed you for the things that happened because of my words and actions.”



    



    Banchan-yong felt resistance from the hand that was blocking Mu-geun-ji.



    



    Mu-geun-ji wouldn’t forgive Lee Chan-seok for hurting someone precious to him, and knowing that, Banchan-yong opened his mouth before Mu-geun-ji could step in.



    



    “So?”



    



    “...I watched the video review of your cooking, Teacher.”



    



    He was referring to the video titled “Meeting Master Chef Bae Seung-ho” uploaded to the Banchan store.



    



    Banchan-yong did not let down his guard.



    



    “Thank you for protecting the Master from slander.”



    



    “I didn’t do it for Lee Chan-seok’s sake. If you came to say that, you can go back.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok lowered his head again.



    



    “I sincerely apologize.”



    



    He met the suspicious gazes and the furious eyes directed at him and apologized once more.



    



    He would have to endure such looks many more times in the future.



    



    How much time had passed?



    



    Banchan-yong let out a sigh.



    



    “Did you really think I wouldn’t be surprised by your sudden visit?”



    



    “I didn’t think you would accept me.”



    



    Banchan-yong thought both the master and the disciple were being unreasonable.



    



    “Isn’t it obvious? Why should I accept your apology?”



    



    Lee Chan-seok lowered his head once more.



    



    After losing everything, the hardest part for him was that people stopped visiting the restaurant of the mentor he respected.



    



    He had been living in a hell of self-reproach and anger, barely hanging on each day.



    



    Then, through a link sent by a junior, he found the review of Master Bae Seung-ho by Banchan-yong.



    



    The video had over a million views, with thousands of comments.
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    The comments were filled with warm words, different from those on Lee Chan-seok and Bae Seung-ho's channels.



    



    Bae Seung-ho had done nothing wrong.



    



    People were crossing the line.



    



    When he read the comments about visiting Sanhaejinmi, Lee Chan-seok felt saved.



    



    Only then did he begin to reflect on his own actions.



    



    “I’m truly sorry.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok lowered his head for the fifth time.



    



    Again, Banchan-yong sighed, but his voice softened a little.



    



    “Do you remember when I said I was rooting for you during the Paldo Jinmi competition?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    “It was true. Watching you cook something I had never seen before, I really wanted to try your food. So I was quite disappointed.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok had no words to say in response.



    



    “I think what happened to you is cruel, but that doesn’t mean the humiliation that I and the other participants from Hansik Yechan experienced was light. I’m not going to forgive you, nor do I plan to withdraw the lawsuit brought by my cousin.”



    



    He could only listen.



    



    “Once that matter is settled, let’s not run into each other anymore. I’ll go my way, and you do what you need to do.”



    



    Lee Chan-seok lowered his head.



    



    Banchan-yong, still highly suspicious, took Mu-geun-ji with him and went up in the elevator.



    



    Left alone, Lee Chan-seok stood there for a while before slowly starting to walk.



    



    He pulled out his phone, which he had set to silent due to the numerous contacts he had received.



    



    He needed to contact the participants to apologize, but he was terrified to open the phone filled with insults and curses.



    



    Lee Chan-seok swallowed hard and opened his phone, checking the most recent message.



    



    It was a message from his mentor, Bae Seung-ho, telling him to come to the office as soon as he saw it.



    



    He had no idea what kind of anger he might face, but it was the first contact he had received in two weeks.



    



    If he was willing to meet him, he was prepared to be scolded multiple times.
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    “Cheers!”



    



    The Sadang family gathered to celebrate Ju Ji-seung's victory.



    



    Even though they often met during the recording of “Hansik Yechan” every Monday for Baekban, and every Wednesday for exercise, it had been a long time since they had a drinking gathering since Nana and Baek Woo-jin don’t enjoy alcohol.



    



    Today, I raised a soju glass as well.



    



    “Ugh.”



    



    To wash away the bitterness, I drank the broth from the dried pollack stew repeatedly and then fished out a dried pollack.



    



    It was mid-November, the peak season, and the sensation of the roe bursting was quite fun.



    



    “300 million! 300 million! 300 million!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin shouted excitedly, and Ju Ji-seung laughed in disbelief.



    



    “Is it just 300 million? Look at the subscribers.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan joined in the excitement, but Ju Ji-seung waved his hands dismissively.



    



    “The prize money was 100 million. You get 100 million when you start a business.”



    



    “What about the remaining 100 million?”



    



    “They say they’ll give royalties when they sell the Sogari bread.”



    



    “Eh?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin, Cha Ji-chan, and I were surprised together.



    



    “They’re making Sogari bread?”



    



    “Is that going to be commercialized?”



    



    “They’re going to mix in another fish and pork instead of Sogari, and it will be spicy soup flavored.”



    



    “...That’s a disaster.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s words made me burst out laughing.



    



    “Wow. That’s not going to sell, is it?”



    



    “They sell Jjamppong bread, so it could sell.”



    



    “The name itself is a problem. What’s spicy soup bread?”



    



    “No, I’ve tasted it, and even if they just imitate that flavor, there’s potential.”



    



    “Is it really that good?”



    



    “Yeah. It’s amazing.”



    



    “So, if it sells a lot, do they pay you more?”



    



    “Not really, just 100 million. Honestly, if we’re talking about making money, Chan-yong probably made more than I did.”



    



    At Ju Ji-seung’s words, Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin turned their heads sharply.



    



    “Is that true?”



    



    “Be honest.”



    



    “Eh. No way.”



    



    “Of course it is. The participants’ appearance fee is fixed at 50 per episode, but you weren’t, right? You have your appearance fee plus two CFs and YouTube content.”



    



    “That’s right. It was over 10, right?”



    



    “Boo!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin grabbed my collar and shook me.



    



    “The appearance fee was 500, and the CF was 100 million each. The content went well, but I also showed appreciation to those who appeared.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin’s eyes widened.



    



    “Wow. Banchan.”



    



    “This is really messed up. How is it that Chan-yong earned more than the winner?”



    



    “Eh. I said you earned more!”



    



    “Die! Die!”



    



    After laughing for a while, we clinked glasses again.



    



    “Oh, by the way, Lee Chan-seok came to see me.”



    



    “Why did that guy come?”



    



    As Ju Ji-seung spoke, Cha Ji-chan asked with a serious expression, while Baek Woo-jin reacted as if he were a cat with its fur bristled, ready to pounce at any moment.



    



    “He apologized. He said he thought wrong.”



    



    “That’s ridiculous. Why come now?”



    



    “He should be grateful he’s living in a civilized society.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin and Cha Ji-chan each chimed in.



    



    Due to the attitude they showed toward us, their hostility toward Lee Chan-seok had reached its limit.



    



    “So what happened?”



    



    “Well, I didn’t feel like he was saying anything insincere, so I sent him away.”



    



    “What do you mean, just send him away?”



    



    “You should have ripped his shoulder blades off.”



    



    At Cha Ji-chan’s fierce words, Baek Woo-jin nodded in agreement.



    



    “What am I supposed to do? I’ll just be the criminal.”



    



    “That’s true.”



    



    But I quickly calmed down.



    



    “Seeing him lose everything was pitiful. I thought of Chan-yong’s words, so I just forgave him. Chan-yong didn’t come to you, right?”



    



    “He did. He surprised me by coming without a word.”



    



    “He did that to me too. He probably thought I wouldn’t take his call. He even went to Hyung Eun-sam.”



    



    It seemed he was visiting each person one by one.



    



    If he truly regretted his mistakes, eventually he would change, and even if they couldn’t forgive him, they would accept his apology.



    



    Just like I did.



    



    “He must be busy.”



    



    “Busy? What’s he busy with? His restaurant is failing; he has to do that at least.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin said while munching.



    



    “Yesterday, Master Bae Seung-ho sent a message through Master Ham Seok-ho that Lee Chan-seok will be working at Bae Seung-ho’s restaurant.”



    



    “What?”



    



    “Why would they accept that?”



    



    “Calm down. I asked for it like that.”



    



    I thought I would get an earful, so I prepared to tune it out while filleting the dried pollack, but the three of them were quiet.



    



    When I looked up, Cha Ji-chan was filling my glass, and Baek Woo-jin was patting my back.



    



    Ju Ji-seung was smiling.



    



    “What’s up? Why are you doing this?”



    



    “Yeah. You fool, it’s not even yesterday. Good job.”



    



    “Good job.”



    



    “This hyung has a bit of an underdog vibe. Right?”



    



    “That’s not it.”



    



    We all toasted and downed the soju in one go.



    



    “Seeing the public opinion being swayed and criticized made me feel bad. I thought it could happen to us too.”



    



    The three of them listened as they ate their food.



    



    “Public opinion can give us the greatest strength, but it can also be the scariest thing. If it gets swept up even when it’s not right or different from the truth, it doesn’t matter how much you explain; it’s useless.”



    



    “Right.”



    



    “That’s why I felt bad about Master Bae Seung-ho’s situation. He kept apologizing to me, and I didn’t know how to react.”



    



    “What does that have to do with letting Lee Chan-seok off the hook?”



    



    “I saw that he might have rejected him, but he still seemed to have him in mind. So I suggested that rather than rejecting him, it would be better to take him back and teach him again. It would be easier that way. If he leaves it as it is, it will leave a scar in his heart for the rest of his life.”



    



    The three of them listened quietly to my words, then poured more drinks and patted my head while smiling.



    



    I felt like I was being patted like a child.



    



    “So when will the CF come out?”



    



    “Tomorrow, I think?”



    



    I checked the schedule on my phone and told them again.



    



    “Yeah. Tomorrow.”



    



    ***



    



    The spicy galbi jjim CF made by Choi Eun-sam came out.



    



    It starts with me enjoying a steaming hot spicy galbi jjim.



    



    Even I could see how delicious it looked, but then Ham Seok-ho appeared and awkwardly said, “Didn’t you forget something?”



    



    I raised an eyebrow and tilted my head in confusion; it was really too awkward.



    



    I wondered if I should take acting classes.



    



    Ham Seok-ho, with his own awkwardness, recited, “You forgot the Yeongcheon garlic!”



    



    I’m really not sure about this CF.



    



    During the filming, Ham Seok-ho and I were so awkward that the staff couldn’t stop laughing. The director suggested that we go with a more awkward concept instead.



    



    Even though I wanted to do well, I couldn’t help but comply with the request, and it ended up being set in a retro concept.



    



    The screen looked like watching an 80s CRT TV, and the narration felt like something out of an old silent film.



    



    “Eat a hearty breakfast. The spicy garlic galbi jjim that takes care of our family’s nutrition!”



    



    The CF concluded with the Oduki logo.



    



    I’m already worried.



    



    As soon as I turn on the TV tomorrow evening, viewers will flood the chat with laughter, and when the Sadang family gets together, I can easily picture them mocking me.



    



    My mother must have boasted to relatives about her son shooting a TV commercial.



    



    I wonder if my mother will even be able to show her face.



    



    That aside.



    



    I’ve become accustomed to appearing on TV through Baekban Season 1, Season 2, and Hansik Yechan, but being in an advertisement feels different.



    



    Not just in feeling; I definitely look different too.



    



    They took off my glasses, did my makeup, styled my hair, and added lighting corrections. I look like me, but I don’t feel like myself at all.



    



    “It was intense, right?”



    



    I asked Mukeunji, who was watching beside me.



    



    Not getting an answer, I turned to look, and she was blankly staring, slowly turning her head.



    



    Then she searched for the Oduki spicy galbi jjim CF, alternating between the screen and my face.



    



    “Don’t do that. I know I look different.”



    



    Mukeunji gently raised her hand to take my glasses away. After staring at me for a while, she grabbed my hand and stood me up.



    



    “Go wash your hair and face.”



    



    “Why?”



    



    “Quickly.”



    



    I showered today; do I smell bad?



    



    While smelling my clothes and following her orders, I found myself sitting in front of the vanity.



    



    “Apply in order.”



    



    She pointed to the basic skincare products and then started drying my hair with a hairdryer.



    



    “Like this?”



    



    Without answering, Mukeunji looked at my reflection in the mirror and started twisting my hair.



    



    That wasn’t enough; she wanted to apply makeup, so I pulled my face back.



    



    “What are you doing?”



    



    “Just stay still.”



    



    “Um...”



    



    Her expression was serious.



    



    She must be bored, I thought, so I gave up and closed my eyes. Various textures—softness, thickness, crunchiness—tormented my face for quite a while before the painful time ended.



    



    “All done.”



    



    When I opened my eyes, I had no glasses on and couldn’t see anything.



    



    During the CF shoot, I was so scared of putting in lenses that I just went without them, and I struggled to distinguish the food shapes.



    



    “Glasses.”



    



    “Just stay still.”



    



    Mukeunji turned me around and stared intently. I knew she was looking at me, but it was hard to discern her expression.



    



    “...Chan-yong.”



    



    “Yes?”



    



    “Are you not thinking of wearing lenses?”



    



    “I tried it during the CF shoot, but it was too scary.”



    



    “It’s because you haven’t tried it. You’ll get used to it.”



    



    “...That’s not helpful at all.”



    



    “Try it occasionally.”



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    No matter how I thought about it, sticking something to my eyeball couldn’t be safe.



    



    If something broke or went behind my eye while it was attached, it would hurt far worse than I could imagine.



    



    “Have you thought about learning makeup?”



    



    “Makeup? Why?”



    



    “It looks much better this way. If it’s too much hassle, I can do it for you every morning. You can go to a salon if you want.”



    



    I couldn’t help but laugh.



    



    I wondered why she was saying this; it seemed she really liked what she saw in the CF.



    



    I felt happy knowing that Mukeunji saw me positively.



    



    “You once said you liked me just as I am.”



    



    “That was about not wanting surgery.”



    



    “I heard that guys who wear makeup aren’t very appealing.”



    



    “That’s what people who don’t know say.”



    



    “Hahaha!”



    



    Laughter erupted.



    



    “Oh. It’s not bad, is it? I must have been really starving for compliments on my appearance. I’ve never experienced this before. Hmm. It’s nice.”



    



    “Be sure to keep doing this.”



    



    “What if I lose the ‘diabetic uncle’ concept and can’t get on TV?”



    



    “I’ll support you, so you can focus on your appearance.”



    



    “Pwahaha!”

  
    Ha-chan (1)



    



    I set the title as a special episode for Ha-im and turned on the broadcast.



    



    Since there was some time left until Park Ha-im arrived, we chatted about various things when I noticed comments about how many incidents had occurred this year.



    



    “Yeah. Many people were affected by the floods in summer, and there have been a lot of troubling news.”



    



    └Why is life getting tougher and tougher?



    



    └I’m seriously considering buying some self-defense products.



    



    └Is this a Choco Ha-im special?



    



    └I haven’t watched the news in a while because it just brings me down.



    



    “There were good things too. The Berlin Philharmonic won, right?”



    



    This year, the genius musician Bae Do-bin, who is only 17 years old, was appointed as the music director of the Berlin Philharmonic and won the overall championship in the ‘Orchestra Wars,’ which included prominent orchestras from around the world.



    



    I remember that for a while, that story was in constant circulation.



    



    └And then he went missing.



    



    └I cried out when I heard he was found last week.



    



    └In Germany, it felt like a state welcome ceremony.



    



    └Not just Germany? The whole world was in an uproar.



    



    └Honestly, it was deserving of it.



    



    └I genuinely cried when I saw the breaking news.



    



    “Right? It’s such a relief that he returned alive. What other news was there? Oh! The painter from the French royal family donated his 700th self-portrait to the Pompidou Center, but they rejected it?”



    



    └Hahahahahaha!



    



    └Wait, he has 700 self-portraits?



    



    └Ah, you know Henri Marceau!



    



    └[Henri Marceau, “A work that will be a significant turning point in art history.” Pompidou Center: “Marceau's self-portraits don’t hold enough value for our museum.”]



    



    └Hahahahahaha! What an embarrassment!



    



    └What does that even mean?



    



    I don’t know much about art, but I remember seeing a discussion about it on the Ujinus channel.



    



    There’s a handsome painter who only paints self-portraits and has been gaining popularity lately, but it seems critics view him as a bit of a madman.



    



    Curiosity piqued, I looked it up, and he seems like a fascinating person who engages in all sorts of outrageous behavior.



    



    “And there’s also a play made by Bong Gi-tae that became a huge success.”



    



    I learned about this information from a video that Woo-jin posted.



    



    Last year, a playwright from our country won the Molière Award in France for his play “Red Coat,” which achieved record-breaking box office success in Europe.



    



    └How does he know this stuff?



    



    └He’s surprisingly well-informed about arts and sports.



    



    └He looks like a young farm manager from some countryside, but I was shocked at how well he knows classical music.



    



    └Hahaha! He really did have that vibe back in the day.



    



    “If you watch Woo-jin's videos, you learn a lot of trivia. I play them while eating or showering so I don’t get bored.”



    



    └It’s been so long since I’ve watched the news that I didn’t know a lot.



    



    └It’s surprising not to know about Bae Do-bin, Henri Marceau, or Bong Gi-tae.



    



    └So, what else is there?



    



    “Oh? Today marks exactly one year since I started managing my blood sugar.”



    



    The viewers responded with question marks.



    



    └Who cares about that? Hahaha!



    



    └I can’t believe you think this is significant.



    



    └Do you really think you’re on the same level as those three? Seriously?



    



    └Hahaha! Does she think her dieting is such a big deal? Hahaha!



    



    “It’s important to me. It’s like I was reborn.”



    



    While chatting with the viewers, Ha-im arrived at the office with her manager.



    



    Previously, she had expressed a desire to appear on my show to promote her album, and it turned out she was serious, as it was officially arranged through her agency.



    



    As I stepped outside, Mukeunji was greeting Ha-im.



    



    “It’s nice to meet you. I’m Mukeunji, the PD from the side dish store.”



    



    “I really wanted to meet you, PD.”



    



    Mukeunji could only stare at Park Ha-im in unexpected admiration.



    



    “I remember you came out using a cardboard box before. That was really funny.”



    



    Mukeunji’s face turned bright red.



    



    Since she immediately mentioned something that Mukeunji still considers an embarrassing moment, it seems unlikely they’ll become close.



    



    “Come in.”



    



    I gestured for Ha-im to enter the studio, and she looked around curiously.



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    “What’s up?”



    



    “I didn’t expect there wouldn’t be a reflector here. Hello!”



    



    Ha-im waved to the camera. The chat room was already in chaos.



    



    └????



    



    └Why are you here?



    



    └Park Ha-im?



    



    └Wow, what a face!!



    



    └Choco Ha-im major shareholder!



    



    └What’s going on?



    



    └Wait, so this isn’t about snacks?



    



    “I came to hang out with Chan-yong hyung.”



    



    Advertisements



    



    “You came to promote, didn’t you?”



    



    “That’s just an excuse. Oh, I’m really struggling these days.”



    



    Ha-im slumped into a chair, burying her back.



    



    “Is it normal to have four schedules in one day? I sleep in the car and eat in the car. This isn’t living at all. I can’t keep going like this.”



    



    └Exploiting boss



    



    └Report to the labor department!



    



    └Are they treating Ha-im like that? APOP is insane!



    



    Park Ha-im is part of APOP, a famous agency that has produced several idol groups, and today, they are the generous ones who are paying me for this advertising broadcast.



    



    “Should I really report this?”



    



    “Don’t do that.”



    



    “Why not?”



    



    “Because they’re the ones paying me. You’re the one being bad here. You should feel sorry for not being able to work 24/7.”



    



    “......”



    



    “Hurry up and apologize. Say you’re sorry for not being able to do five a day.”



    



    Ha-im looked at me, then bowed her head toward the camera.



    



    “I’m sorry for not being able to do five a day.”



    



    “Good. Did you hear that, boss? Ha-im is apologizing like this, so please cut her some slack.”



    



    └Hahahahaha!



    



    └What is this, just mocking? Hahaha!



    



    └At this point, even if the advertiser sued, they wouldn’t have a leg to stand on, right?



    



    └Haha, that was a good jab.



    



    I need to make it seem like Ha-im is just joking around, so her slip of the tongue doesn’t cause any issues.



    



    She’s popular enough that even a single comment could lead to disputes with her agency and various scandals.



    



    If Ha-im is truly struggling and wants to rest, she can always bring it to light later.



    



    Public opinion and fans will always be on her side.



    



    “Anyway, let’s get started.”



    



    I presented the script we had discussed with APOP, and Ha-im sighed.



    



    “Hyung, let’s not do this.”



    



    “What?”



    



    “It’s boring. Introducing the new song, talking about what it is... other places have already done that.”



    



    “Then why did you come?”



    



    “To hang out with you. But can we eat something? I’m hungry.”



    



    Ha-im said she’s been on a strict diet since two months before her album activities began.



    



    She mentioned she got scolded by her agency’s president for having eaten pork cutlet with me and joked that if it weren’t for her love of Korean food, she would have starved to death.



    



    It’s just about time for dinner.



    



    Advertisements



    



    “How do you usually eat?”



    



    Ha-im showed me a photo on her phone.



    



    “Is it okay to share this?”



    



    “Yeah, let’s show it. People need to know about this.”



    



    It seems like we’re turning this into a session to expose her agency rather than promote her album.



    



    I wonder if she’s asking for a refund.



    



    Ha-im sent a photo to show the viewers.



    



    For breakfast: 3 cherry tomatoes, 100g of chicken breast, and a salad with no dressing.



    



    For lunch: 100g of chicken breast and a glass of low-fat milk.



    



    For dinner: a bowl of brown rice, one boiled egg, and a vegetable salad.



    



    └What the heck?



    



    └Is this for real?



    



    └How can you dance and sing eating just this?



    



    “This looks a bit extreme even to me. What’s your weight?”



    



    “60 kg.”



    



    “You’re 178 cm tall and only weigh 60 kg?”



    



    If Mukeunji had seen her before, he would probably think that was an ideal physique.



    



    “That’s a lie. I’m 175 cm.”



    



    “......Are you really okay today?”



    



    “I don’t know! I seriously can’t hold on. Give me food!”



    



    I started to worry that today’s broadcast might become controversial. Anxiety crept up on me as I scratched my neck, but knowing how tough hunger can be, I steeled my resolve.



    



    “PD, could you set up the cooking station, please?”



    



    As I spoke to the broadcast, Mukeunji brought a portable gas burner, pot, and other cooking utensils into the studio, still wearing the paper bag.



    



    “Oh? What are we eating?”



    



    “This is what we used for cooking shows. Do you want anything in particular?”



    



    “Anything. Just not chicken breast.”



    



    Most of the food I learned from Joo Ji-seung is for dieting, so I don’t think it’ll be a problem.



    



    There’s soft tofu and eggs in the office fridge, so I could make golden fried rice and Chinese-style soft tofu with eggs.



    



    As I was preparing, Ha-im kept glancing between my hands as I cooked and Mukeunji’s hands as he moved the cooking tools and ingredients.



    



    “Just wait a bit. I’ll make something delicious for you.”



    



    “Okay.”



    



    Since I was focused, I managed to prepare dinner in under 20 minutes without any complicated dishes.



    



    I served golden fried rice that was crispy and fluffy, seasoned with egg, and spicy Chinese-style soft tofu with eggs drizzled with chili oil, along with seaweed and kimchi.



    



    For a makeshift meal, it looked pretty good.



    



    “Hmmmm!”



    



    Ha-im’s eyes widened after taking a bite of the fried rice.



    



    “This is really delicious!”



    



    “There’s a misconception that you have to eat chicken breast when dieting, but that’s wrong. It’s important to create a sustainable diet.”



    



    “Yeah. Yeah. Can you tell our boss this?”



    



    “Me?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    Ha-im savored the soft tofu and kimchi, looking ecstatic.



    



    It’s tasty, but it’s hard to believe she’d be so moved by it. I feel sorry for her considering how strict her diet must have been.



    



    “Boss, are you watching? A person who lost 58 kg in a year is telling you that you don’t need chicken breast.”



    



    “Boss, I think you’re right.”



    



    “What? Why are you siding with the boss?”



    



    “Because they paid me.”



    



    “......”



    



    Park Ha-im stared at me and then nodded.



    



    “By the way, aren’t you going to eat, PD? You should eat with us. It’s really delicious.”



    



    “No, PD doesn’t want to be on camera.”



    



    While explaining the situation to Ha-im, Mukeunji walked into the broadcast studio.



    



    He cut the bottom of the paper bag to reveal his jaw.



    



    “......PD?”



    



    “Told you. PD wanted to eat too. Here, have this.”



    



    “Okay.”



    



    “Isn’t it really delicious?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    I was so happy to see Mukeunji showing interest in eating something that I was at a loss for words.



    



    The two people put down their spoons.



    



    “I’m full.”



    



    “I’m full too.”



    



    “......Did you finish it all?”



    



    It’s hard to believe they couldn’t finish the meal that used one bowl of rice, one block of soft tofu, and three eggs.



    



    └But you said you were hungry.



    



    └Wait, what kind of stomach is that? Hahaha! And they even shared it? Hahaha!



    



    └Look at the ridiculous expression of the side dish. Hahaha!



    



    └It’s so ridiculous that it’s hilarious. Hahaha!



    



    └Ha-im, Chan-yong, Eun-ji, Ha-chan

  
    Hachan (2)



    



    After Park Haim finished the promotional broadcast for the new song disguised as an eating show, he returned.



    



    While cleaning up, I felt uneasy and asked Mukunji, “Didn’t Haim eat too little?”



    



    “That’s right. He ate about the same as I do.”



    



    Mukunji’s portion is still only half of what a typical adult woman would eat. Suddenly increasing his food intake could be hard on his body, and yet Haim ate a similar amount to Mukunji.



    



    From the photos, Haim’s usual diet seems just enough to avoid starvation, so it’s a miracle he has managed to dance and sing in that state.



    



    “It was strange that he said he wanted to eat more but barely had any,” I continued.



    



    “I think it might be due to weight management.”



    



    “He’s too skinny even now.”



    



    Haim looked much thinner than he did on TV. It was surprising how he managed to dance with that body.



    



    “In my opinion, he’s aesthetically perfect,” Mukunji nodded.



    



    “Sure, but it’s definitely not a healthy body.”



    



    “Exactly. At that level, his body must be craving food, yet he can’t eat much. It was the same when we had lunch together last time.”



    



    “He wants to eat, but in my case, it doesn’t seem like it.”



    



    That meant he didn’t have an eating disorder.



    



    “So it really is for weight management.”



    



    “That's likely. Or maybe after a long period of eating so little, his body can’t handle it anymore, just like me.”



    



    That makes sense.



    



    Whether it’s from wanting to eat as much as possible while needing to manage his weight or from being forced to eat less due to a long diet, I worry about Haim’s physical condition.



    



    ***



    



    “What’s with that expression?”



    



    Manager Lee Jong-woo scolded Park Haim.



    



    “You went to the side dish store like you wanted yesterday. What’s there to complain about?”



    



    Sitting in the back seat, Park Haim glared at Jong-woo and opened his mouth.



    



    “I’m hungry.”



    



    “There’s a lunch box next to you.”



    



    Haim pulled out the lunch box from the cooler.



    



    The contents included a piece of chicken breast, half a sweet potato, three cherry tomatoes, and just leafy greens, making him sigh.



    



    “I’m sick of it. I want to eat a hamburger.”



    



    “After being scolded by the CEO yesterday, how can you say that?”



    



    Yesterday, Haim was told off for eating food outside of the prescribed diet at the side dish store.



    



    “I didn’t even eat half of it. Do you think I eat thoughtlessly?”



    



    “Does someone who thinks like that not care about the others?”



    



    “……”



    



    Haim silently gazed out the window.



    



    Jong-woo spoke in a gentler tone.



    



    “Do you have any idea how many people can make a living because of you? Just hang in there a bit longer.”



    



    This was how CEO Jeong Mun-il and Manager Lee Jong-woo tried to comfort Haim.



    



    APOP, the company that signed Haim, was struggling financially.



    



    Ten years ago, they thrived by producing famous singers, but now, as contracts expired and artists started to leave, Haim was the only remaining artist.



    



    Without Haim, they would have gone bankrupt or been sold off long ago.



    



    Because of that, CEO Jeong Mun-il poured all the company’s capital into Haim, who in turn had been enduring a harsh schedule.



    



    “You know you gain weight even if you just drink water, right?”



    



    “Do I want to be like that?”



    



    “It doesn’t matter how you feel. If you eat, you’ll gain weight. Are we doing this because we hate you? This is a problem that arose after you hit 70 kg a month after finishing your second album.”



    



    “……Hah.”



    



    Haim exhaled deeply.



    



    He wanted to support the livelihoods of the people he had known since childhood, but he was beginning to feel a sense of futility.



    



    He wanted to eat tonkatsu so badly that he went to eat it with the side dish store, yet he barely ate even half of it, and CEO Jeong Mun-il treated him like he had committed a great sin.



    



    Then, three weeks later, he just wanted a break, and he went to promote the side dish store, but CEO Jeong Mun-il scolded him again for eating food outside the prescribed diet.



    



    Haim argued that the side dish store’s menu was healthy, but the responses he received only left scars.



    



    “Do you think you’re like everyone else? You gain weight as soon as you eat. How do you expect to earn money by doing the same as others?”



    



    “……”



    



    “Do you think your fans will last forever? No. The moment you gain weight, it’s over. There are plenty of talented people in this industry. There are tons of alternatives to you. Get a grip.”



    



    “So how long do I have to keep living like this?”



    



    “What?”



    



    “How long do I have to keep living like this?”



    



    “Stop whining. Do you have any idea what your friends from practice are doing now? Grow up.”



    



    Among the people he practiced with, Haim was the only one left in the entertainment industry.



    



    When Haim was a trainee, nearly twenty kids learned to dance and sing together, but APOP gave up on training new trainees after the last one, who dyed his hair rainbow colors and sang exceptionally well.



    



    “Is the company really in trouble?”



    



    Haim asked.



    



    “Of course.”



    



    “I saw the CEO got a new car again.”



    



    “That’s because he has to keep up appearances. He has to look like he’s doing well, and you know that.”



    



    Haim fell silent again.



    



    ***



    



    “No, you all really don’t understand. One serving isn’t just one serving, you know? I went to a snack bar to eat tteokbokki. Am I just going to eat tteokbokki? I have to eat sundae too. What about the fried food? Am I not going to eat that? Right, one serving of tteokbokki, one serving of sundae, and one serving of fried food actually means three servings for one person! Have you seen a meat restaurant? If you go with two people, how many servings do you order? You’re talking about two servings? You ask for three pieces of samgyeopsal, and when it’s time for the last piece, you say to give you three pieces of galbi. So, since each person eats three servings, three servings are essentially one serving. I’m not overeating just because it’s cheating day!”



    



    To celebrate cheating day, I ordered Chinese food.



    



    I was about to have one bowl each of jjajangmyeon, jjamppong, and gisaengmyeon when the viewers kept commenting, so I spoke up.



    



    └ What are you talking about, pig?



    



    └ LOL



    



    └ Oh, so 3 and 1 are the same number!



    



    └ Even if I reach 80 kg, my appetite stays the same.



    



    └ But I used to eat five bowls of jjajangmyeon. This is actually a generous portion.



    



    └ If you eat one serving, it doesn’t fill you up.



    



    └ Isn’t bibimmyeon the ultimate example? You can never be full with just one.



    



    “Right. Can you fill up on just one ramen? You need to cook at least three. Don’t you think? Why do ramen companies sell them in packs of four? After eating three, you’re left with one. So where do you get the other two? You have to buy more, so they sell four in a bag. This is a well-known marketing tactic.”



    



    └ I’ve heard of seven and a half shots of soju, though.



    



    └ I get full with just a bag of veggies and some meat.



    



    └ One and a half is just right for me.



    



    └ Three? What? LOL



    



    “Jjajangmyeon is the same. No one fills up on just one bowl of this. At the very least, you have to scoop some noodles and mix them with a bowl of rice. Anyway, unless you’ve lost 58 kg, don’t criticize what I eat.”



    



    └ Cheating!



    



    └ Usually, there isn’t even enough weight to lose 58 kg.



    



    └ Aren’t you worried about your blood sugar? What are you going to do if your blood sugar spikes from eating like that?



    



    └ Who has cheating days twice a week?



    



    └ Uncle, think of the weight lifters. If you let your guard down just because you’ve gained some muscle, it’ll be a big deal.



    



    “……True.”



    



    I recalled Cha Ji-chan’s struggle after he got obsessed with donuts for a while.



    



    Even after the competition, he started indulging in donuts again, and his sculpted body disappeared, turning him into a muscle pig.



    



    “Should I just eat two bowls?”



    



    Repeated comments asking “What to drop?” flooded the chat.



    



    “I can’t drop any of them—jjajangmyeon, jjamppong, or gisaengmyeon.”



    



    “If I only eat jjajangmyeon and gisaengmyeon, I might feel a bit queasy. I have to eat jjamppong. But if I drop jjajangmyeon, it won’t feel like I ate Chinese food, right? But gisaengmyeon has been too long. What should I drop?”



    



    └ Just eat all of it!



    



    └ LOL



    



    └ Anyway, you’re trying to come up with reasons somehow.



    



    ***



    



    Suddenly, a message appeared in the chat that Haim had collapsed.



    



    “Don’t joke around. How could Haim collapse? …Really?”



    



    When I checked the article link that was posted, it was true.



    



    [Singer Haim Collapses During Performance] On the morning of the 6th, around 11 AM, singer Haim collapsed during the rehearsal for his new song “Butterfly.”



    



    His agency APOP stated in Haim’s official fan cafe, “Haim collapsed during the music broadcast rehearsal. He has been unable to sleep due to extreme stress felt during the preparation period for the new song. He is currently resting at home.”



    



    Meanwhile, fans claimed that Haim had complained of fatigue during a recent joint broadcast with famous YouTuber Banchan-yong and alleged that Haim had been subjected to excessive scheduling.



    



    └ OMG, is this real?



    



    └ How severe must the stress be for him to collapse?



    



    └ It seems like he pushed himself too hard.



    



    └ Didn’t he just say on the show the other day that the agency was pushing him too hard?



    



    └ Was that really true?



    



    └ Wasn’t it a joke?



    



    └ It looked really hard for him, so it didn’t seem like a joke.



    



    └ Haim looks way too skinny. If he looks thin on the broadcast, how thin must he actually be?



    



    └ But he’s at his peak for the pretty boy concept. Even I have to say he looks insane.



    



    └ He benefitted from the delicate, youthful looks.



    



    └ But whether it’s a concept or not, isn’t APOP crazy? How can they treat the person who brings them food like that?



    



    └ The photos of his diet look way over the line.



    



    └ If that’s what he’s been forced to do for months, that’s abuse.



    



    └ If you lived with the weight lifter uncle for a month, you’d bulk up.



    



    Shocked, I sent Haim a message asking if he was okay and what happened.



    



    “Uh… For now, the agency says he’s resting, so let’s keep an eye on it.”



    



    I cautiously brought it up, but suddenly I felt angry.



    



    He had to manage such a demanding schedule that he even had to eat in the car, and with such poor nutrition, there’s no way his body could hold up.



    



    “But Haim is really struggling. He needs to eat properly to survive, but the diet is so strange. I’ve studied a bit about dieting, you know? If he keeps going like this, he’ll be deficient in nutrients, and the yo-yo effect will come easily. So he’ll have to keep eating less and less.”



    



    It was a vicious cycle.



    



    Just then, Haim sent a text.



    



    {Hyung, I’m so tired.}



    



    {I want to die.} 1:17 PM



    



    “Everyone, I’m going to pause the broadcast for a moment. I’m sorry. I’m really sorry.”



    



    Startled, I quickly wrapped up the broadcast and called Park Haim.
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    I hurried to Park Ha-im's house, wondering if I was thinking something bad.



    



    “Wow, you actually came.”



    



    Park Ha-im opened the door, looking drained.



    



    As soon as I stepped inside, I asked, “Have you eaten anything?”



    



    He shook his head.



    



    On the dining table, a salad and sweet potatoes sat untouched.



    



    “You collapsed, right?”



    



    “...Just faking it.”



    



    “Do you think I'm a fool? I wouldn't know whether you're faking or not?”



    



    Park Ha-im sat on the sofa, hugging his knees.



    



    “They said it’s nutritional deficiency. I got glucose.”



    



    “Hey, then you need to eat something. Why is that still there?”



    



    I sighed, pointing at the salad.



    



    “Don’t say anything. I’m having a hard time.”



    



    Seeing him in person, it was much worse than I expected.



    



    He seemed so overwhelmed that it was hard for him to accept any words of comfort.



    



    I thought that I needed to feed him something, so I opened the fridge, only to find it empty.



    



    There were no dishes, and as I looked around the house, I noticed there wasn't even a TV in the living room.



    



    The whole place felt barren.



    



    I wanted to take him out and feed him something delicious that would be easy on his stomach, but he was such a well-known figure that it wouldn’t be easy.



    



    But leaving him alone to go buy ingredients felt risky too; who knew what kind of trouble he might get into?



    



    With no other option, I downloaded a food delivery app and ordered food to the address I had received via chat.



    



    After a while, I sat beside Ha-im, waiting.



    



    He finally spoke up.



    



    “Just say something.”



    



    “What do you want to know?”



    



    “Aren’t you curious?”



    



    “I am curious.”



    



    “Then why are you so quiet?”



    



    “Because you aren’t saying anything.”



    



    I hadn't gone through a similar situation, but I knew what it felt like to be in a similar state.



    



    When someone is too sick and tired, they can’t accept anyone’s involvement.



    



    It only makes them feel irritated.



    



    But when someone is beside you, there comes a moment when you want them to understand your feelings, no matter how late.



    



    I was just waiting for that moment.



    



    If I reached out first, it meant he was ready to accept my words.



    



    “I’ve been really busy since the year before last.”



    



    Even though it wasn’t during an album activity period, he was appearing on all sorts of shows, including those promoting Korean food, so I could tell how much he was overworking himself.



    



    “Plus, the diet is strange.”



    



    “Right! Doesn’t it seem strange to you too?”



    



    I nodded just as the doorbell rang.



    



    Ha-im’s eyes widened.



    



    “I ordered delivery because I thought you might be hungry.”



    



    “What?”



    



    Just moments ago, he had looked lifeless, but now he seemed excited.



    



    “Congee.”



    



    I realized for the first time today how desperate someone could be.



    



    “If you eat something spicy right now, it’ll upset your stomach. You need to recover little by little.”



    



    “Burger…”



    



    Instead, I brought the congee and set it in front of him.



    



    “Eat it.”



    



    “I don’t like this kind of stuff.”



    



    “It’s good. Just try it.”



    



    Ha-im hesitated, took a spoonful, and blinked.



    



    “It’s really good.”



    



    B’s cold radish beef congee is great for when your stomach feels upset.



    



    “The radish helps with digestion, and the beef adds flavor and protein. Even though it’s congee, it’s made from brown rice, so the carbohydrate absorption isn’t too high. Eat as much as you want.”



    



    It seemed like he wasn’t hearing me.



    



    He was eating eagerly.



    



    Seeing him not even able to finish half made my heart ache because he must have been really hungry.



    



    “Ah. I’m full.”



    



    “When did you start that diet?”



    



    “Since I was a trainee.”



    



    Ha-im put down the spoon and continued, “I used to be a bit chubby, but one of my seniors who debuted before me was similar to me, and it scared me.”



    



    Hearing his story made me sigh.



    



    One of Ha-im’s seniors, who was chubby, had suffered through all sorts of ridicule after debuting and eventually retired.



    



    After seeing that, he decided to start dieting on his own.



    



    “When I debuted, my concept was that of a younger brother vibe.”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “When I lost weight, I started getting recognized, but then during the off-season, I suddenly gained a lot of weight.”



    



    It was probably due to the wrong dieting methods.



    



    With a nutrient imbalance, his appetite would keep increasing, but with the enforced circumstances, his body would have adapted to absorb nutrients better.



    



    “Since then, they’ve been really hard on me.”



    



    “I’ll help you with that.”



    



    “How?”



    



    “By teaching you how to diet properly. If you keep doing this, you’re going to ruin your body.”



    



    “...”



    



    “If you and I, along with Ji-chan, help you out, the company won’t say anything. It’ll be good publicity.”



    



    “Cha Ji-chan? The guy who works out?”



    



    With his three million YouTube subscribers, APOP would have to take him seriously.



    



    By doing content with Cha Ji-chan, there would surely be side benefits.



    



    “But I don’t have time.”



    



    “Yeah, I was curious about that too. Even if you’re the only one active, how can they make you work so much?”



    



    “They say the company is struggling.”



    



    Ha-im started talking about APOP.



    



    “All the seniors terminated their contracts and left. The company’s sales are dropping, and the trainees I practiced with have been sent away.”



    



    “...”



    



    As far as I knew, APOP was quite a big company, but it seemed the internal situation was not good.



    



    “You know the company was sold, right?”



    



    “I didn’t know.”



    



    “How do you not know?”



    



    He rolled his eyes before continuing.



    



    “Early last year, when it was acquired by Saebyeol Entertainment, I thought it would get better, but it didn’t. The business was divided.”



    



    “Saebyeol? Bae Do-bin?”



    



    Saebyeol Entertainment was established by Bae Do-bin and producer Himura Sho.



    



    “You say you don’t know anything about the entertainment industry, but you know about Saebyeol?”



    



    Back Woo-jin was obsessed with Bae Do-bin and had filmed several videos related to him, so naturally, I had developed an interest while editing them.



    



    “It’s a bit different to call it the entertainment industry, isn’t it?”



    



    “I guess so. That person is on a whole different level. Anyway, they say Saebyeol made the first proposal. They’d keep the current employees and let us continue on like before.”



    



    “What’s good about Saebyeol?”



    



    That implies they guarantee management rights, so there’s no reason to acquire a company that’s in debt like APOP.



    



    “They said they’d raise classical musicians, but I don’t know the details.”



    



    After Bae Do-bin, the classical music market had grown remarkably.



    



    Bae Do-bin had even moved to the Berlin Philharmonic, so Saebyeol would surely need new star musicians.



    



    I speculated that APOP had thought about using the distribution network and connections they had built over time.



    



    It must have been challenging for a Japanese representative to operate in Korea without a foundation.



    



    “So the president you mentioned was Himura Sho?”



    



    “No, I only met him once for an introduction and never saw him again.”



    



    “Then who?”



    



    “Jeong Mun-il.”



    



    “You said it was sold.”



    



    “It just seems the same.”



    



    I figured I shouldn’t expect much from this guy.



    



    It seemed that while the company’s shares were sold, Saebyeol was dividing the business, so Jeong Mun-il was likely not involved in that aspect.



    



    It seemed they just referred to him as the president or representative by convention.



    



    “But what does that have to do with you?”



    



    “What do you mean?”



    



    “The company has already been sold, right? They’ve separated the business and are managing it. So why are they treating you like this?”



    



    “I don’t know. They say it’s hard.”



    



    Logically, it shouldn’t be difficult.



    



    There must be some other reason.



    



    It’s unlikely that a black company that would push people to this extent would properly train its workers, and Park Ha-im, who had practiced dancing and singing since he was ten, wouldn’t have been able to grasp the internal situation.



    



    He was probably just following what the people he had worked with since childhood told him without realizing he was ruining himself.



    



    “Was there anything strange? Even a small thing.”



    



    “...Mi-kyung noona told me to run away.”



    



    “Mi-kyung noona?”



    



    “She was the accountant, but she left the company two years ago.”



    



    This was before APOP was acquired by Saebyeol.



    



    “She said that a lot of work was going to come in.”



    



    Now, things started to fit together.



    



    For Jeong Mun-il, the representative of APOP, who was struggling with financial issues, he must have wanted to sell the company to Saebyeol at all costs.



    



    Saebyeol would have certainly reviewed the financial situation and, to inflate the short-term performance, they would have pushed Park Ha-im hard.



    



    Still, one question remained.



    



    Even after the acquisition was successful, I was curious why they were so eager to push Ha-im, their only major star.



    



    “What are you thinking?”



    



    As Park Ha-im asked, I explained my suspicions, and he frowned, tilting his head.



    



    "Do you have any idea what’s going on?"



    



    "I don't understand any of it."



    



    "So, after the acquisition by Saebyeol, the funding issue was resolved, but why are they still making your life miserable?"



    



    "Is it because they don't have enough money?"



    



    "They shouldn't be lacking money. Saebyeol Entertainment is owned by Bae Do-bin, one of the wealthiest third-generation heirs in our country."



    



    Park Ha-im rolled his eyes and spoke up.



    



    "If they aren’t struggling, then why can’t I get my payments?"



    



    "What do you mean you can't get your payments?"



    



    "They say I’ve spent a ton of money teaching, working on albums, and entertaining."



    



    "What are you talking about? It doesn't make sense that someone who was a PAK can't get paid!"



    



    "Rent. The boss is covering it for me."



    



    "That's insane."



    



    I couldn't help but curse under my breath.



    



    ***



    



    The legendary producer Himura Sho-u, known for producing 17 albums across genres like classical, rock, and new age, had sold over a million copies and was focused on turning classical musicians into stars last year. He aimed to solidify his position in the rapidly growing classical music market after Bae Do-bin's success.



    



    However, troubling news reached him about APOP, the company he acquired to target the Korean market.



    



    The only star in the business division, Park Ha-im, had collapsed.



    



    "What happened?"



    



    "They said it was due to overwork and malnutrition."



    



    Himura Sho-u's expression twisted in distress. He had no knowledge of the Korean entertainment industry and had avoided involving himself in Jeong Mun-il's affairs, only cooperating on necessary matters. He never imagined he would let one of his artists collapse from overwork.



    



    He had become especially sensitive to such matters ever since Bae Do-bin had collapsed from overwork during his childhood.



    



    "Contact Jeong Mun-il. Tell him to come in immediately."



    



    "Yes, understood."



    



    Park Ha-im was one of the most popular entertainers in Korea, garnering significant media and fan attention. APOP would not be able to evade responsibility for this incident, and if they handled it poorly, it could damage the reputation of Saebyeol Entertainment and its owner, Bae Do-bin.



    



    Most importantly, the fact that a young musician was suffering from malnutrition made it unforgivable for Himura Sho-u to overlook Jeong Mun-il's actions.
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    “It’s definitely strange.”



    



    After explaining the situation to Muk Eun-ji, she reacted similarly to me.



    



    “I don’t know much about classical music, but I’ve heard of Himura Sho-u. Even before he worked with Bae Do-bin, he was known as a genius producer and a person of integrity. I’ve never heard rumors of him doing anything unethical.”



    



    “Is it a problem with Jeong Mun-il?”



    



    “The payment issues existed before Saebyeol acquired APOP. There's no other way to speculate.”



    



    I thought the same.



    



    “Considering what Park Ha-im has publicly shown on social media and the clothes he usually wears, it seems suspicious that he has never received a payment until now.”



    



    “I found it hard to believe too, so I asked him, and he said all of it was bought by Jeong Mun-il.”



    



    “How has he been living?”



    



    “He said his manager keeps track of things and that he occasionally receives an allowance.”



    



    “...If he lives too frugally, it could lead to unnecessary suspicions, so he might have chosen that way.”



    



    I couldn’t help but be astonished that Park Ha-im, a singer at the top of his game, was receiving only about 1 million won a month as an allowance.



    



    “Anyway, if this continues, he’s going to get hurt. The fans are already in an uproar; it seems like a good time to publicize this issue.”



    



    Although I had managed to calm him down, returning to normal life in that state could lead to disaster.



    



    We needed to put a stop to Jeong Mun-il and APOP's wrongdoing as soon as possible.



    



    Muk Eun-ji paused for a moment in thought before speaking.



    



    “The payment issues with APOP will definitely become a big issue. The fans will likely support us. But there’s no evidence.”



    



    “What if Ha-im makes his account public?”



    



    “They could just say that the payments were made to a different account, or that bank statements can be manipulated, which would only give APOP a chance to spout nonsense.”



    



    As I pondered whether there was any other way, Muk Eun-ji stepped forward.



    



    “It would be better to report this to Himura Sho-u.”



    



    “Why?”



    



    “Saebyeol, which is in the midst of business expansion, won’t let this matter slide. Especially since it’s tied to their reputation, particularly Bae Do-bin’s.”



    



    This year, Bae Do-bin had achieved an overall victory at the orchestral competition, establishing himself as the best conductor and composer.



    



    He was compared to Bach, Mozart, and Beethoven.



    



    “Do you think they will handle this properly, considering it’s an internal issue?”



    



    “Bae Do-bin, who has done countless good deeds, wouldn’t just sit by for something like this. He has always been proactive in protecting the rights of musicians.”



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    “Another reason is…”



    



    Muk Eun-ji hesitated, which was unusual for her.



    



    I trusted her, whatever she was about to say. She trusted me too, so she would eventually share it.



    



    “Do you remember Kim Seo-jin’s incident?”



    



    “Of course.”



    



    “Back then, they limited the issue to Kim Seo-jin’s personal misconduct rather than implicating Hong Dang-mu. Do you know why?”



    



    “They said they didn’t want to make Hong Dang-mu an enemy.”



    



    “That’s correct. They believed they could keep it as leverage for future use.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji let out a small sigh.



    



    “Strictly speaking, that incident had nothing to do with Hong Dang-mu. The person who conspired against us was Kim Seo-jin.”



    



    “Right?”



    



    “But how Kim Seo-jin could carry out such actions is clear. It was thanks to the companies he had dealings with through Hong Dang-mu. So it means Hong Dang-mu was also involved in that kind of business.”



    



    I was aware of this from what Muk Eun-ji had shared with me back then.



    



    “That’s why if the Kim Seo-jin incident became public and drew media attention and investigation, Hong Dang-mu could get implicated. If that happened, Hong Sung-il’s wrath would fall upon us.”



    



    “It’s Kim Seo-jin’s fault, though.”



    



    “Yes, it is Kim Seo-jin’s fault and Hong Sung-il’s fault. But people aren’t that rational. Instead of reflecting, they would probably blame me or Chan-yong, who exposed the incident.”



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    “While Hong Sung-il isn’t perfect, he has built connections throughout the entertainment industry. I didn’t want to create unnecessary obstacles for Chan-yong by alienating someone like him.”



    



    I nodded.



    



    “That said, there was no need to become complete allies. It was enough to remove the elements of uncertainty while resolving the issue and gaining something in return.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji’s cautious approach at that time became clear.



    



    She knew more than anyone about the illegal activities Hong Dang-mu had committed, but there was nothing to gain from attacking him then.



    



    The root cause of the problem lay with Kim Seo-jin, and if both Kim Seo-jin and Hong Dang-mu had been dealt with simultaneously, Hong Sung-il might have protected Kim Seo-jin instead.



    



    Moreover, there was a possibility of backlash from Hong Sung-il, who had connections with media outlets.



    



    Thus, Muk Eun-ji had meticulously separated Hong Dang-mu and Kim Seo-jin to resolve the incident.



    



    “Phew.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji exhaled deeply.



    



    She seemed to feel ashamed about that incident.



    



    The reason she hesitated a moment ago was likely because she felt guilty about condoning unethical behavior.



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji tilted her head.



    



    “You did something you didn’t want to do for us. Thank you.”



    



    “I chose to do it because I thought of us.”



    



    In the past, she would have apologized for making such a choice because of me.



    



    But now, she couldn’t separate herself from me like that.



    



    We think together about our work for our sake.



    



    “Keep going. Hong Dang-mu and APOP are no different.”



    



    “……”



    



    “Even if everything seems to be crumbling, we cannot ignore the connections that have been built over the years. There’s no need for Chan-yong to take the lead and provoke them.”



    



    But we couldn’t just leave it alone.



    



    “We probably can’t ignore it.”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    “If we’re going to fight against someone in the mud, we have no choice but to jump into the mud ourselves. You might think it’s cowardly, but my top priority is our safety.”



    



    “Isn’t there another way?”



    



    “No.”



    



    “……”



    



    “We don’t have a way, but Himura Sho-u does. He has both the will and the power to act. Trust Himura Sho-u and take a step back. There’s something only Chan-yong can do.”



    



    “Me?”



    



    “Saebyeol Entertainment will likely settle the unpaid money for Park Ha-im and adjust the unreasonable schedule. But they can’t restore his lost health. That’s something only you can do.”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    “You can get the money back slowly. Restoring his devastated mental and physical state is more urgent. It’s a more important issue.”



    



    I couldn’t help but smile.



    



    “Talking to you makes me realize what’s most important.”



    



    “To find the core of the problem is to see the solution.”



    



    “Yeah. Thank you.”



    



    ***



    



    I thought I’d have to negotiate with APOP to ensure Park Ha-im could return to a normal diet.



    



    Surprisingly, things resolved easily.



    



    Park Ha-im, wearing a hat and hoodie, came into the office.



    



    “What’s this? Did they just let you go?”



    



    “Yeah. Hello, PD.”



    



    Park Ha-im waved to Muk Eun-ji, who lightly bowed in return.



    



    “What happened? I thought it wouldn’t be easy.”



    



    “Seon-young noona came and organized everything, so she told me to rest for now. I asked if I could go on air, and she said if I wanted to, I could.”



    



    “Who’s Seon-young noona?”



    



    “An important person. I’m not sure.”



    



    “You’re not sure, but you call her ‘noona’?”



    



    “If it’s a woman older than me, she’s ‘noona,’ and if it’s a man, he’s ‘hyung.’”



    



    That seems to be how the entertainment world works.



    



    I let Park Ha-im inside.



    



    “But can they really clear your schedule overnight? There must be penalties or something.”



    



    “They said I have to start again in a week. Some have been postponed, and some canceled.”



    



    Saebyeol Entertainment was moving much more swiftly and decisively than we had anticipated.



    



    They must be aware of the public's gaze on Park Ha-im.



    



    “I’m hungry. Let’s eat.”



    



    “There’s nothing to eat.”



    



    “Huh?”



    



    Park Ha-im’s eyes widened.



    



    “Seriously, there’s nothing. The last food we had is all that’s left.”



    



    I didn’t think my cooking skills were good enough for a mukbang, so I only had simple meals prepared.



    



    “Hmm. I need to eat something, so PD, shall we go out for a meal?”



    



    “I have things to take care of. You two go eat.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji was still busy writing something.



    



    The lively sound of her typing indicated she was in a good flow.



    



    When she’s focused, she doesn’t like to be disturbed, so it would be better to just bring something back when I return.



    



    “Do you two always speak so formally to each other?”



    



    “What do you mean?”



    



    “Aren’t you dating?”



    



    We froze for a moment.



    



    The sound of typing stopped.



    



    “Was it a secret?”



    



    “No. It’s not really a secret. How did you know?”



    



    “You two are wearing couple rings.”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    As I remained quiet, Park Ha-im shrugged his shoulders.



    



    “It’s okay. I can keep a secret.”



    



    He might not know much about the world, but his long experience in the entertainment industry has made him quite perceptive.



    



    The sound of typing resumed.



    



    “Let’s go eat.”



    



    “Wait. You should wear a mask.”



    



    “Why? We’re just going to eat.”



    



    “What if people recognize you? It’s already chaotic as it is.”



    



    I handed him a mask, and he put it on without complaint.



    



    “PD, I’ll be back soon.”



    



    “Have a good time.”



    



    Park Ha-im and I headed to my car parked underground.



    



    “By the way, how did you get here?”



    



    “I took a taxi.”



    



    “Looks like it went well.”



    



    “The adults don’t really recognize me. But what should we eat?”



    



    “How about Daegu stew?”



    



    The weather had turned chilly, so I was craving something warm. A soup dish would be easy for Park Ha-im to digest too.



    



    “Is it good?”



    



    “Yeah. It’s a place that PD Park Sang-cheol often goes to, and it’s delicious.”



    



    “Okay. But you don’t have to wear a mask.”



    



    “I’m fine.”



    



    “I think you should.”



    



    “I said I’m fine.”



    



    “I don’t want to choke while eating.”



    



    “I’d rather keep a low profile too. Just don’t worry and wear yours properly.”



    



    As I drove out of the underground parking lot, my phone buzzed with a notification.



    



    “Wow.”



    



    Park Ha-im pulled out his smartphone and couldn’t close his mouth.



    



    “What’s wrong?”



    



    “……”



    



    “What did the agency say?”



    



    “Hyung.”



    



    “Yeah?”



    



    “I received my payment.”



    



    Since I was waiting at a red light, I turned my head, and Park Ha-im showed me his smartphone.



    



    The amount was quite large.



    



    “……2.7 billion won?”



    



    “Right? I’m not seeing it wrong, am I?”



    



    “No, that’s impossible.”



    



    The amount was so unreal that I was at a loss for words as the light turned green, and I couldn’t continue speaking.



    



    “I’m rich.”



    



    “How is this possible? How can they deposit such a large amount so quickly? Isn’t that the wrong amount? Shouldn’t you receive more?”



    



    “I don’t know. Seon-young noona sent me the file, but it’s hard to read.”



    



    “Let’s check it out at the restaurant.”



    



    We arrived at the cod stew restaurant around 11:30 AM.



    



    I had come here frequently last winter, but it had been a year. The store hadn’t changed.



    



    “Owner, we’ll have two servings of cod stew.”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    The owner took our order and looked at us strangely.



    



    I wondered if he had recognized that Park Ha-im was here and felt a bit anxious, but then a loud voice came from the next table.



    



    “Ban-chan Yong! It’s Ban-chan Yong!”



    



    “Who is that?”



    



    “You know, the young man who appears with Han-sik Yeon and Baekban Dara. He’s doing good work.”



    



    “Oh! That’s right! That’s him!”



    



    “Chan-yong, is that you?”



    



    I turned my head to see some older men greeting me with friendly eyes.



    



    “Oh. Yes. Hello.”



    



    “Wow, it’s nice to see someone from TV here. Nice to meet you.”



    



    “Yeah! I thought I was seeing things.”



    



    Now even the owner was greeting us.



    



    I had planned to eat quietly, but that was ruined.



    



    After managing to greet everyone around us and regain my composure, I noticed Park Ha-im sitting across from me, glaring at me.



    



    “What’s wrong?”



    



    “You said it was okay. That no one would recognize you.”



    



    “Ahem. Hand me your phone. I want to see the Excel sheet.”

  
    Ha-chan (5)



    



    Despite having exchanged greetings, the newly arrived guests recognized them, causing a stir. Thanks to the kindness of the Dongtae-tang owner, they were able to enjoy their meal in a cozy six-person room.



    



    While waiting for the food, Park Ha-im checked a KakaoTalk message he had received.



    



    "Hello, this is Team Leader Park Sun-young from Saetbyeol Entertainment.



    



    Before I visit to greet you, I wanted to inform you about the internal disciplinary committee's progress and actions regarding Director Jeong Mun-il from APOP.



    



    On December 6th at 11:03 AM, after receiving a report that Park Ha-im collapsed during rehearsal due to overwork and malnutrition, Saetbyeol Entertainment summoned Director Jeong Mun-il for an internal investigation.



    



    As a result, it was confirmed that, during the APOP acquisition process, there were signs that the sales figures for the second half of 2021 were inflated, and the payment that should have been made to Park Ha-im was deposited into Director Jeong Mun-il’s relative's account.



    



    In light of this, Representative Himura Sho has immediately stripped Director Jeong Mun-il of his position and filed a complaint with the prosecution.



    



    I am sending you the confirmed unpaid amount and additional details, so please check them.



    



    Also, I have attached detailed information regarding Director Jeong Mun-il's breach of trust and embezzlement for your reference.



    



    If you have any questions regarding this matter, feel free to contact me anytime, and I will arrange a meeting soon.



    



    I hope you recover your health as soon as possible, and I wish you well.



    



    [Attachment 1] APOP_Singer_Park Ha-im_Settlement Details [Attachment 2] Jeong Mun-il Director Disciplinary Committee Meeting Minutes."



    



    “Wow.”



    



    Today is December 9th. It's only been three days since Park Ha-im collapsed, and they’ve resolved this issue so quickly that it's impressive.



    



    “How does it look?”



    



    “It’s very clean!”



    



    I need to check the detailed information, but it’s unbelievably swift and clear.



    



    “I expected the reason for the unpaid settlement, but it’s too obvious. Jeong Mun-il used the money as if it were his own.”



    



    Evidence has surfaced showing that he sent a large sum of money to a relative working as an external director of APOP under the guise of performance bonuses.



    



    This is the kind of irrefutable evidence that Muk-ji had mentioned was critical.



    



    The more he pushed Park Ha-im around, thinking it would fill his greedy belly, the more unreasonable his demands became.



    



    “…….”



    



    “Strictly speaking, Saetbyeol has nothing to do with this. It's a Jeong Mun-il issue.”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “If you take this to court to reclaim your money, it might take years. During that time, you won’t receive any payments.”



    



    “But I’ve received it.”



    



    “Right. Saetbyeol Entertainment has decided to minimize the damage to you by paying you the settlement amount first and will collect it from Jeong Mun-il later. While it may cause some inconvenience to Saetbyeol, it’s the best option for you.”



    



    Park Ha-im nodded.



    



    “Besides, it doesn’t make sense that they figured this out in just three days.”



    



    “If they could give this so easily, why didn’t they do it before?”



    



    “Don’t think that way. How long have you been debuted?”



    



    “Six years?”



    



    “Digging through six years' worth of data means that Jeong Mun-il wouldn’t have handed that over easily. It’s his own dirty laundry.”



    



    “True? How did they manage that?”



    



    “Who knows?”



    



    They are backed by the largest corporate group not just in the country, but worldwide.



    



    Regardless of how they did it, I can’t imagine anything is impossible.



    



    “Anyway, this indicates they’re taking this matter seriously, which is good for you.”



    



    “…….”



    



    “What’s wrong? Not happy?”



    



    “I am. I felt vaguely good about it, but hearing you explain makes me realize how much Saetbyeol cares for me.”



    



    “But?”



    



    “……I don’t know.”



    



    Park Ha-im put down his spoon.



    



    “Mr. Owner, Jong-woo, Kyung-ho, Jae-sung, and Yeo-eun all worked hard with me. It feels like they’ve been deceiving me all this time.”



    



    He couldn’t continue speaking.



    



    The sadness of being betrayed by those who have been with him since his trainee days seemed greater than the joy of receiving the massive sum of 2.7 billion won.



    



    His head hung low as he trembled.



    



    “……Let’s eat.”



    



    As I served him some Dongtae-tang, he wiped his tears and picked up his spoon.



    



    After tasting the broth, he whispered softly.



    



    “It’s delicious.”



    



    ***



    



    [Park Ha-im: I haven’t received a single penny from my agency]



    



    [Why did Park Ha-im collapse? Revealed to be malnutrition]



    



    [Saetbyeol Entertainment reports APOP's Jeong Mun-il]



    



    [Himura Sho: "I will definitely make it right."]



    



    [The controversy of power abuse by entertainment agencies reignites]



    



    As expected, the incident of APOP's unpaid settlement exploded in the media.



    



    The surprising aspect was that Saetbyeol Entertainment did not try to hide the situation and directly reported and publicized the facts.



    



    As Muk-ji had mentioned, Bae Do-bin and Himura Sho presented the best solutions to protect the rights of artists.



    



    With the publication of completely accurate information without a hint of falsehood, there were temporarily some people scrutinizing Saetbyeol Entertainment, but this was short-lived; all the blame shifted toward APOP and Jeong Mun-il.



    



    └Is this crazy?



    



    └Even someone like Ha-im has to go through this kind of thing.



    



    └2.7 billion??



    



    └What was Saetbyeol doing all this time? Isn’t this just them cutting ties?



    



    └They said they separated management. Read the articles before complaining.



    



    └As soon as the unpaid amount was identified, they immediately paid 2.7 billion. Honestly, Saetbyeol hasn’t received a single penny and is the real victim here.



    



    └It’s amazing that they paid in advance and are planning to slowly recover the funds from Jeong Mun-il later.



    



    └Right. Ha-im even thanked Saetbyeol Entertainment on his social media.



    



    └I wondered why he suddenly stopped appearing on broadcasts.



    



    └The reason for his collapse being not just overwork but also malnutrition is shocking.



    



    └That’s truly messed up.



    



    └When you see Park Ha-im in real life, it’s hard to believe he’s an adult male because he looks so thin.



    



    └Ugh. I wish all these abusive people would just disappear.



    



    └Seriously, Ha-im is only 13, right? He must have been a trainee for a long time, so he probably endured all kinds of gaslighting besides the unpaid settlement.



    



    └To be betrayed by someone you trusted must feel devastating.



    



    └Is he going to retire? He looks really troubled these days.



    



    └I heard he will make a statement today at the side dish store?



    



    └?



    



    └Why is he doing it at a side dish store? He has Instagram and everything.



    



    └I don’t know. They might want to talk about something.



    



    └I heard the side dish shop owner took care of Park Ha-im a lot. He used to come by to cook for him when he was feeling down.



    



    └Right now, the biggest issue seems to be not having anyone he can trust. He probably doesn’t want to get involved with APOP anymore.



    



    └That makes sense.



    



    As I checked the internet before the broadcast began, I noticed a wave of support and sympathy being formed.



    



    “Let’s start soon.”



    



    “Can you show me the statement?”



    



    “Of course.”



    



    Park Ha-im had displayed a statement prepared with Team Leader Park Sun-young on a secondary monitor.



    



    Setting the title as "Park Ha-im's Statement," I began the broadcast, and the viewer count skyrocketed to 40,000 in an instant.



    



    Given that my average viewership is 20,000, it was clear how much interest there was in this incident.



    



    I couldn't read the chat.



    



    “Hello. As you can see from the title, I’d like to share what’s been happening, my current feelings, and my future plans,” Ha-im said.



    



    I switched the screen to focus on Park Ha-im.



    



    Although he usually seemed a bit lacking, his expression changed dramatically when he entered the broadcast.



    



    He smiled brightly.



    



    “Were you worried? I’m perfectly fine.”



    



    He was anything but fine.



    



    “Some people are seriously concerned because they heard I’m malnourished, but I had lunch and even had a steamed bun for a snack today. I’m eating well, so don’t worry. If you don’t like me gaining weight, that’s a no-go.”



    



    His forced smile only made my heart ache more.



    



    “But I’m going to get healthy, so I’ll be eating and exercising with Chan-yong hyung. Please support me. Oh, I should mention this too.”



    



    Finally, Ha-im looked at the statement he had prepared in advance.



    



    Team Leader Park Sun-young had advised him to reveal all the abuses he had suffered, including the fact that he hadn’t received a single penny from APOP over the past six years, but Ha-im chose not to do so.



    



    He mentioned that his fans would be hurt by this incident just as much as they love him.



    



    “Doesn’t that mean my songs will sound sad?” he asked, adding that he hoped his voice would lift the fans' spirits.



    



    “So, the contract with APOP can be declared null and void. Sun-young noona promised to help me as I wished. So, we’ve decided to end things with APOP now.”



    



    Ha-im swallowed hard.



    



    A sigh echoed in the chat.



    



    It wasn’t that APOP was sad, but rather that everyone could see how much Ha-im cherished his agency.



    



    “I’m going to sign a new contract with Saetbyeol. Watching how they handle this incident made me realize I can rely on them. Since we used to be in the same company, only the department is changing, and my actual activities will remain the same. Isn’t that great?”



    



    Ha-im beamed with joy.



    



    “And starting next week, I’ll be appearing here regularly, so please hit that subscribe button. You know what I mean?”



    



    Ha-im turned his head, and as he nodded at me, I sat next to him and added explanations for the parts he missed.



    



    After finishing the broadcast, I was pondering what to have for dinner when Ha-im and Muk-ji continued their conversation.



    



    “Really? Does noona gain weight immediately after eating too?”



    



    “That’s right. I’ve been negligent about eating for a long time.”



    



    “It sounds weird to say you were lazy about eating. Isn’t not eating how you lose weight?”



    



    “You can learn the details through the broadcast. It took me a while to understand as well.”



    



    “Ugh.”



    



    “Why do you say that?”



    



    “I want to do it together. You have to adjust your eating and exercise too.”



    



    “I am doing that.”



    



    “On a broadcast.”



    



    “I don’t want to.”



    



    “Why not?”



    



    “I don’t want to reveal my face.”



    



    “Wouldn’t it be nice to be recognized?”



    



    “Why do you think that?”



    



    “Well, you get to greet and smile at people. I think it would be beneficial to be recognized, even if I don’t know anyone.”



    



    Muk-ji frowned slightly.



    



    Her expression clearly showed she couldn’t relate at all.



    



    Listening to the conversation between Ha-im, who had been loved since childhood, and Muk-ji, who was fed up with those around her, was amusing.



    



    “Eun-ji, how about trying it together?”



    



    “Do you think so too, Chan-yong?”



    



    “I was cautious because I thought my body wouldn’t be able to handle a sudden change, but now I feel like I can slowly start doing it in earnest.”



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    “I’ve always wanted to do content with the two of us. I thought it might be good to adapt slowly with this incident.”



    



    “If it’s with Chan-yong, I’ll consider it.”



    



    Muk-ji turned her head.



    



    Ha-im looked back and forth between Muk-ji and me, filled with anticipation.



    



    “I don’t think the fans would welcome someone else being part of Park Ha-im’s journey to regain health.”



    



    “That’s true. My fans, Choco, only like me.”



    



    Choco is a term referring to his fans, known as Choco-haim, which is casually shortened to Choco.



    



    It’s similar to how I refer to my subscribers of the side dish store as Tori, based on the name of a subscriber taken from a grain of rice.



    



    “Still, it’s a pity. I thought it would be perfect if I learned to exercise from you, and you learned makeup from me.”



    



    “Do as you wish.”



    



    Muk-ji lunged forward like a lion pouncing on its prey.



    



    Ha-im looked surprised, then glanced back and forth between Muk-ji and me before smiling broadly.



    



    “Who knows?”



    



    “There’s nothing wrong with that. We have to do it even if we create a new channel.”



    



    “Hmm. I’ll think about it.”



    



    “What are you hesitating for?”



    



    “If it’s just the two of us, what’s the fun in that? We need someone to react.”



    



    “React?”



    



    “Yeah. If Chan-yong hyung takes care of his face a little, it’ll be obvious, and we’ll need someone to be there to watch.”



    



    Ha-im wiggled his body to provoke Muk-ji.



    



    She, who had approached everything with calmness and rationality, nodded without any resistance.



    



    “I’ll do it.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    I never imagined that something as trivial as makeup would lead to the start of Ha-chan's journey.

  
    Western-style Restaurant (1)



    



    “It’s cold!”



    



    On Monday, December 18th, we gathered in front of the WTV building for filming.



    



    I felt like my ears were about to freeze off.



    



    Baek Woo-jin hugged me from behind and shouted.



    



    Joo Ji-seung curled up his body, and Cha Ji-chan was clattering his teeth.



    



    “Why is Ji-chan like that?”



    



    Everyone’s eyes turned to Cha Ji-chan at Director Park Sang-cheol's words.



    



    “I think that guy is crazy,” Baek Woo-jin chimed in.



    



    Cha Ji-chan was wearing shorts under his padded jacket, and even I thought it was insane.



    



    “Go put on some proper clothes.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung suggested he wear something warmer, but Cha Ji-chan shook his head and waved his hands, signaling for them to continue.



    



    “What are we eating today?”



    



    I asked Director Park Sang-cheol.



    



    “What did you eat on special occasions when you were younger?”



    



    “Jjajangmyeon?”



    



    “Chicken!”



    



    “Chocolate-flavored supplements?”



    



    “Banana.”



    



    When I answered, Baek Woo-jin, Cha Ji-chan, and Joo Ji-seung spoke in order, but then the atmosphere got weird.



    



    “Come on, hyung, that’s nonsense. Who eats a banana on a special day?”



    



    “It’s true.”



    



    “How much older are we that we’re eating bananas on a special occasion? Someone might think you were born in the '60s.”



    



    “I’m serious! In my village, bananas were rare.”



    



    “Is there anyone here from Danyang? Lighting director? Is that true?”



    



    The lighting director chuckled and shook his head.



    



    “See!”



    



    “No, director. Where in Danyang did you live?”



    



    “Danyang-eup.”



    



    “Eup? You lived in the town?”



    



    The lighting director nodded.



    



    “Hyung, where did you live?”



    



    “Oh my, our director was from the town!”



    



    Joo Ji-seung approached the lighting director and grabbed his hand.



    



    Tears welled up in the lighting director's eyes, and everyone, including the production team, looked bewildered.



    



    Later, we found out that when the Chungju Dam was built, those who lived in old Danyang suddenly became displaced persons.



    



    Occasionally, when there’s a drought, old Danyang surfaces, and displaced persons come to see their hometown and soothe their sadness.



    



    “We’ll talk about hometown stories later over some soju or makgeolli, but what are we eating today!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin shouted.



    



    “Today, you’ll visit a Western-style restaurant.”



    



    “Ooh.”



    



    Since they asked what we ate on special occasions, it turned out to be a nostalgic Western-style restaurant.



    



    “But what if there’s no Western-style restaurant in the area we’re going to?”



    



    Joo Ji-seung asked.



    



    “That’s something you have to figure out.”



    



    Director Park Sang-cheol grinned. He has a special talent for getting people riled up.



    



    We spun a wheel to decide the area we would visit, and my hometown, Donghae City, came up.



    



    Lucky me.



    



    “What? Isn’t that where your side dishes are from?”



    



    “Is there a place that sells Western food?”



    



    “There is! Just trust me.”



    



    I jumped into the red Casper.



    



    “Hey, how did it land on Chan-yong’s hometown?”



    



    “Right? Can we trust you today?”



    



    “Of course! I know Donghae like the back of my hand. Just keep quiet while I set the navigation.”



    



    While trying to set the navigation, I couldn’t remember the name of the restaurant, and the three of them stared at me.



    



    “Oh, I was just checking the business hours. I couldn’t remember that much.”



    



    “Can we really trust you?”



    



    “Yes, I’m telling you. Let’s go.”



    



    After entering the Gwangju-Wonju Expressway, one by one, they began to share stories related to Western food.



    



    “I went for the first time when I became a university student.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung mentioned that he found a Western-style restaurant only after moving to Seoul.



    



    He talks like he’s from the 1985 class even though he’s only four years older than me.



    



    “What about Ji-chan?”



    



    “I went a lot. They’d ask if I wanted bread or rice with the soup. It was nostalgic. Nostalgic.”



    



    Neither of them had any particularly memorable experiences.



    



    It seems like it would be hard to use it in the broadcast.



    



    “Woo-jin, what about you?”



    



    “...Huh. Should I tell a story?”



    



    Seeing him confidently take charge, I knew I wouldn’t have to worry about the broadcast length today.



    



    “What is it?”



    



    “It was the summer of 2002. The world was buzzing with the World Cup. I was quite the mature kid back then.”



    



    “Side dish, do you want some water?”



    



    “Yeah. Thanks.”



    



    “Should we stop by a rest area?”



    



    Ignoring Baek Woo-jin's suggestion, Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan started chatting about other things.



    



    “That girl was the best student in school. She was shy, but when it came down to it, she was the type to get things done, so she was quite popular. Oh, she was always first in the running events at the sports day.”



    



    “Chan-yong, I’m getting water.”



    



    “Okay.”



    



    “Give me some after you eat.”



    



    “Ah, come on! I’m not telling the story!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin couldn't hold back and shouted.



    



    “Why? Were you listening?”



    



    “Yeah. Keep going. This is fun.”



    



    It was hard to hold back my laughter.



    



    “I wanted to look cool in front of her. So I asked my mom for 10,000 won. Back then, a kid’s set meal at the Western-style restaurant in my neighborhood was 5,000 won.”



    



    “What? Was it a date?”



    



    Now it was getting more interesting.



    



    “Yeah. It was her birthday. I told my mom I was going to date and that investing 10,000 won wouldn’t be a big deal if she thought of it as treating a daughter-in-law.”



    



    “Pfft! A sixth grader?”



    



    “I was serious back then. My mom laughed and gave me 10,000 won. Now that I had money, I asked her out really nicely after school. ‘Do you want to go have a kid’s meal?’”



    



    “Ha ha ha ha!”



    



    Cha Ji-chan in the back seat was laughing so hard he was holding his stomach.



    



    “So? What happened next?”



    



    “She was surprised but eventually nodded, right? She must’ve liked me too.”



    



    “Oooh~”



    



    “Ha ha ha ha!”



    



    “Ah! Stop laughing!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin turned around and hit Cha Ji-chan.



    



    “But? But?”



    



    “It was a Saturday. We went for lunch, and they had a bell there, right? When you ring it, a server comes. I wanted to look cool, so instead of ringing the bell, I clapped twice.”



    



    Clap, clap-



    



    Baek Woo-jin raised his hands to clap at head level.



    



    I almost let go of the steering wheel because it was so funny.



    



    “The manager came and placed the menu in front of me. I was lost in my own cultured image. I only pretended to look at the menu because I was going to order two kid’s meals anyway. So I killed some time and clapped my hands twice again. Then I confidently said, ‘Two kid’s meals, please.’ But she said she wanted to have a pork cutlet.”



    



    I couldn't say anything because it was just too funny.



    



    “The pork cutlet was 6,000 won.”



    



    “Ha ha ha!”



    



    “I was flustered, but I calmly explained. Even if we ordered a kid's meal, the pork cutlet would come out. Not just the pork cutlet, but spaghetti and hamburger steak would also come out. But she said she didn’t want the hamburger steak and wanted to eat the pork cutlet instead.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin smacked his thigh with his fist.



    



    "I was flustered. I only had 10,000 won, so what should I do? After some thought, I ordered one katsu and one children's set. I said I was going to the bathroom and approached the manager to ask for a favor. And I whispered."



    



    Everyone was curious about what Baek Woo-jin was going to say, holding their breath.



    



    "Excuse me, could you take off 1,000 won? You don't have to give me rice."



    



    "Haha!"



    



    "I don’t even know what I was thinking back then. All I could think about was going home to eat and watch cartoons. But she asked me while eating ice cream for dessert. 'Don't you have a present for me?'"



    



    Cha Ji-chan was nearly dying from laughter.



    



    "I had just asked for a discount on my meal for the first and last time in my life, and now she’s asking for a present? I said I didn't have one... That was my first and last date."



    



    "Baek Woo-jin! Baek Woo-jin!"



    



    Cha Ji-chan called Baek Woo-jin's name as if leaving a last testament.



    



    "So that trauma kept you from dating," said Ju Ji-seung, nodding, but he also made a painful remark.



    



    "Wait, I’ve heard this story somewhere," I recalled having heard a similar story before.



    



    "Was it PD Lee Ji-hye?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin's eyes widened in surprise.



    



    "Why is her name coming up?"



    



    "What’s going on?"



    



    "Really?"



    



    The two older brothers, who had been laughing in the back, leaned in to ask.



    



    "......"



    



    "It must be true."



    



    "What? Ji-hye was your first love?"



    



    "Don’t joke around! Why would I like her!"



    



    ***



    



    Entering the Yeongdong Expressway, we passed through Gangneung City and arrived in Donghae City.



    



    The production team wanted some scenic shots of Donghae City, so we stopped by Mukho Port after exiting the Mangsan IC.



    



    They said that this area has been increasingly popular as a tourist destination lately, but since I’ve lived in Seoul for so long, this was my first time here.



    



    As we got out of the car and enjoyed the winter sea breeze, Cha Ji-chan was striking various poses in front of the camera.



    



    "What's wrong with him? Isn’t he cold?"



    



    When I asked, Baek Woo-jin shook his head and shouted.



    



    "Put on some pants! It’s cold!"



    



    "What? Cold?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan walked over, taking long strides.



    



    I hesitated, startled, but he brought up an incident from the previous shoot while showing off his calves.



    



    "Last week's mission was to climb the stairs, right? Someone posted that I have weak legs on the bulletin board?"



    



    The previous week’s mission involved the four of us racing to climb a 20-story building, and the last person had to skip a meal that day.



    



    It was clear that the condition was targeting Baek Woo-jin, who had whined and protested but eventually had no choice but to participate.



    



    But unexpectedly, Cha Ji-chan, who had worked out his legs the day before the shoot, ended up losing by a narrow margin.



    



    As a result, numerous posts mocking Cha Ji-chan appeared on the viewer’s bulletin board and the Jimgun channel.



    



    "Can you see this?"



    



    Cha Ji-chan pointed at his right calf.



    



    "This heart. Do you know how many standing calf raises I had to do to make this heart?"



    



    A standing calf raise is simply the action of lifting and lowering one’s heels.



    



    It’s a common exercise for strengthening the gastrocnemius, often done easily on a bus or subway, but for Cha Ji-chan, he does it while carrying a barbell.



    



    He also does seated calf raises, claiming he’s working on his soleus as well, but honestly, it’s quite grotesque to watch.



    



    "And what about the quadriceps? Do you think it’s easy to get it to split like this?"



    



    As Cha Ji-chan flexed his right leg, the already-defined muscle lines became even more pronounced.



    



    This was also grotesque.



    



    "Want to see my hamstrings? Look, can you see it?"



    



    Since his pants got stuck on his thighs and wouldn’t go any higher, Cha Ji-chan had no chance to stop himself before pulling them down.



    



    Wearing only short tights, his lower body lines were fully exposed.



    



    "Ah!"



    



    "Eek!"



    



    "Ha ha ha ha!"



    



    Some of the production crew were horrified, while others laughed loudly, and I, Baek Woo-jin, and Ju Ji-seung were astonished as we surrounded Cha Ji-chan.



    



    "Are you crazy?"



    



    "You’re committing a misdemeanor!"



    



    "What does it matter! I’m being called weak-legged! Look! Take a picture! Do you know how many leg curls I do?"



    



    "Put on some pants, you lunatic!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin hit Cha Ji-chan on the back of the head, and the situation finally settled down.

  
    Western Cuisine (2)



    



    "Today, all four of you can eat."



    



    "Really?"



    



    "What's going on?"



    



    "What's the mission?"



    



    "It's the Sky Cycle."



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol has always schemed to prevent at least one person from eating each week.



    



    This week, he wants us to ride the Sky Cycle installed at Mukho Port’s Dojjaebi Rock.



    



    The cycle is connected by a thin wire several dozen meters in the air, and we have to ride a bike across it. Just standing at the starting point made my knees weak.



    



    "If you make it back after the turnaround, you succeed. Easy, right?"



    



    "Seriously, this is infuriating. How is this a meal for everyone?"



    



    I complained, and Baek Woo-jin sat on the ground, holding my legs and howling.



    



    "I can’t do it! I really can’t ride this! How do you ride this?"



    



    The wheels are wrapped around a thin wire, and even though there’s a safety device, we have to cross several dozen meters in the air.



    



    It’s something you’d expect to see at a circus.



    



    "If you just ride it, you get to eat?"



    



    "That’s right," replied PD Park Sang-cheol nonchalantly when Cha Ji-chan asked.



    



    "Easy, just don’t look down."



    



    Cha Ji-chan put on his helmet and strapped on the safety gear as he got on the bike.



    



    "What good is a helmet? If you fall, it’s still the same death!"



    



    I totally agree with Baek Woo-jin.



    



    If you fall from this height, a helmet wouldn’t matter at all.



    



    "There's a safety device attached. You’re just being a coward."



    



    Cha Ji-chan set off first, followed by Ju Ji-seung, who was grinning from ear to ear.



    



    "This is fun."



    



    That guy has some serious guts.



    



    Taking a deep breath, I tried to get on the bike, but Baek Woo-jin wouldn't let go of my legs.



    



    "Don’t go! Hey, you can’t go!"



    



    "Let go! I’m going to eat katsu."



    



    "You crazy! Is katsu more important?"



    



    "It is! You haven’t been able to eat katsu for a long time because of the team, right?"



    



    "I don’t need that kind of thing!"



    



    "Today’s is really delicious. You’ll regret it if you don’t eat!"



    



    "No way. Don’t go."



    



    "Let go. I’m going to eat katsu."



    



    "If you die, you can’t eat!"



    



    "I’m not going to die!"



    



    I pushed Baek Woo-jin away and got on the bike.



    



    I intentionally looked straight ahead, trying to avoid looking down to prevent dizziness.



    



    The winter wind was strong, causing the wire to sway, and my heart dropped.



    



    "Uaaaah!"



    



    After reaching the turnaround point and getting help from the staff to turn the bike around, Baek Woo-jin screamed as he got on his bike.



    



    "I can’t do it! I really can’t! Back! Back! Reversing!"



    



    "Pedal!" Ju Ji-seung shouted.



    



    "I can’t! I can’t do it!"



    



    "If you stop, it’ll be more dangerous!"



    



    "Ughhhh."



    



    Baek Woo-jin cried as he pedaled.



    



    "I think I’m going to pee. I think I’m going to pee!"



    



    "Hahaha!"



    



    "Don’t laugh!"



    



    Today’s episode was all about Baek Woo-jin.



    



    When he reached the turnaround point, he insisted he couldn’t do it, but the staff convinced him he had to return.



    



    In the end, Baek Woo-jin kept repeating that he wanted to kill PD Park Sang-cheol as he returned to the starting point.



    



    ***



    



    S Restaurant, located in Cheongok-dong, Donghae City, stood seven stories tall near the beach, offering a great view.



    



    It opened when I was in middle school and has been around for nearly 20 years, so the taste is guaranteed.



    



    "Aren’t you ordering the children’s set?"



    



    "There isn’t one!"



    



    Cha Ji-chan teased Baek Woo-jin again.



    



    It’s entertaining.



    



    "The view is nice."



    



    Ju Ji-seung said as he looked out the window.



    



    The open view overlooking the winter sea is exceptional.



    



    "You’ve been here often, haven’t you?"



    



    "Yeah, I used to come here a lot when I was young. But I haven’t been here in about ten years."



    



    "Then hasn’t the taste changed?"



    



    "Come on, running a place for nearly 20 years isn’t easy."



    



    "That’s true."



    



    As we chatted about this and that, the owner brought out the soup.



    



    It was just like the old-style Western restaurant soup, topped with three corn puffs. Sprinkling pepper on it brought back a rush of memories.



    



    "Wow."



    



    "This is really old-school. It’s been ages since I’ve had this!"



    



    After finishing the soup, the main dishes were served shortly after.



    



    "Oh."



    



    "Wow."



    



    Clockwise, the plate was neatly arranged with shrimp tempura, potato tart, baked beans, katsu, hamburger steak, fish katsu, rice, bread, cabbage salad, macaroni, spaghetti, and pickles.



    



    The harmonious colors and generously sprinkled sauces made my heart race with excitement.



    



    I was relishing the luxurious dilemma of deciding what to eat first.



    



    I decided to start with the hamburger steak.



    



    I picked up the fork and knife, sliced it, and took a bite, releasing juicy flavor from the tender meat.



    



    "It’s delicious!"



    



    Ju Ji-seung exclaimed in admiration.



    



    "So soft. Wow."



    



    "Right? This is the flavor of hamburger steak. It’s so good."



    



    "Yum."



    



    Baek Woo-jin also expressed his delight, while Cha Ji-chan was busy cutting the katsu, fish katsu, and hamburger steak.



    



    He seemed to be the type who focuses on preparing everything before using the fork to eat.



    



    "I really like the baked beans."



    



    "Me too. I don’t like beans, but these are tasty."



    



    The unique aroma and texture of baked beans paired intriguingly well with the distinct atmosphere of the Western restaurant.



    



    "But isn’t baked beans a British dish? There are some delicious British dishes, huh?"



    



    "People say mint chocolate is good."



    



    Baek Woo-jin said.



    



    "Is mint chocolate British food too?"



    



    "Yeah."



    



    “Then why didn’t you say that during the discussion about the set meals?”



    



    “What are you talking about?”



    



    “British food is tasteless. Mint chocolate is British food. Therefore, mint chocolate is tasteless. I can’t think of a rebuttal.”



    



    “……”



    



    Baek Woo-jin thought for a moment, then took out his phone and started writing something down.



    



    “Baked beans were originally food eaten by Native Americans. They spread to New England and then to British immigrants there.”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    “So it’s not originally a British dish, huh?”



    



    “Is that why it’s tasty?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    British food is tasteless.



    



    “The katsu is super tender, isn’t it?”



    



    Ju Ji-seung exclaimed in admiration again.



    



    I tried a piece of katsu, and indeed, the tender and moist texture was different from the katsu I usually ate.



    



    I realized that for some time now, I had mainly been eating Japanese-style katsu.



    



    It must have been during high school or college when I thought that Western-style katsu was outdated and that Japanese katsu was tastier.



    



    But after a long time, enjoying the generously sauced Western-style katsu reminded me that they just have different styles.



    



    It’s incredibly tender and delicious.



    



    The prejudice that fried food must be crispy was completely shattered by sweet and sour pork, seasoned chicken, and now Western-style katsu.



    



    “Isn’t this salad good too?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    Everyone agreed with Baek Woo-jin’s comment.



    



    Although it was a bit disappointing that there was no ketchup, the old-fashioned salad with thinly sliced cabbage, carrots, and cucumbers was also excellent.



    



    Even though I don’t like cucumbers and carrots, I eat them when they come like this.



    



    “This kind of salad used to come when you ordered fried chicken.”



    



    “Right. You don’t see these kinds of salads much anymore, do you?”



    



    “They're delicious, so why aren’t they selling them?”



    



    “Is it too much trouble to make?”



    



    “Cutting a lot of cabbage and managing the quality so it doesn’t spoil would be a hassle.”



    



    “It’s delicious, though.”



    



    “Really. I prefer cabbage with ketchup and mayonnaise over pickled radish.”



    



    Everyone nodded in agreement.



    



    “Speaking of which, didn’t we used to choose between bread and rice?”



    



    “Yeah, that’s right.”



    



    I also remember debating whether to eat bread or rice.



    



    “Didn’t they serve rice on a plate?”



    



    “Oh. That’s right. It was flattened.”



    



    “I always chose bread. The bread served at Western restaurants was tastier.”



    



    I liked rice too, but I completely agree with the opinion that the bread was delicious.



    



    The slightly toasted bread served before the meal was crispy on the outside and moist and soft on the inside.



    



    The bread here gives off that same feeling.



    



    “In our area, we used to have a choice of soup, like vegetable or corn.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin said.



    



    “Oh. You went to a nice place.”



    



    “My family was well off.”



    



    “Exactly. An elementary school kid taking friends to eat set meals.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin glared at Cha Ji-chan, then quickly snatched a shrimp tempura and popped it into his mouth.



    



    “You!”



    



    “Yum~ This is delicious.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin savored the shrimp tempura while teasing, and this time, Cha Ji-chan took Baek Woo-jin’s fish katsu whole.



    



    “Ah!”



    



    “This fish katsu is also delicious. Yum. Oh!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin again took a piece of the katsu that Cha Ji-chan had cut, dipping it with his fork.



    



    I can’t understand how they can’t sit still and keep fighting like that.



    



    “Isn’t it nice to see you all sharing?”



    



    As I looked at the camera to ease the situation and then turned my gaze back to my plate, I realized my shrimp tempura was gone.



    



    The one shrimp tempura I had saved to eat last had gone straight into the mouth of someone wicked.



    



    “Who took my shrimp tempura?”



    



    Turning my head, I saw Baek Woo-jin with the shrimp head in his mouth and Cha Ji-chan with the tail.



    



    When our eyes met, they hurriedly shoved it into their mouths.



    



    This is ridiculous.



    



    “What the heck are you doing?”



    



    They didn’t respond and just mumbled.



    



    “Why are you eating that? Huh? Don’t chew. Why are you eating it? Open your mouth. Spit it out!”



    



    As I strained to open Cha Ji-chan’s mouth, he turned his head away, firmly refusing.



    



    Having already swallowed it, I rushed to Baek Woo-jin, trying to salvage at least the head, but it was no use.



    



    “I’m really at a loss here. Why are you eating that? Huh? Tell me. Why are you eating it?”



    



    “Hehehehe.”



    



    “Huh? You’re laughing?”



    



    “Hu-hah-hah-hah.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin laughed at each other.



    



    I grabbed Cha Ji-chan by the collar and shook him.



    



    “Give me back my shrimp tempura! Hand it over!”



    



    “Eat some beans. Beans. You like beans, right?”



    



    “Even if the beans are delicious, they’re still just beans! Give me my shrimp tempura!”



    



    Closed on Mondays.



    



    After finishing the manuscript, I realized too late that the filming date for the set meal overlapped with the restaurant’s day off.



    



    Yes, I am an idiot.
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    After finishing the set meal, we ordered ice cream for dessert.



    



    The vanilla ice cream, drizzled with chocolate syrup, was absolutely delicious.



    



    “I enjoyed that.”



    



    “Me too.”



    



    “What should we eat now?”



    



    “Let’s have cold soba.”



    



    The three of us turned our heads.



    



    “What kind of cold soba in the middle of winter?”



    



    “Seems like we’ve run out of side dishes.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin and Cha Ji-chan took turns teasing me, despite being the culprits for stealing my shrimp tempura.



    



    “We just had a meal, and you want to eat again?”



    



    This time, everyone looked at Ju Ji-seung.



    



    “Hyung, we only eat regular meals today, just once a week. Are you still stuck on the old notion that you should only eat once for lunch?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin presented a reasonable argument, leaving Ju Ji-seung chuckling but speechless.



    



    “So what are we eating?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked me.



    



    “I said let’s have cold soba!”



    



    “In this cold weather, what cold soba?”



    



    “Listen. We just ate something very greasy. So what should we do? Don’t hesitate. We need something cold and refreshing to cleanse our palates. Just follow me. I’ll get the side dishes.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin, who were frowning with their heads tilted, eventually nodded.



    



    It seemed they realized who I was.



    



    We hopped onto Casper and headed to Pyeongryung-dong in Donghae City.



    



    This area, newly developed, has surprisingly many good eateries, and there’s a soba place here famous for its buckwheat noodles.



    



    It opens at 11 AM and closes at 3 PM, making it hard to have both lunch and dinner like usual if you want to eat here.



    



    When we arrived, there were three or four people waiting in front of the restaurant.



    



    It’s usually a waiting place, but since it was cold, it seems like it was relatively easy to access in winter.



    



    That’s actually a good thing.



    



    After a short wait, we were able to enter right away.



    



    The menu consisted of shrimp soba, eel soba, and shrimp tempura.



    



    “What’s good?”



    



    “The shrimp is okay, but I prefer the eel soba.”



    



    “Then I’ll have that too.”



    



    “Me too.”



    



    “I want shrimp.”



    



    “Should we order shrimp tempura separately?”



    



    “Sounds good.”



    



    “Oh, then I’ll also have the eel.”



    



    “Boss, we’ll have four eel sobas and one shrimp tempura, please.”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    After placing the order, Baek Woo-jin lowered his voice.



    



    “It’s pretty expensive for soba.”



    



    The shrimp soba costs 12,000 won, and the eel soba costs 16,000 won.



    



    It is indeed pricey for cold soba.



    



    “If you just look at the price, but when you taste it, your thoughts will change. It’s really good.”



    



    “Hm.”



    



    “It’s amazing that they do well even in winter, right?”



    



    “Right? In summer, this place is packed. They open at 11 AM, but even if you come before that, it might be hard to get in.”



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung, who is currently preparing to open a restaurant, was looking around and gathering information.



    



    “By the way, Hyung Sang-cheol, aren’t we inviting a guest?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked PD Park Sang-cheol.



    



    “Guest?”



    



    “Park Ha-im. Didn’t he just start working with side dishes and meal plans recently?”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    “He looks really thin. If we take him along, he could gain some weight, right?”



    



    “I’m okay with that.”



    



    “Me too.”



    



    Having Park Ha-im on the show would not only help the ratings but also allow him to learn the joy of eating.



    



    I agreed, and Ju Ji-seung threw in his support as well.



    



    “What about Woo-jin?”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol asked Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “Eh, do you really need to ask?”



    



    “I don’t want him.”



    



    That was quite an unexpected response, and as I turned my head, I saw Baek Woo-jin glaring at PD Park Sang-cheol with a fierce expression.



    



    “Our characters overlap.”



    



    “Uh-huh.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung, who was drinking water, cleared his throat.



    



    “I think he’s really lost it.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan also got serious.



    



    “I’m cute, and Park Ha-im is cute too. But I’m already here. Why should we invite Park Ha-im?”



    



    “Right. You could just leave and have Park Ha-im come instead.”



    



    “Don’t joke! Why is it called ‘Baekban Dada’ if I’m not there? I started this show!”



    



    “Honestly, it got popular because of the side dishes, right? Isn’t that true?”



    



    “Recently, it seems like Chan-yong is doing better than Woo-jin.”



    



    “Geez!”



    



    Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and I began to tease Baek Woo-jin again.



    



    It was fun.



    



    “But have you talked to Park Ha-im? You’re not just throwing this around without any discussion, right?”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol brought up an important point.



    



    “Ask him.”



    



    “Yeah. Ask him. You’re close, right?”



    



    “Hmm. Should I give it a try?”



    



    I took out my smartphone and called Park Ha-im, and one of the writers asked,



    



    “Is that really Park Ha-im’s number?”



    



    I was so taken aback that I hung up.



    



    “No, writer. What are you talking about? Is it real?”



    



    “Hahaha! I was just curious.”



    



    “Are you really close?”



    



    “Wow!”



    



    Feeling unfair, I exclaimed “Wow!” just as Park Ha-im called back.



    



    “Hey, Ha-im.”



    



    I’m hungry.



    



    His voice sounded almost like he was dying.



    



    He had been on a very strict diet for a long time, and I had told him sternly that he needed to control his eating for the time being.



    



    Because of that, he couldn’t eat what he wanted freely.



    



    He used to be like that before, but nowadays, he frequently says he’s hungry.



    



    “Is the only thing you know how to say is that you’re hungry? Anyway, I’m currently filming ‘Baekban Dada.’ Is that okay?”



    



    -…….



    



    “Hello?”



    



    Yes! Why?



    



    Suddenly, my voice comes alive.



    



    I’m impressed by the diligent work ethic.



    



    “By the way, it was still recording.”



    



    Ah, what? Don’t you know any manners? You should have told me beforehand.



    



    “I didn’t have time to tell you. Anyway, do you want to come on ‘Baek Bansara’ later?”



    



    Um...



    



    “Why? Is it weird?”



    



    Hmm.



    



    “You’re good at talking. Sangcheol is here. You know how scary he is, right?”



    



    Yeah. They say if you get on the PD’s bad side, you’ll have to quit the entertainment industry.



    



    “Excuse me! Park Ha-im! What are you talking about?”



    



    Sangcheol jumped at my and Park Ha-im’s joke.



    



    “Anyway, do you dislike it?”



    



    It’s not that; Woo-jin is coming on, right?



    



    “Yeah. So what? Is Woo-jin a bit uncomfortable for you?”



    



    At my question, everyone turned to look at Baek Woo-jin.



    



    Caught off guard by the sudden looks of resentment, Woo-jin shook his head.



    



    It’s not that. The concepts overlap. Woo-jin is cute too.



    



    “See! I’m not the only one thinking that, right?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin, agitated, raised his voice.



    



    I was left speechless, completely dumbfounded. Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and even the production team couldn’t say a word.



    



    “Ha-im! I’m Baek Woo-jin! Let’s have a meal sometime!”



    



    But I’m cuter, so I feel bad for Woo-jin.



    



    “……”



    



    “Pwahaha!”



    



    “Ha-im? What did you just say?”



    



    Ah!



    



    With that half-hearted remark, the call ended.



    



    Park Ha-im does have a sense of humor.



    



    Woo-jin had picked up on the fact that he was the cute youngest member and the punching bag between us.



    



    It seems that since he has been watching ‘Baek Bansara,’ it might actually be okay for him to guest on the show someday.



    



    “Wow! This person is funny! What? Saying he’s cuter, so he feels sorry for me? Come on! My nickname is Dongdaemun Joraengi Tteok! Just being thin isn’t everything! Cuteness starts from being plump!”



    



    Cha Ji-chan was laughing so hard he was in tears.



    



    I sometimes wonder how he survives these days without Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “Food is here.”



    



    “Wow.”



    



    “What is this?”



    



    “Are they giving us the whole eel?”



    



    As expected, everyone gasped in amazement.



    



    Even though eel soba is 16,000 won, considering that it comes with a whole fried eel, it’s not that expensive.



    



    Most importantly, the clear and refreshing broth, with a hint of umami, and the aroma of buckwheat noodles fill the air.



    



    You could say this place has perfected soba in the most ideal form.



    



    “How do you eat this?”



    



    “You can cut it or just eat it whole like me. Dipping it lightly in the broth is even tastier. It stays crispy but tastes better because it absorbs the broth.”



    



    I took a bite of the fried eel and raised the bowl to gulp down the broth.



    



    The warmth I had felt from the western-style food transformed into a refreshing and clean sensation.



    



    “This fried food is no joke.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan exclaimed in admiration.



    



    “Right? How can it stay crispy even after touching water?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    When Woo-jin and I looked at Joo Ji-seung inquiringly, he tilted his head and spoke.



    



    “To keep the fried food crispy, you have to avoid forming gluten in the batter.”



    



    “That sounds complicated.”



    



    “Just beat an egg, add some water, and stir it carelessly, then add weak flour. If you stir too hard because the powder hasn’t mixed well, the more you mix, the soggier it gets.”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    “The batter should be thinner. That way, like here, it can fry thinly and beautifully.”



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    The scent of buckwheat is rich.



    



    The white buckwheat flowers grown in the mountain breeze of Yeongwol, Gangwon-do flicker before my eyes.



    



    Just as writer Lee Hyo-seok described in his novel, it’s ‘as if the moonlight sprinkled salt on the mountain slopes, making it hard to breathe.’



    



    I’m almost intoxicated by the rich aroma of buckwheat that fills my mouth and even threatens to spill over into my nostrils.



    



    “Are you all listening to me?”



    



    “Uh?”



    



    “No.”



    



    “Why is the broth so refreshing here?”



    



    Woo-jin admired the broth.



    



    The cold soba at this place feels different from just being cold due to the temperature.



    



    It feels even cooler because of something else added, making it feel even colder than its actual temperature.



    



    With warm and rich fried eel on top, the contrast in temperature enhances the coolness.



    



    This truly is the best cold soba.



    



    “Yum! Yum!”



    



    “Wow.”



    



    Watching everyone enjoy their food makes me feel even better.



    



    “Sometimes people ask me for Netflix recommendations, right? I heard one recently from a friend.”



    



    Everyone looked at him with expressions of, “What nonsense is he going to say now?”



    



    I’m used to this.



    



    “He was telling me about all the fun things he watched, but he made all sorts of excuses.”



    



    “In the meantime, he said he’d already seen what matched his taste, right?”



    



    “Yeah. So while talking about this and that, I remembered a movie I really enjoyed.”



    



    “What is it?”



    



    “Forrest Gump.”



    



    “That’s an old movie.”



    



    “I just watched it recently. It was on Netflix, so I watched it, and it was really fun. But when I told him, he made excuses like it’s too long and doesn’t sound interesting.”



    



    “Is it really necessary to push him to watch it when he said he doesn’t want to?”



    



    “It's not like you made it yourself.”



    



    “Right. But I genuinely lost track of time while watching it. So I told him to watch it for sure, and he reluctantly said okay. The next day he called to talk about that movie for an hour.”



    



    “So what do you want to say?”



    



    “My mood is like that right now. You asked me why I’m eating cold soba in the middle of winter.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan looked back and forth between me and the eel soba.



    



    “Is it good?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan picked up a shrimp tempura and placed it on my bowl.



    



    This place is closed on Mondays.



    



    Why?
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    The end of the recording always ends the same way: picking up trash.



    



    What started as a small action to overcome my self-esteem and depression has now become a habit or part of daily life.



    



    “Ugh! Let’s stop now. It’s cold.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin whined.



    



    “What’s cold? I’m sweating; it’s just right.”



    



    “Then you do it more.”



    



    Woo-jin tied up the trash bag.



    



    “It seems like not many people come to the beach in winter. There’s not much trash, so let’s head in soon.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung's comment prompted me and Cha Ji-chan to tie up our trash bags and dispose of them at the nearby trash collection point.



    



    This recording session ends here.



    



    “Thank you for your hard work.”



    



    After greeting the production team, we stepped into a nearby café to catch our breath.



    



    It was D Café at Mangsan Beach, a place I often visited when coming down to the East Sea.



    



    “I’ll have a hot Americano.”



    



    “Me too.”



    



    “Ah, ah.”



    



    “Two hot Americanos and two cold Americanos, please.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin decided on hot Americanos, while Cha Ji-chan and I opted for cold Americanos.



    



    Since all four of us have diabetes, we always order Americano or cold brew when we visit a café.



    



    It was the same today, but suddenly I craved something sweet.



    



    “Let’s get two blueberry bingsu too.”



    



    When I turned back after paying, all three nodded in agreement.



    



    “We moved around a lot; we deserve something sweet.”



    



    “Right. I felt dizzy.”



    



    Of course, eating sugary food isn’t good for the body.



    



    However, if someone orders it, a diabetic will eat it as if there’s no choice.



    



    But I wondered if I would be scolded for wanting bingsu in the winter.



    



    “Ugh!”



    



    After settling by the window on the second floor, Baek Woo-jin stretched.



    



    “So what’s the big deal you wanted to say?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan, impatient, asked.



    



    He seemed curious because I had mentioned I wanted to talk after filming.



    



    “It might take a while, but I’ll try to explain as I think of it.”



    



    I thought I was pretty good at speaking, but I didn’t know where to start.



    



    Still, I believed these people would understand my feelings, so I felt comfortable starting.



    



    “You remember how we talked earlier this year? How it’s hard for people with obesity or diabetes to manage themselves, even if they want to?”



    



    When we go to work, we have to eat takeout loaded with sugar, and after working late, we’re too drained to exercise or do chores.



    



    “So, I started making and selling lunchboxes. Many people said they received help from it, and while just helping with one meal might not lead to big changes…”



    



    Joo Ji-seung nodded.



    



    “At first, it was something I did for myself, but hearing people thank me felt nice. No, it felt good. So I thought I’d like to open a side dish shop someday.”



    



    The bell rang.



    



    “I’ll go get it.”



    



    “Are you sure you can carry it alone?”



    



    “I can handle it.”



    



    As Baek Woo-jin and Cha Ji-chan went downstairs to get the drinks and bingsu, Joo Ji-seung opened his mouth.



    



    “Chanyong, I feel the same way as you.”



    



    He seemed to anticipate my words. Maybe he had been waiting for this moment.



    



    He had mentioned starting a company together before, and we had talked about starting a business consistently.



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin each came back up holding a tray.



    



    Setting it down by the window made it look picturesque.



    



    The bingsu topped with fresh, not frozen, blueberries always looks luxurious.



    



    “I was wondering why we had bingsu in winter, but now it makes sense.”



    



    “Yum!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who hadn’t had a sweet dish in a while, shook his fist in delight.



    



    “So, do you want to restart the lunchbox business?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked.



    



    Even though he usually jokes around, he approached this matter seriously.



    



    “Yeah. But I want to do it on a larger scale.”



    



    Everyone looked at me with their spoons in their mouths.



    



    “I know from experience that it was pretty small-scale. I want to give out more to those who need it.”



    



    “...But that’s not really giving it away.”



    



    Woo-jin put down his spoon as he spoke.



    



    “No matter how big you want it to be, if it scales up, it won’t be funded like before through ads. To be sustainable, there must be profits to cover all expenses like rent and labor.”



    



    “Right.”



    



    I acknowledged that readily.



    



    “Thinking back to previous experiences made me say it that way, but I want to provide good service and receive fair compensation in return. If possible, I want to start with a branch in Seoul.”



    



    The intention is good, but I don’t want to give up on profits either.



    



    I have employees to take care of, and I also want to earn more.



    



    They feel the same way.



    



    As I pondered these thoughts and turned my head, Joo Ji-seung looked astonished.



    



    “Why are you so surprised?”



    



    “Uh?”



    



    “You just said you feel the same way as me.”



    



    “I was just thinking about the business part. Making it a franchise wouldn’t be easy.”



    



    “Of course it’s difficult. …If the business does well, it’s not impossible.”



    



    Woo-jin displayed a vague attitude.



    



    “Well, that’s good. It’s nice to earn money while doing good work. But you can’t think it’ll be like before.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan voiced his opinion.



    



    “To do that on a larger scale, you’ll have to give up one of the two: broadcasting or business. But what was the reason our lunchbox was successful?”



    



    “Because of YouTube.”



    



    “Exactly. None of us are foolish enough to give up our successful shows to do something else. If we half-heartedly do business, we’ll only end up in trouble.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan's words were spot on.



    



    As Muk Eun-ji has always emphasized, our YouTube channel is our greatest strength.



    



    It must always be the top priority.



    



    Because of this, there isn’t enough time to take on new challenges.



    



    If I start the diabetes meal plan business with a complacent mindset of "it will work out somehow," the outcome will surely not be good.



    



    “Hyung is right. Time is limited, so we need to think carefully.”



    



    “It sounds like you have a plan in mind.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan urged me to speak up.



    



    “A while ago, Ji-seung mentioned merging our companies.”



    



    “Right.”



    



    The content planner, Choi Mi-kael, is actively managing two channels: Ban-Yasikgyeong and the side dish shop.



    



    If Muk Eun-ji, who is skilled in external affairs, manages these two channels, I thought there would be synergy.



    



    “Not a bad idea.”



    



    “Then why didn’t you do it?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin looked at me, asking why it hadn’t happened yet.



    



    “I thought it wasn’t the right time yet. I suggested we take our time thinking it over, and Ji-seung was willing to wait. He probably intended to discuss it again when we start the business. Right?”



    



    Ji-seung nodded.



    



    “Let’s start with Ji-seung’s store. I, Eun-ji, and our staff will help as much as possible with what’s needed for Ban-Yasikgyeong. No, I’ll do it together.”



    



    “...So you’re saying we’ll help establish the business since Ji-seung is definitely opening a store anyway?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin accurately grasped my intention.



    



    “Yeah. It’ll be tough for Ji-seung to run both the YouTube channel and the store at the same time. I thought we could help and flesh out the plan together. He also reached out to me because he needed assistance.”



    



    “I'm all for it.”



    



    Ji-seung smiled broadly.



    



    Baek Woo-jin started digging into the blueberry bingsu while Cha Ji-chan sipped his iced Americano, lost in thought.



    



    I also began to eat the bingsu, feeling the luxury of enjoying it indoors on a warm winter day, which seemed to melt away the fatigue of the day.



    



    “Side dishes.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan called my attention.



    



    “I was thinking of creating a chicken breast product under my name. Does your plan include nationwide delivery or anything like that?”



    



    “It just came up.”



    



    “What?”



    



    “It’s our collaborative work, after all. If you want to do it, let’s do it. We can deliver the lunchboxes too. Nowadays, people are even shipping live fish, so why not?”



    



    “Why do you make it sound so easy?”



    



    “I’m just speaking easily. Once we start, it’ll be a huge task!”



    



    “Is that something you know who’s saying?”



    



    “I can give you way more reasons not to do it than you can!”



    



    “But?”



    



    “Because I want to do it. I have to find one of the few ways to make it happen.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan, who had been zoning out, let out a small laugh.



    



    This person knows the ‘reason’ better than anyone.



    



    When doing something, anyone can think of concerns.



    



    You can easily come up with excuses like, “I exercised a lot yesterday, I’m not feeling well today, it’s hot, I showered this morning, and I’ll sweat if I exercise,” and countless other excuses.



    



    However, the sole reason to exercise is health.



    



    Cha Ji-chan, who has consistently pushed through numerous temptations and worries to stick to one task, would surely understand what I’m saying.



    



    “I want to do it.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin licked his spoon and expressed his willingness to participate.



    



    Ji-seung looked confused, alternating his gaze between the empty bingsu bowl and Baek Woo-jin, who hadn’t eaten much yet.



    



    “There will be a lot to learn, but we already have some know-how, and most importantly, the business potential has been confirmed.”



    



    He seems to be confident that we can make money.



    



    “If we had said we were going to build a factory from the start, we wouldn’t have done it. But since Ji-seung is starting, we can trust and hand it over to him. We’ll send the necessary personnel for Ban-Yasikgyeong from the three of us. I believe there’s a possibility if we start slowly and build it up.”



    



    Since we confirmed our intentions with Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin, we looked at Cha Ji-chan for the final confirmation.



    



    Cha Ji-chan kept clenching and relaxing his fist before nodding.



    



    “So? What should we do first?”



    



    ***



    



    "Ugh, this is too salty."



    



    "There's still plenty left."



    



    "I really can't eat anymore. Sang-kyu, clear this away."



    



    "No way. Finish it all."



    



    In the video, Cha Ji-chan is eating his 11th chicken breast.



    



    Since he said he wanted to produce and sell chicken breasts, I told him to compare all the chicken breasts currently on the market first.



    



    It seemed like it could also be used as YouTube content, so I suggested he make a review video.



    



    “Chanyong, there’s a new schedule that wasn’t on the calendar, but there are no details. Is it a mistake?”



    



    Muk Eun-ji entered the broadcasting room.



    



    “Oh, the 24th and 25th?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji checked the dates and nodded.



    



    “It’s our date, so I left it blank to avoid scheduling anything else.”



    



    “...Please don’t write things like this in the work calendar.”



    



    “It’s a very important matter.”



    



    “Have you completed the activities and lectures for the Pediatric Diabetes Association?”



    



    “Of course. I paid a lot of attention to it.”



    



    “...Did you memorize the script?”



    



    “Should I recite it?”



    



    “Have you given feedback on the edited broadcast from the other day?”



    



    “Of course. I sent it during lunch.”



    



    “...We need to broadcast on Christmas too.”



    



    “Why?”



    



    “The side dish shop has always done that.”



    



    “Since it has always been like that, we should get a day off. I worked hard this whole week to take a day off.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji stood still for a moment, thought, and then silently pushed the door open and left.



    



    I’m glad I got everything done in advance.

  
    Success (1)



    



    I attended the 2023 Pediatric Diabetes Education Campaign as an ambassador.



    



    Since it was my first event after being appointed, I was somewhat nervous. Medical professionals and politicians shared their insights and discussed the struggles parents face.



    



    When it was my turn, I delivered the prepared greeting, and then the host mentioned that a famous YouTuber was present and gave the floor to the attendees.



    



    I truly didn’t understand why I was the only one getting this opportunity at an event with politicians and doctors.



    



    “Hello. I’m Lee Sung-kyung, the mother of Jeong Deul, who lives in Yeongdeungpo.”



    



    It seems like the child’s name is unique.



    



    “Actually, I’ve become familiar with finding and making foods that help lower blood sugar.”



    



    Earlier, the doctors introduced foods beneficial for blood sugar management.



    



    The hospital I go to provides information, and nowadays, doctors upload informational videos on YouTube, making it relatively easy to gather information.



    



    “But the foods I make are difficult for my child to eat. He’s picky about side dishes.”



    



    “I know, I know. They taste awful.”



    



    A few parents and children laughed.



    



    “Yes, it was really tough. But after watching Chan-yong’s video, my child asked me to make steamed eggs and tofu for the first time.”



    



    “Ah.”



    



    I was so surprised that I was left speechless.



    



    “I left a comment thanking you. Please keep posting more videos of healthy foods that taste good.”



    



    “Oh, well. I should be the one thanking you. Thank you, Deul!”



    



    I bowed in thanks, and Lee Sung-kyung bowed back.



    



    Next, a burly man in his 40s introduced himself.



    



    “I’m Choi Min-ki, Jeong-woo’s father. I make Jeong-woo's lunch every day, but I’ve been struggling to figure out what to pack.”



    



    I wondered if I had posted a lunchbox video.



    



    I had made a few for the show when there was nothing else to talk about, but I doubted he had seen that video, so I continued to listen.



    



    “It’s so tasteless that even I don’t want to eat what I make, so I can’t serve it to my son.”



    



    Now I realized he was talking about cooking content in general.



    



    “Chan-yong, without any extra requests, could you please make that lunchbox video again? If possible, please start selling it from breakfast.”



    



    His request had no hesitation or malice, which made me laugh.



    



    “Thank you. Oh, I think it’ll be tough to do it in the near future. There’s a cooking channel called Ban-Yasikgyeong that focuses on diabetes and hair loss. They have many videos on healthy meals and lunchboxes, so I recommend that. Thank you.”



    



    After chatting with a few more people, the event concluded.



    



    I greeted the attendees and hurried to the next location.



    



    While waiting at the traffic light, Muk Eun-ji spoke up.



    



    “I didn’t realize there were such struggles. Since they’re children, it must be hard for them to resist snacks and desserts like ice cream. It sounds obvious when you hear it.”



    



    “That’s right. I think that’s what makes pediatric diabetes difficult.”



    



    Among adults, some cannot control their cravings and eat high-glycemic foods, but generally, they can manage it themselves.



    



    On the other hand, children tend to have less patience, so their parents must control their diets, which seems to lead to frequent conflicts.



    



    I felt the seriousness of pediatric diabetes.



    



    “Parents looked troubled too. Children can throw tantrums, but they can’t just give in to their demands.”



    



    “That’s true. Most parents eat the same meals as their children, which makes it even harder.”



    



    Parents cannot eat refined foods while their children eat unrefined foods.



    



    As a result, parents also have to follow a diabetic diet, and some expressed that "it’s incredibly hard to impose something I find difficult on my child."



    



    I empathized fully because I also struggled with my diet for a while after being diagnosed with diabetes.



    



    “There was a child who wanted to eat because of my video, right?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    “It made me feel a real sense of responsibility. I realized my videos could help like that. On the flip side, I thought I could negatively impact children if I did things wrong.”



    



    “While responsibility is good, I hope you don’t take it as a burden.”



    



    “That’s right.”



    



    ***



    



    Since summer this year, I had been exchanging messages and finally visited my alma mater, Soongsil University, which I had been unable to visit due to scheduling issues.



    



    After greeting the staff at the Hong Kyung-jik Memorial Hall, I stepped onto the auditorium stage, where cheers and screams erupted for the first time in my life.



    



    So surprised that I almost stumbled, I ended up laughing.



    



    “Ahem.”



    



    I stood at the microphone and cleared my throat.



    



    “Hello, I’m Ban-chan-yong from Soongsil University, class of 08, and I run a YouTube channel called Ban-chang-gate.”



    



    Another cheer erupted.



    



    “I find this quite awkward. But it’s not bad. Could you do it once more?”



    



    I was grateful when they cheered again.



    



    “Thank you. When I first got contacted by Soongsil, they asked me to lecture on how I became a YouTuber and how I could succeed. So I thought about it for a while.”



    



    I paused for a moment, pretending to contemplate.



    



    “I think it’s because I worked hard, communicated well, built connections with friends, and was lucky. So I’m not really sure how I ended up like this.”



    



    The students laughed.



    



    “So today, rather than sharing information, it seems more like I’m bragging, so I titled my lecture this way.”



    



    As the phrase “I bought a house in Seoul” appeared on the central screen, the students cheered.



    



    “I’m really willing to share my earnings over the past eight years with you all today. Since it’s a bit of a money brag, if you find it unpleasant to hear, you’re welcome to leave, and I’ll mark your attendance.”



    



    As I made that remark, someone next to me shook their head and crossed their arms in an X.



    



    “They said it’s not allowed. You can’t leave. Come back.”



    



    The students laughed again.



    



    “The year was 2015. I graduated in the fall of 2015 as part of the class of 08. This is all because of the chapel you’re currently attending. …Amen.”



    



    The students laughed loudly.



    



    At Soongsil University, attending chapel is mandatory for graduation, so it seems I wasn’t the only one who had trouble graduating because I couldn’t attend a chapel for a semester.



    



    “After graduating, I found I had nothing. I didn’t even have the common TOEIC, TOEFL, or TEPS scores, and the only certificate I had was a driver’s license. Even for someone like me, there was a company I could enter.”



    



    The students reacted with surprise.



    



    “It was for an internet advertising sales position. You know those strange calls you sometimes get asking you to do something? Yes, that was the kind of place it was. I joined in September 2015, and after working there for six months, I earned a total of 1.8 million won.”



    



    When I showed them the account I used back then, a sudden silence fell over the room.



    



    “These scoundrels, or rather, thugs, had no concept of a base salary. There were no benefits like social insurance. Yes, someone like me, who hadn’t prepared anything, had no choice but to end up in a place like that. Honestly, I would have been better off working part-time, right?”



    



    A few nodded in agreement.



    



    “So I started a part-time job. From March 2016, I went to a small video production company to handle document management. While they called it document management, I was actually cleaning, running errands, and doing data entry work.”



    



    I looked around.



    



    “At that time, my take-home pay was about 1.1 million won. Wow, I had earned 1.8 million won over six months, but now I was making 1.1 million won a month. I was thrilled. I confidently walked into Kimbap Cheonguk and ordered the special set meal. Like a proper working adult, I took the subway to work. But then I suddenly thought, ‘Is this how I’m going to live my entire life?’”



    



    The students looked serious.



    



    “It was terrifying. That was when I finally got my act together. I started studying video editing on my own. The reason I chose that was that the company I was working at did that kind of work. I thought that if I didn’t learn it, no one would hire me, so I decided to desperately ask to be hired as a regular employee. Six months later, I showed my portfolio to the boss and asked to be hired full-time. What do you think happened?”



    



    “You got hired!”



    



    “I didn’t! They said I couldn’t be a regular employee but could work in editing. What the…”



    



    As I expressed my frustration recalling that time, the students laughed.



    



    “It was really absurd, right? But since I had to do it, I did. Otherwise, I’d get fired. After about a year, the company grew a bit and needed more staff. At that time, the employees who worked with me gave me work, taught me, and said I was better than hiring someone new and training them. They told the boss I did well. The boss, who had been quiet, suddenly said, ‘Okay. Chan-yong, come to my office tomorrow,’ during a company dinner where we were eating pork belly after a delivery. I was holding the tongs, surprised when he said that. Yes, that’s when I signed my first employment contract.”



    



    The students applauded.



    



    Some were laughing at the absurd hiring process, while others were unable to smile.



    



    “My first annual salary was 18 million won. Wow, 18 million won. What’s the difference from a part-time job!”



    



    The students laughed.



    



    “Overtime pay? Where would that be? It was a comprehensive wage system. The company didn’t even keep records of entry and exit times.”



    



    I took a sip of water.



    



    “But I thought, ‘What is this?’ During the holidays, they would give me at least 100,000 won as a gift, and they bought lunch for us. I felt like I might cry. I had earned 1.8 million won last year, but in 2017, I made over 10 million won.”



    



    I showed them my 2017 earnings.



    



    “By this time, my hobby was watching internet broadcasts. Honestly, since I had no money, I didn’t want to go out. Plus, YouTube was on the rise, so I watched how other people edited their videos. When I was lonely, I’d just leave it on while eating or when I was alone. Then, I came across this guy’s broadcast.”



    



    When I showed a picture of Cha Ji-chan, the students reacted with excitement.



    



    “He was just focused on exercising. There was no camera angle or editing involved. He lived even more frugally than I did. I felt sorry for him and offered to edit his videos and upload them to YouTube. At first, he thought it was some kind of scam.”



    



    I expected them to laugh, but they were watching seriously.



    



    “That’s how it all started. With Ji-chan, Woo-jin, and Ji-seung. I felt a sense of duty to learn how to edit well, and I also wanted to help people who were struggling like me. Above all, I enjoyed their broadcasts more than others. So, in 2018, I just focused on editing. Then, the deputy who was just above me fled, and suddenly, the boss said, ‘You’re the deputy starting today.’ At that time, I was a bit more confident, so I asked for a salary increase, and he raised it by 4 million won. Wow! My salary was now 22 million won. My take-home pay was about 1.6 million won, and the money I earned in 2018 was 19.2 million won.”



    



    I took a moment to catch my breath.



    



    “2019. This was when I started earning additional income, and Ji-seung, Ji-chan, Woo-jin, and the other channels I managed grew rapidly. As these guys started making a living, they began giving me money. At first, I didn’t want to accept it because I enjoyed doing it and considered it a learning experience, but when they placed 1 million won in front of me, what could I do? I had to take it.”



    



    I pressed the remote to show the next page.



    



    The students’ eyes widened as they looked at the income graph by year.



    



    In 2016, I earned 1.8 million won, in 2017, 11.8 million won, in 2018, 19.2 million won, in 2019, 34 million won, in 2020, 47 million won, in 2021, 88 million won, in 2022, 110 million won, and in 2023, my earnings were 1.28 billion won.



    



    “I really worked hard. I slept only about 3 to 4 hours a day for about 5 to 6 years. I juggled my job, self-development, and side jobs. I was really desperate, and while I don’t like to think of it as having talent or being gifted, that aside, I want to tell you two things.”



    



    I spoke seriously, with a serious expression.



    



    “First, I really did my best. Even if I were reborn, I couldn't live as hard as I did then. But can I say that’s why I succeeded?”



    



    I walked slowly around the auditorium, exchanging glances with the students.



    



    “It was because I had Ji-seung, Ji-chan, and Woo-jin with me. Right now, we have our channel’s director, Mukunji. Our completely nonsensical Baekban Debate happened to ride the algorithm.”



    



    I returned to the center of the auditorium.



    



    “You, just like me, always competed while attending school. When there’s a first place, there’s a second place, but honestly, what does it matter whether it's first or second? Is there really a difference in their actual skills in work? Even if there is, can we really measure it with exams? You could argue that there can be a difference between first and one hundredth place, and I agree. The one-hundredth place might do better. I, who graduated with a GPA of 2.45, am currently earning the most money among the Class of 2008.”



    



    When one student clapped, soon all the students supported what I said.



    



    “You all aim to get into good universities and land jobs at big corporations. You have to compete for that. I was a dropout in that competition. Instead, I was kind to the people around me. And I poured all my efforts into what I loved until I was recognized as at least a professional. That’s how doors opened for me. It wasn’t just my effort, or my connections, or luck that made it happen... I want to believe that I succeeded because I was capable.”



    



    The students laughed again.



    



    Honestly, they were really cute juniors.



    



    “So, everyone, hang in there. As you work hard, not realizing that you’re exhausting yourself and damaging your pancreas while drinking caffeinated beverages, diabetes will definitely come your way. No, opportunities will definitely come. And when you can eat, eat a lot. Right now, your pancreas and liver can handle alcohol, caffeine, and simple sugars. There will come a time when you’ll want to eat but can’t, so enjoy delicious food while you can. If you remember just this from today’s lecture, it’s worth it. After class, go out and eat at McDonald's. Go to Burger King. Go to Popeyes. Is there no longer a Popeyes here? My goodness. Why did you come to Soongsil University? There’s no Popeyes fries here?”



    



    Seeing the students laugh made me smile too.



    



    “Thank you for listening to my rambling boasts until the end.”



    



    “Ban-chan-yong! Ban-chan-yong!”



    



    A few boys started chanting my name, so I waved my hand.

  
    Success (2)



    



    After finishing the commercial shoot for the "Spicy Soup Bread," which was a product based on the bread made by Ji-seung at the Korean Food Praise, I returned home close to 2 AM.



    



    Park Ha-im said he had a packed schedule, sleeping and eating in the car, and today, I was in the same situation.



    



    Even though I had been consistently exercising to build my stamina, I wondered how he managed to endure all that.



    



    After showering, I collapsed onto the sofa when I heard the bathroom door of the master bedroom open.



    



    Mukunji came out after applying something and sat down next to me.



    



    I offered him a cool drink of water, and he gulped it down.



    



    “Good job today.”



    



    “No, you worked hard, Chanyong.”



    



    We both fell silent for a moment.



    



    We were tired from working all day, and I felt like I would fall asleep on the sofa if I stayed sitting like this, so I got up.



    



    “Chanyong.”



    



    “Yes?”



    



    “I have something I want to do tomorrow.”



    



    It was the 24th.



    



    Since I had been pushing my work forward to clear the 24th and 25th, I had some free time.



    



    We had decided to take a break from filming "Baekban" on the 25th, and I had planned a trip to Cheongyang-gun for the ice festival.



    



    “Of course. What is it?”



    



    “I want to go to a restaurant.”



    



    I was so surprised that I couldn’t close my mouth.



    



    I had been working hard to stay healthy, but this was the first time Mukunji had so actively expressed a desire to eat something.



    



    “Let’s go! I don’t care where it is; we’re going! Where is it?”



    



    “Here.”



    



    Mukunji showed me his smartphone.



    



    It was a restaurant in Seoul, and he had already made a reservation for 6 PM.



    



    It overlapped with our travel plans, and I hesitated for a moment, but what was there to think about?



    



    If Mukunji wanted to eat it, we had to go.



    



    “You even made a reservation? Then we should definitely go.”



    



    “You’ve worked hard to prepare for the trip; is it okay?”



    



    “Of course. We can go on the trip another time.”



    



    “And one more thing.”



    



    I nodded as if to say he could say anything.



    



    “I want you to broadcast it.”



    



    My mouth fell open again.



    



    “Why?”



    



    “I think as much as you care about this Christmas, I do too. It's my first Christmas with my boyfriend.”



    



    There must be a reason for asking me to broadcast it despite that.



    



    “Last year, I spent Christmas looking at the side dish store. I laughed a lot watching you dress up as a polar bear and getting scolded by your mom.”



    



    I recalled last year's memories.



    



    “There will be someone like me again this year.”



    



    “…….”



    



    “Didn’t you realize today at the juvenile diabetes campaign how many people you inspire?”



    



    “…….”



    



    “I’m satisfied with a wonderful meal, so please broadcast it.”



    



    Mukunji must have been looking forward to Christmas just as much as I was.



    



    Yet the reason he wanted to send me in front of the camera was that the side dish store had grown so much.



    



    It provided accurate information to diabetes patients and shared their struggles.



    



    It had become a broadcast where people could forget about their intense daily lives, even if just for a moment.



    



    He meant for me to continue that expectation and joy.



    



    “Sometimes, it feels burdensome. No, it often does.”



    



    Mukunji hugged me.



    



    “The reason I can continue to stand in front of the camera isn’t because of responsibility. I don’t think I’m a great person.”



    



    His arms tightened around me.



    



    “The reason I broadcast is that it’s fun. There’s really no other meaning. It’s fun, so I’ve been able to keep doing it. If I did it out of responsibility, it wouldn’t last long.”



    



    “Chanyong.”



    



    “I’m careful with my words and check whether the information is accurate. I have a sense of responsibility regarding that. I know how much influence my words and actions have.”



    



    I looked at Mukunji as I spoke.



    



    “So, this Christmas will be the same. I’ll just do it like usual.”



    



    We hugged each other tightly.



    



    “I have one request.”



    



    “What is it?”



    



    “I want to be with Eun-ji all the time.”



    



    “Don’t you do that usually?”



    



    “When we’re broadcasting, we’re in different rooms.”



    



    “…….”



    



    “Do you want to broadcast together? Then we can be together.”



    



    “No, thank you.”



    



    “You don’t want to?”



    



    “No.”



    



    I don't know what Mukunji's MBTI is, but it's definitely T and J.



    



    ***



    



    I checked in advance, and since there wasn’t much parking space, I took a taxi.



    



    The restaurant Mukunji found served French home cooking and was located near Namyeong Station.



    



    As soon as I got out of the taxi, I spotted a small shop with a white sign.



    



    When I opened the door to R Restaurant, the owner greeted us warmly.



    



    After climbing a narrow staircase on the right, the shoe rack was the first thing I saw.



    



    After organizing my shoes and looking around the inside, a cozy space welcomed us.



    



    Christmas carols played softly, and a music video of the carol was playing on the screen across from us.



    



    In the middle of our table, there was a small tree decorated, and the chairs were dressed in red stockings, creating a festive Christmas atmosphere.



    



    “It’s a cute place.”



    



    “It is cute.”



    



    Since we were the only customers, it seemed like we could eat comfortably without worrying about anyone else.



    



    “I’ll prepare the bread.”



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    The owner brought us four small pieces of bread. The outer layer was slightly tough, while the inside was chewy and warm, making me feel good.



    



    After a leisurely wait, they brought out the entrées.



    



    It was called the “Treasure Box of Square Jelly,” a dish developed by the chef here.



    



    “The salad tastes great when you put the bread in it,” the owner said.



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    Looking at the menu, it mentioned that various foods were placed inside jelly made from carrageenan. I was looking forward to what it would taste like.



    



    1



    



    I crushed the jelly box with my fork and took a bite.



    



    It was a bit closer to jelly than the traditional Korean “muk,” but it wasn’t completely jelly.



    



    The texture was somewhere between muk and jelly, and true to its name "treasure box," it contained various foods.



    



    I could recognize the salmon and eggs, but I wasn’t exactly sure what the other items were.



    



    “How is it, Eun-ji?”



    



    When I looked up, Mukunji had a perplexed expression on her face.



    



    The first dish she ordered was "Salad Gourmand with Smoked Duck."



    



    2



    



    According to the menu, it was a dish that paired duck smoked with beechwood with various vegetables and pork belly.



    



    It was dressed with balsamic vinegar and salt, but it seemed it didn’t suit her palate.



    



    “Why? What’s wrong?”



    



    “It’s salty.”



    



    After taking a small bite with my fork, I could definitely taste the saltiness. I recalled what the owner had said about eating it with the bread.



    



    I cut the bread in half with a knife, added some smoked duck and vegetables, and handed it to Mukunji.



    



    She inspected it carefully, took a cautious bite, and then nodded her head.



    



    Her expression brightened.



    



    “How is it?”



    



    “This is how you’re supposed to eat it. It’s delicious.”



    



    This time, Mukunji made me a sandwich.



    



    The aroma of the smoked duck between the warm bread was incredibly luxurious.



    



    “Eun-ji, you should try this too.”



    



    When I offered her some of the jelly treasure box, she only took a small bite from the end.



    



    She furrowed her brows and tilted her head in confusion.



    



    So cute.



    



    “What flavor is it?”



    



    “You have to eat it together. Try more.”



    



    Mukunji scooped up a big spoonful of the ingredients inside and nodded.



    



    “Is it okay?”



    



    “It’s not to my taste.”



    



    Her firm attitude is also adorable.



    



    The next dish was a tenderloin steak.



    



    The sauce looked unusual, and I was surprised at how delicious it was compared to any steak sauce I had ever tried.



    



    “Eun-ji, try this. It’s really delicious.”



    



    “I have my own.”



    



    “If you don’t eat this, you’ll regret it.”



    



    “I won’t regret it.”



    



    “Quickly!”



    



    As I cut the steak and piled on some sauce, Mukunji opened her mouth.



    



    When I fed it to her, her eyes widened in surprise.



    



    “What sauce is this?”



    



    “I’ve never had it before. It tastes like pepper sauce.”



    



    Checking the menu, it read "Sauce au poivre."



    



    “It’s a pepper sauce made with cognac and white wine. It’s so good.”



    



    I cut off another piece of meat and offered it to Mukunji.



    



    This time, she accepted it without a word, so it must have been really good.



    



    The French fries were also so delicious that I was in awe when Mukunji made a sound of enjoyment.



    



    “Is it good?”



    



    “It’s good.”



    



    Mukunji’s second dish was "Seafood Choucroute," a dish from the coastal regions of France.



    



    It was introduced as a dish with cabbage marinated in white wine for over two weeks, along with clams, cod, and shrimp.



    



    Mukunji scooped out some cod, clams, and pickled cabbage for me.



    



    The cod skin was perfectly crispy, while the inside was unbelievably tender.



    



    The strong-flavored pickled cabbage complemented it wonderfully; it was definitely a taste I had never experienced before.



    



    Since it was my first time at a French restaurant, it wasn’t surprising.



    



    “I think I like French cuisine.”



    



    “I was curious since I hadn’t tried it before.”



    



    I gave Mukunji more steak and fries.



    



    As we continued our meal while chatting, the owner came up to check if we needed anything else.



    



    Since we were almost finished with our main dishes, I asked for dessert.



    



    “How did you find this place?”



    



    “I wanted to eat something special.”



    



    “Something special for a special person on a special day?”



    



    “Not at all.”



    



    This person definitely has a T personality.



    



    “Here’s your dessert.”



    



    The owner brought over a beautiful dessert.



    



    I had vanilla ice cream with brownies and crème anglaise.



    



    Mukunji received a tart made with fruits.



    



    Mukunji took out her phone to take a picture, seemingly enamored by the plating that resembled plum or cherry blossoms made with syrup.



    



    I had simply ordered rooibos tea from Frère, and even as someone not well-versed in tea, I found it enjoyable.



    



    “Wow. That was really good.”



    



    “I should walk a bit before going home.”



    



    I wondered if the course meal would be too much, but as expected, Mukunji had given me about half of her food.



    



    Thanks to that, I felt like my stomach was going to burst.



    



    “Thank you for bringing me to such a nice place.”



    



    “Thank you for coming with me.”



    



    After holding hands and enjoying the moment for a bit, we got up.



    



    After putting on my coat and shoes, we went downstairs, where the owner greeted us.



    



    “Did you enjoy your meal?”



    



    “It was delicious. Thank you. I really enjoyed it.”



    



    “Oh, take this with you.”



    



    He handed us a paper basket with the bread that had been served before the meal.



    



    Such generosity.



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    When I opened the door and stepped outside, snow was falling gently.



    



    I looked up at the sky in a daze, and Mukunji, who followed me out, quietly took my hand.



    



    “Merry Christmas.”



    



    “Merry Christmas.”



    



    When I lowered my gaze, Mukunji was smiling brightly.



    



    Feeling happy, I tucked my hand into my pocket and started walking slowly.

  
    Success (3)



    



    Thursday, December 28.



    



    “Which do you like more, Mom or Dad? Do you prefer it soaked or dipped? We’ll just sample the most intense debate in the last half-millennium of the Korean Peninsula's history. A side dish for the Baekban debate.”



    



    “It’s Baek Woo-jin.”



    



    “Today, it’s Carrots vs. Cucumbers. We will conduct a profound and formal discussion on which is tastier.”



    



    └LOL they love formality



    



    └Cucumbers are totally tasteless



    



    └How can he say that so shamelessly?



    



    I placed "Carrot" in front of me and "Cucumber" in front of Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “Before we begin the discussion, I must say this: Just because I support the red carrot does not mean I support the conservative side, so please do not misunderstand. Similarly, just because Baek Woo-jin is standing with the green cucumber does not mean he supports the progressive side.”



    



    “Exactly.”



    



    └?



    



    └What nonsense is this? LOL



    



    └Who even thinks that way? LOL



    



    └Too bad



    



    └What does "too bad" even mean? LOL



    



    “Now, Baek Woo-jin, please briefly introduce cucumbers.”



    



    “They are annual climbing plants from the gourd family. We eat the fruit of this plant.”



    



    “I see. Carrots are biennial plants from the Apiaceae family. Isn’t it superior that carrots live twice as long as cucumbers?”



    



    “...Huh?”



    



    “Oi oi, did you not know that? LOL.”



    



    └AHAHAHA a whole extra year of life, LOL



    



    └This is starting to get dizzying, LOL



    



    └Oi oi, LOL



    



    └What kind of speech is that? LOL



    



    “Then, does a tortoise that lives 200 years have superiority over humans?”



    



    “Don’t stray from the point! We are comparing carrots and cucumbers right now!”



    



    “Who’s talking nonsense right now!”



    



    “Now, calm down, and please stick to statements based on the carrot vs. cucumber debate.”



    



    I almost let my logic crumble.



    



    After some coaxing, Baek Woo-jin rolled his eyes and slowly got into the swing of things.



    



    “Currently, cucumbers are among the most consumed vegetables in the world. The top three are tomatoes, onions, and cucumbers, with an annual production of 71 million tons each. On the other hand, carrots are ranked sixth with 42 million tons produced.”



    



    “Indeed, there’s a difference in production volume.”



    



    “That’s because they are eaten more. The reason they are eaten more is that they taste better.”



    



    “That’s not true.”



    



    “What do you mean it’s not true?”



    



    “We are debating which is tastier between carrots and cucumbers, but that’s ultimately a relative discussion. Carrots and cucumbers fundamentally have no taste.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin thought for a moment before nodding in agreement.



    



    “I agree.”



    



    └Vegetable hatred, whoa



    



    └LOL they can’t help that they’re tasteless



    



    └Both are tasty, right?



    



    └Taste-impaired



    



    └Cucumbers are really tasteless



    



    “But cucumber dishes can be delicious,” I said.



    



    I shrugged, and Baek Woo-jin showed a reference photo.



    



    It was a picture of cucumber kimchi.



    



    “Cucumber Kimchi. With a crunchy texture and a sweet and sour seasoning, along with chives. It truly can be said to unleash the potential of cucumbers. Freshly made cucumber kimchi in the middle of summer. Can you resist that?”



    



    └This one’s a win



    



    └Yum



    



    └Seriously, it’s a rice thief



    



    └Well-made cucumber kimchi is really delicious



    



    The viewers’ reactions were positive.



    



    Old cucumber kimchi becomes mushy and has a very unpleasant texture, but it seems everyone has good memories of fresh cucumber kimchi.



    



    “By the way, in 1999, the LA Times had reporters taste and evaluate various global cuisines. At that time, cucumber kimchi was included in the top 10 foods that they wanted to eat again. They highly praised its crunchy texture, sweet and sour seasoning, and the distinctive fragrant scent of cucumbers.”



    



    “Cucumber kimchi is delicious, I admit.”



    



    Cucumbers placed on jjajangmyeon, cucumbers on naengmyeon, and cucumbers in kimbap can be polarizing, but if the cucumber kimchi is well-managed, I’ll eat it as a side dish.



    



    “But carrot kimchi is just as tasty.”



    



    “Have you ever had carrot kimchi?”



    



    “Of course.”



    



    “Do you know carrot kimchi, everyone?”



    



    └What is carrot kimchi?



    



    └LOL I’ve never heard of that before



    



    └They say there’s no vegetable that Koreans can’t make into kimchi



    



    └You can make kimchi with carrots???



    



    “See, carrot kimchi and cucumber kimchi are different in terms of recognition.”



    



    “Everyone.”



    



    In a serious tone, I asked the viewers.



    



    “Do you remember 1937?”



    



    “...Ugh.”



    



    As expected, Baek Woo-jin seems to know.



    



    I checked the chat window, where question marks were rapidly climbing, and continued my story.



    



    “In 1937, there were many of our ancestors living in the Soviet Union's Primorsky Krai. They were those who fled to the Soviet Union to escape Japanese colonial rule while fighting for independence.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin bit his lip.



    



    “In 1937, Stalin forcibly relocated them to Kazakhstan in Central Asia. It was a very harsh environment. They wanted to make kimchi, but there was no napa cabbage to do so. Our ancestors deeply missed their hometown food, kimchi, and sought a substitute for cabbage. That substitute was carrots.”



    



    My throat felt heavy.



    



    “Carrots were sliced and salted. The carrot kimchi made by mixing it with vinegar, sugar, garlic, and chili powder was affectionately called ‘Kareiskaia Markova’ (meaning ‘Korean carrot’) and has been loved by people in Central Asia and the Soviets.”



    



    I swallowed hard and raised my voice.



    



    “The carrot kimchi made by our forcibly relocated ancestors, who longed for their homeland in that barren land. Are you telling me that this carrot kimchi, which captivated the tastes of the Soviets, has no recognition?”



    



    “No, that’s not…”



    



    “Isn’t it embarrassing not to know about the food that carries the grief of our ancestors? Doesn’t that make sense?”



    



    “I didn’t mean it that way…”



    



    “Don’t make excuses!”



    



    └Wow, Baek Woo-jin is trash.



    



    └LOL, seriously, I’m reflecting.



    



    └So that’s how carrot kimchi was made?



    



    └I didn’t know that either?



    



    └Baek Woo-jin really has bad character.



    



    └LOL, you’re really saying that much?



    



    “I’m not making excuses! I knew about it too!”



    



    “Are you saying you knew but still made such a comment?”



    



    “That’s not what I meant! I’m saying it has no recognition in our country!”



    



    “Are you implying that the viewers are ignorant? Is that what you mean?”



    



    └I knew about it; Baek Woo-jin is looking down on the viewers.



    



    └Such a vile tongue.



    



    └LOL, how do you respond to that?



    



    └I’m disappointed in Baek Woo-jin. I’m unsubscribing.



    



    └Now that I think about it, Baek Woo-jin seems to have a sense of superiority.



    



    “I’m sorry.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin lowered his head.



    



    “It’s nice to see you quickly acknowledging your mistake.”



    



    Ignoring the death glare directed at me, I continued my argument.



    



    “You mentioned the production quantity difference between carrots and cucumbers, but I think we need to look at it more closely. Just having more quantity doesn’t necessarily mean it’s better.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin only smirked and didn’t respond.



    



    “It’s about nutritional value. Did you know that cucumbers are considered a negative-calorie food?”



    



    “I know.”



    



    “It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say that it has no nutrients other than vitamin C. Even that vitamin C is at a minimal level. You could say it’s a useless vegetable that leaves you hungry.”



    



    “It’s good for dieting.”



    



    “Ha, why are you acting like you don’t know?”



    



    I shook my head in disbelief.



    



    “We learned over the past year that sufficient nutrient supply is necessary for a sustainable diet without rebound. One of the people who taught us this is none other than you, Baek Woo-jin!”



    



    “So are you saying carrots have good nutrients?”



    



    “Of course! It’s widely known that eating carrots helps prevent night blindness and is beneficial for eyesight.”



    



    “That’s not true.”



    



    “...Not true?”



    



    “Yeah. It’s not.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin searched the internet and showed me a reference.



    



    “Carrots contain vitamin A, and it’s true that a deficiency in vitamin A can lead to night blindness, but vitamin A is not exclusive to carrots. It’s also found in meat, fish, egg yolks, and milk. So there’s no need to seek it out specifically.”



    



    “...But it’s still good to eat, right?”



    



    “Not at all.”



    



    “Isn’t there anything good about it?”



    



    “The idea that carrots are good for the eyes was actually a fake tactic during World War II. When the British shot down German planes, they claimed that pilots ate a lot of carrots to see well at night, hiding their new radar equipment. That rumor turned into the belief that eating carrots is good for night blindness.”



    



    The argument that cucumbers have no nutritional value while carrots are healthy collapsed utterly.



    



    “Since we’re talking about World War II, carrots were actually a culprit in child abuse at that time.”



    



    “What do you mean?”



    



    “Because sweeteners like sugar had to be used as war materials, there weren’t snacks for children to eat. The British government claimed that carrots were delicious and nutritious, encouraging children to eat them.”



    



    “In a wartime situation, how is encouraging kids to eat something considered child abuse?”



    



    └Seriously, calling it child abuse just because they gave carrots is like saying forcing a picky child to eat vegetables is abuse.



    



    └Baek Woo-jin is really going too far.



    



    └LOL, are you that flustered by carrot kimchi?



    



    └It looks like the side dish will win again today.



    



    Public opinion is on my side.



    



    Even if carrots are not considered a tasty food, they are not bad for the body. Just because adults encouraged children to eat them when there was nothing else available doesn’t mean it’s abuse.



    



    “Look at this photo.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin searched for images of children eating carrots during World War II.



    



    1



    



    *Source: EASTER 1941, British Pathe.



    



    “Oh.”



    



    “Look at those kids’ faces! Is that a face children make? Especially the one in the middle! You can totally see they resent the person who made them eat carrots!”



    



    “Uh…”



    



    “Are you saying that this photo doesn’t represent child abuse?”



    



    └LOL, seriously, those faces don’t look good.



    



    └They look like they really don’t want to eat them, LOL.



    



    └Who are those laughing? This photo is real.



    



    └Strictly speaking, it’s not child abuse. They wanted to give something to eat in a desperate situation.



    



    “Those are the mistakes of adults who could only give carrots. The blame lies with the Nazis. What crime did carrots commit?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s eyes wavered.



    



    “Woo-jin, manipulation and fabrication don’t work just because you throw them around. Effectiveness comes from being based on facts.”



    



    “Fabrication is what you do!”



    



    “Well…”



    



    I took a sip of water.



    



    “Do you really think carrots committed child abuse? I don’t think so. Carrots are a food used to save lives. Please refer to this data.”



    



    2



    



    2)



    



    “Eh?”



    



    “In a popular web novel, Kim Hong-do in Paris, there’s a comment that says, ‘If the author is being held captive, please put in a scene where they eat carrots.’ In other words, carrots are used as a signal to indicate danger. It’s an SOS.”



    



    “You like SOS! You often say, ‘Hang in there, captor!’”



    



    “Why are you getting so excited?”



    



    “Because I wrote it! What? Thanks, captor? Where is the person who wrote that comment? Where did they go?”

  
    Success (4)



    



    As expected, Baek Woo-jin was extremely excited.



    



    “You really like SOS, huh? That’s just a mockery; how can that be SOS!”



    



    “There are still numerous requests on webtoons and web novels asking to shake a carrot. Are you really trying to say the readers are wrong again?”



    



    “Don’t incite!”



    



    I’m not the one inciting.



    



    All I did was open the floodgates so the viewers could express what they wanted to say more comfortably, and things unfolded naturally from there.



    



    “Incite? This is public opinion.”



    



    └ Baek Woo-jin, your attitude as a writer is messed up.



    



    └ For real, each comment is precious.



    



    └ Thinking that shaking a carrot will save you is a really lazy mindset, right?



    



    └ Hahaha!



    



    └ For real, do you think you’d be saved just by shaking a carrot if you were kidnapped?



    



    └ What is this broadcast? What did Baek Woo-jin do wrong? Hahaha!



    



    └ It’s a crime of being teased.



    



    “Ah. Aaaah! Aaaahhhh!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin was scratching his head.



    



    He seemed so aggrieved that he couldn't even speak.



    



    “Moreover, carrots have historically been used with very positive meanings. Have you heard of the phrase ‘carrot and stick’?”



    



    He was just huffing and puffing, not responding.



    



    “Also, when someone asks a question that is obviously true, there’s ‘carrot’ to imply that they like the conversation. There was an old saying about it.”



    



    Having lost his fighting spirit, Baek Woo-jin let out a sigh and relaxed his face.



    



    “Furthermore, when you wanted to buy something badly, suddenly you hear ‘carrot’! Isn’t that delightful?”



    



    └ Carrot!



    



    └ The carrot voice is cute.



    



    └ For real, carrots are all about positive words.



    



    “What about cucumbers?”



    



    “What about cucumbers?”



    



    Instead of answering, he made a face at the camera and said, “Cucumber. O-ma-e-nan-da-ro.”



    



    └ Hahaha!



    



    └ Cucumber, oh my! Hahaha!



    



    └ This is a win for Banchan-yong.



    



    └ Add another win for Carrot-sshi.



    



    └ What does that mean?



    



    └ It roughly translates to ‘Who do you think you are?’



    



    └ Cucumber, you’re really delinquent.



    



    “You heard it; cucumbers are very delinquent and threatening words. If you keep defending cucumbers like that, I have no choice but to suspect Baek Woo-jin’s private life.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin lowered his head.



    



    I thought I was going to add a smooth win when he suddenly murmured in a low voice.



    



    “…Cucumber.”



    



    “Do you admit defeat?”



    



    “Cucumber…”



    



    “Pathetic. Baek Woo-jin, admit what you need to. Nothing will change by denying it.”



    



    “Oishikuna-re!”



    



    Suddenly, Baek Woo-jin raised his head, rolled his eyes, made a heart with his hands, and started shouting.



    



    “Oishikuna-re! Oishikuna-re! Moemoemoekyun!”



    



    A silence fell.



    



    His manic eyes and inhuman movements scared everyone into silence, and when I looked at the chat window, it was flooded with question marks and laughter.



    



    “Oishikuna-re! Oishikuna-re!”



    



    └ Hahaha!



    



    └ What’s happening? Hahaha!



    



    └ What the heck? Hahaha!



    



    └ Rough translation: May it become delicious, may it become delicious, so cute!



    



    └ Hahaha, wait, was it ‘Oishikuna-re’? Hahaha!



    



    └ Oh, delicious, oishii! Hahaha!



    



    └ I hate that I understand this.



    



    └ Look at Baek Woo-jin’s eyes. Hahaha!



    



    └ Crazy! Hahaha, are you really doing this?



    



    I couldn’t help but burst out laughing at Baek Woo-jin’s desperate dancing.



    



    Seeing him wear cat ears made it look like he had prepared a killer gag, but I was secretly impressed while also trying to find a rebuttal in my head.



    



    For example, I could ask, “I believe the phrase ‘Oishikuna-re’ is commonly used in Japanese maid cafes; can I take this to mean you agree with the commodification of women?”



    



    Or, “Seeing you use Japanese to say something about food makes me think you want to comment on the seafood wastewater discharge controversy. What are your thoughts on that?”



    



    If I did that, he would probably have no choice but to shut up.



    



    However, it was harsh for both sides regarding Baek Woo-jin.



    



    While I and the live broadcast viewers recognized that the ‘Banchan Debate’ was all nonsense, the YouTube viewers could misunderstand if I brought up unnecessary topics.



    



    In the first place, my skills in incitement and fabrication were learned from the viewers.



    



    I thought there was no need to add unnecessary commentary.



    



    “I admit defeat.”



    



    “Uwaaaaah!”



    



    Upon acknowledging his loss, Baek Woo-jin roared.



    



    ***



    



    With the year-end and New Year approaching, gatherings were happening everywhere.



    



    I planned to attend an event hosted by YouTube Korea, and even though I wasn’t part of Hongdangmu, CEO Hong Sung-il invited me to their year-end event just to make an appearance.



    



    I also received a call about a thank-you event from a place that sponsors us every month, but it felt unnecessary to show off, and since I wasn’t in a good position to do so, I politely declined.



    



    As soon as I hung up the phone, it rang again.



    



    Today, it seemed like I would spend the whole day responding to calls and texts.



    



    “Subeom? Kim Subeom?”



    



    I was surprised to see a name I hadn’t heard in a long time.



    



    He was a friend from college who used to be the class president, and it had been about 10 years since we last contacted each other.



    



    “Hello?”



    



    Yes, hello. Excuse me, but is this Banchan-yong’s phone?



    



    “Ah, Subeom. It’s Chanyong.”



    



    Wow, it’s been a while!



    



    “Yeah, it really has. How have you been?”



    



    You think you’re the only one? I’ve been watching TV a lot lately.



    



    “Ha ha.”



    



    I laughed, unsure how to respond.



    



    The reason I’m calling is that we’re thinking about having a reunion for our classmates. I wanted to check if you could make it.



    



    “Ah.”



    



    Are you busy?



    



    “Um, it’s a bit tight.”



    



    Oh, that’s nice to hear since you’re doing well. I heard you gave a lecture at school recently?



    



    It seems the news had spread among my peers.



    



    I’ll text you the time and place. If you can make it, that’d be great. A lot of people are looking forward to seeing you.



    



    That couldn’t be true.



    



    Since the second year, I could count on one hand the number of times I’ve eaten with anyone.



    



    “Okay, I’ll try to make it if I can.”



    



    Great. Take care.



    



    After ending the call, I felt drained.



    



    Talking to others always required recharging, but today, I hadn’t had a moment to relax.



    



    ***



    



    Leaning back in my chair, Mukeunji entered.



    



    “Chanyong, you’re busy from early tomorrow, so you should leave work early today.”



    



    “I can’t postpone after lunch?”



    



    Tomorrow, there’s only a lunch event with the Sadang Family and a dinner event at WTV.



    



    “Yes. I didn’t think about how busy the shop would be with year-end events piling up. I’m sorry.”



    



    “That’s nothing to apologize for. We’re both just busy.”



    



    It’s something that should have been obvious, but I hadn’t considered it since I was so preoccupied with scheduling.



    



    “We can’t afford to make such mistakes.”



    



    Even though Mukeunji usually handles things well, she has too much on her plate alone.



    



    Next year, I need to hire more staff to relieve some of the burden on her.



    



    “I don’t think I need to get makeup done. I’ll just be clapping anyway.”



    



    “That’s not acceptable.”



    



    Blinking in confusion, I saw Mukeunji respond nonchalantly.



    



    “The one receiving the makeup looks cuter.”



    



    “……Then I guess I’ll have to get it done.”



    



    “Exactly.”



    



    I smiled slightly.



    



    “But how long will the award ceremony take?”



    



    “They say it will take about five hours in total. The actual recording time is shorter than that.”



    



    The four of us—myself, Jujiseung, Cha Jichan, and Baek Woo-jin—will attend as the ‘Banchan Dara Season 2’ team.



    



    When we heard it was an entertainment award ceremony, we were all surprised and just blinked in disbelief, until Baek Woo-jin asked PD Park Sang-cheol if they would be giving out awards.



    



    Of course, he was told that there wouldn’t be any, and now we were only looking forward to seeing the celebrities.



    



    “Tomorrow is going to be a long day. Oh, wait, before you leave…”



    



    “What’s up?”



    



    “It’s something really important.”



    



    I pulled out two stacks of documents from my drawer.



    



    “I think January will be too packed with schedules to carve out time separately, so we should decide now.”



    



    “Ah.”



    



    Mukeunji looked at the new contract and chewed on her lip.



    



    “Don’t think you don’t need a raise. You’ve done an excellent job this year, and we’ll be hiring more staff next year.”



    



    “I’ve already received a decent bonus…”



    



    “That’s included in your performance as well. Plus, if you earn a lot, it benefits me too.”



    



    “Why’s that?”



    



    “Because of the costs of hiring, you can benefit from taxes. If both spouses earn a lot, what’s the downside?”



    



    Mukeunji thought for a moment and then nodded.



    



    ***



    



    “I understand now why family-run businesses work.”



    



    “Right?”



    



    Family-run businesses often carry a bad image, but being in our position made it feel different, which made me laugh.



    



    “I’ll make sure to treat the other employees well.”



    



    “You should.”



    



    “So how much do you want?”



    



    Mukeunji's first salary was 42 million won.



    



    This year, I gave her 22 million won in incentives, so I was considering a fair annual salary of 64 million won.



    



    Since she manages four editors and handles everything needed for the banchan shop, she should be compensated accordingly.



    



    Mukeunji wrote down 50 million won in the blank.



    



    “Uh?”



    



    “Is that too much?”



    



    “That’s too little.”



    



    “That’s enough for me.”



    



    “No, I was thinking around 64 million.”



    



    Mukeunji’s eyes widened in surprise.



    



    “That’s too much.”



    



    “Not at all. That’s the money you earned this year.”



    



    “You can’t compare it to the base salary. What if next year becomes difficult? You’re planning to hire more staff, too.”



    



    “Hmm…”



    



    “50 million is enough.”



    



    “Doesn’t it feel like the roles have reversed?”



    



    Mukeunji rolled her eyes while contemplating and then smiled.



    



    “I care just as much about the success of the banchan shop as you do, Chanyong. It’s best to wrap things up this year and watch the trends a bit more.”



    



    “Okay. Then let’s say if the Shorts channel surpasses 500,000 views this year, I’ll give you an incentive of 14 million.”



    



    “The Shorts channel income is already split 50-50 between the editors and me. Any further incentives are unnecessary expenses.”



    



    “Just take it.”



    



    “It’s better to do what I said than to give away too much and end up in a tough situation later and have to fire people.”



    



    “Why would I fire you?”



    



    “If things get tough, that might be the only option.”



    



    “T, right?”



    



    “What do you mean?”



    



    “Nothing. Don’t worry about it. I think it’s only fair to give you proper treatment based on the current situation.”



    



    “While I’m happy with what you’re saying, you also need to know where to draw the line. The company will grow bigger next year and the year after, so we need to have reserves.”



    



    “To attract capable people, you need to offer good treatment.”



    



    ***



    



    “I’m saying the line should be appropriate.”



    



    “I agree with that. So, 64 million.”



    



    “Why are you raising it again? It’s 50 million.”



    



    Even after leaving the office, getting in my car, and heading home, the conversation didn’t end.

  
    Success (5)



    



    Today is the day of the 2023 WTV Entertainment Awards.



    



    The entire Sadang Family got together, had lunch, and chatted for a while before heading to the awards venue. None of us had ever seen this many cameras in one place before.



    



    "Wow."



    



    "Man, look at those legs."



    



    "I guess being a celebrity really is something."



    



    We lined up in front of the photo zone, watching who was coming in. When I turned my head, I saw Baek Woo-jin looking displeased.



    



    "What's wrong?"



    



    "I'm so embarrassed I could die. Why are we standing around here? Let's just go inside."



    



    "It's fascinating!"



    



    "Chan-yong! Please come forward!"



    



    Someone called my name, and I looked around to see the event host waving at us.



    



    "Me?"



    



    "The Baekbanttara team, please come forward!"



    



    "Yes!"



    



    I was feeling a bit confused and hesitant, but Baek Woo-jin responded energetically and stepped up to the photo zone.



    



    "Are we supposed to be in the photo too?"



    



    "I don’t know."



    



    "What are you waiting for? Come on up!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin urged us, so I stepped forward. It was nerve-wracking.



    



    "Please raise your hands."



    



    "Look this way, please!"



    



    A mix of voices filled the air, and camera flashes went off one after another, leaving me a bit dazed.



    



    I waved awkwardly, while Baek Woo-jin struck all sorts of ridiculous poses, covering his left cheek with his right hand. Cha Ji-chan even took off his coat and did classic bodybuilder poses like the front double biceps and side chest.



    



    Now I understood why Baek Woo-jin felt embarrassed earlier.



    



    I want to pretend I don’t know them.



    



    After taking photos, we squatted down in one corner to people-watch. Producer Park Sang-cheol approached us.



    



    As he looked down at all of us squatting, he seemed baffled and let out a laugh.



    



    "What are you doing here?"



    



    "Sit down with us. It’s fun."



    



    "What are you talking about? Let’s go in. Only our seats are empty."



    



    "We have designated seats?"



    



    Producer Park Sang-cheol, seeming a bit overwhelmed, headed inside.



    



    Not wanting to miss out, we quickly entered the venue. We passed through the general seating area and reached a round table right in front of the stage.



    



    A sign in the middle of the table read "Baekbanttara Team," and each seat had a card with our names on it.



    



    Sitting down at the spot labeled "Ban Chan-yong," my heart started pounding.



    



    "Hello."



    



    I hadn’t expected anyone to approach me, so I was drinking a beverage when Baek Woo-jin nudged me, trying to get me to notice something.



    



    I turned my head to see Park Tae-sun, whom I’d only seen on TV, smiling as he greeted me again.



    



    "Hello."



    



    "Wow."



    



    He looked incredibly handsome.



    



    "I really enjoy watching Baekbanttara."



    



    "You're so handsome."



    



    Park Tae-sun laughed, and he looked even more handsome when he smiled.



    



    "What are you doing?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin nudged me again, and as I turned away, Park Tae-sun chuckled and went on to greet the others.



    



    We exchanged greetings with people seated at the nearby tables, but I still couldn’t understand why I was here.



    



    "Why am I even here?"



    



    I asked Ju Ji-seung.



    



    "I don’t know either. It’s all a bit overwhelming."



    



    "Well, it’s because we’re famous."



    



    Baek Woo-jin raised his chin.



    



    Sometimes, I wonder how far his shamelessness can go.



    



    "The photo came out great."



    



    Cha Ji-chan placed his smartphone in the middle of the table.



    



    I was amazed to see that the photos we had just taken were already online, and I burst out laughing at Baek Woo-jin’s ridiculous pose.



    



    "Pffft! Hahaha!"



    



    "Did you really pose like that?"



    



    "Why? It looks cool."



    



    "Cool, my foot. It’s embarrassing."



    



    "And you? Is this a bodybuilding event? Stop showing off."



    



    "What? Do you know how hard it is to have muscles visible under a shirt?"



    



    "It’s about to burst. It’s gross."



    



    As we continued our banter, the celebration stage began.



    



    Apparently, the performers were famous singers, but none of us, except Baek Woo-jin, seemed to recognize them. Then Park Ha-im came out.



    



    **Filled with excitement, we all waved as someone we actually recognized came on stage.**



    



    They spotted us too, giving a bright smile as they started dancing, and I could see why they were at the top of the charts.



    



    "Guess they're energized after a meal."



    



    "We should feed them more often."



    



    Apparently, the doctor had advised them to eat easily digestible food for a while due to a decrease in digestive function. They haven’t been able to have a proper meal yet out of concern for sudden weight gain.



    



    "2023 WTV Entertainment Awards - Best New Actor (Male)."



    



    After the Best New Actress was announced, it was immediately time for the Best New Actor (Male).



    



    I couldn’t help but keep munching on the cookies in front of me. It would’ve been nice if they’d given us more—just two cookies per person felt stingy on WTV's part.



    



    "Congratulations to Ban Chan-yong from 'Baekbanttara' Season 1, Season 2, and 'The Joy of Korean Cuisine!'"



    



    "Wow!"



    



    "What!?"



    



    Just as I was about to reach for Cha Ji-chan’s untouched cookies, Baek Woo-jin, who was sitting next to me, tackled me.



    



    I flinched in surprise as Cha Ji-chan also grabbed both of my arms and shook them.



    



    At first, I thought they were going overboard just because I was eating cookies, but judging by the shocked looks on Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin's faces, I hadn’t misheard the announcement.



    



    "What? Is this real?"



    



    "I thought you weren’t getting an award!"



    



    Producer Park Sang-cheol just smiled broadly without saying anything. It was unclear if he had tricked us or if he was also caught off guard.



    



    As a narration introducing me started playing, the host called me up on stage.



    



    After receiving the trophy and bouquet, I thought I should say a few words.



    



    They gave me space to approach the mic, but my mind went blank.



    



    * * *



    



    "Um, I’m flustered. They buy us food, pay us, and now they’re even giving me an award. … Jackpot?"



    



    LOL



    



    Who says 'jackpot' on a live broadcast, honestly LOLL



    



    Here he is



    



    His acceptance speech is wild LOL



    



    This is beyond embarrassing LOL



    



    Pull yourself together LOL Leave your livestream lingo at home



    



    Look at the host’s face LOLL



    



    Lucky that everyone’s laughing LOLL



    



    "Oh, stop it. I already got an earful about it."



    



    The day after the awards show.



    



    I turned on the broadcast to watch the clip of my Best New Actor win with the viewers. As expected, they were having a field day scratching at my nerves.



    



    "Come on, it’s not like I swore or anything! They could’ve at least given me a heads-up, you know? So I could have prepared something to say. I wanted to give a cool speech too! But if I can’t think of anything on the spot, what can I do?”



    



    LOL



    



    Sure, sure



    



    Short and sweet



    



    Right, better to have an impact than to ramble on



    



    Better than Cha Ji-chan at least



    



    After that, Baekbanttara was announced as the Best Popular Program, and we went up to the stage again.



    



    Still in shock from my acceptance speech for Best New Actor, I passed up my turn to speak.



    



    Baek Woo-jin kept going on with his acceptance speech until Ju Ji-seung had to cover his mouth, while Cha Ji-chan, instead of giving a speech, rolled up his pants to show off his calf muscles since he’d been sensitive about being called “bottom-heavy.” As a result, Ju Ji-seung was the only one who gave a proper acceptance speech.



    



    "This is the trophy. Cool, right? Not real gold, though. Anyway, that’s all for the awards show."



    



    It was time to announce the broadcast schedule for next year.



    



    "I wanted to share the direction we’re heading in next year. It looks like the Sadang Family will continue as is. We have more programs to do together next year, and we’ll keep working out together. Woo-jin is also preparing something; it’s a long-term project like our meal kits and cross-country trek from this year."



    



    I showed a rough schedule.



    



    "Monday is for Baekbanttara filming. Tuesday is 'Ha-Chan-eun,' a cooking show with Ha-im and the PD, where they’ll create healthy meal plans."



    



    Park Ha-im as a regular cast member OMG



    



    This is insane, he wins Best New Actor AND Ha-im joins as a regular? Baekbanttara’s grown so big



    



    World-class



    



    Will PD-nim reveal their face?



    



    PD-nim, please escape this torture



    



    Making the PD plan, edit, and even appear on the show—what a ruthless boss



    



    That’ll definitely stir up some controversy



    



    "Oh, what are you talking about? The PD agreed to this. They had conditions, and we accepted, so we’re going forward by mutual agreement—don’t make comments like that. Anyway, Wednesday is for working out with the Sadang Family. The type of workout will change week to week. We might film indoors or do an outdoor shoot with the public. We're even planning it like a performance."



    



    A workout performance?



    



    I’m not sure what that even means



    



    The Nam Sadang crew, level up! Whoa



    



    Nam Sadang Crew, what’s that? LOL



    



    Four guys with diabetes, the Sadang Fam



    



    It feels like we’re getting more nicknames all the time.



    



    "Thursday is for Baekban Debate and Baekban Review. Fridays will be for story-sharing streams, covering things like Ideal Type World Cups, new product reviews, or restaurant reviews. Saturdays will return to BanChan’s DIY meal prep show with Ji-seung hyung since we couldn’t do it because of The Joy of Korean Cuisine. Sundays are off."



    



    Monday: Baekbanttara



    Tuesday: Ha-chan-eun



    Wednesday: Sadang Family Workout



    Thursday: Baekban Debate, Baekban Review



    Friday: Story-sharing stream



    Saturday: BanChan DIY Meal Prep



    Sunday: Off



    



    "But this plan might not be set in stone. Of course, things might change along the way, so please don’t complain later if we say we’ll do something and then can’t. This is just the current plan."



    



    If you said you’d do it, you should do it



    



    Why aren’t you sticking to it?



    



    Promised. You. Said. You’d. Do. It.



    



    Lost your edge already



    



    Already setting up excuses, huh



    



    "And you guys follow through with all your New Year’s plans? Like when people say they’re quitting smoking, and after a day they start showing off about it, only to end up sneaking off to a hidden spot for a smoke when no one’s looking."



    



    LOL so true



    



    I really need to lose weight this year



    



    I’m really quitting smoking this year



    



    I’m getting out of this dorm next year



    



    No, I’m definitely buying a car in 2024



    



    The viewers start sharing their own New Year’s plans and goals.



    



    "Really? You’re buying a car next year? Which one?"



    



    They mentioned they were torn between an Avante and a K3, which reminded me of something that happened to me in the past.



    



    "For that amount, you could buy a used Sonata or K5 instead!"

  
Success (6)


 






 



[Top 100 Domestic YouTubers.jpg]


 






 



It was a rare day off, and while lounging in bed, I was scrolling through my phone when a post on an online community site caught my eye.


 






 



It looked like a post ranking YouTubers based on their estimated earnings, but aside from the YouTubers themselves, nobody could know for sure. The whole "ranking" aspect rubbed me the wrong way.


 






 



Still, I guess I'm no different from others obsessed with money since I couldn’t resist taking a look.


 






 



I clicked on it and saw it was a screenshot of an article posted by a media outlet. I was genuinely surprised.


 






 



There were quite a few YouTube channels I’d never even heard of, and the top 10 spanned a range of categories like gaming, animation, tech, travel, entertainment, people, and comedy.


 






 



Mukbang (eating broadcasts) has been on a slight decline since 2022, whereas cooking shows are still as popular as ever.


 






 



"Oh."


 






 



Chajichan's "The Porter's Journey" ranked at 17.


 






 



It's the largest channel in the Sadang Family by subscriber count, with an estimated income of 1.768 billion KRW (about $1.3 million). Excluding revenue from ads, gym memberships, and real estate, that figure sounds about right.


 






 



Baek Woo-jin's channel, "Woojinious," came in 20th, with an estimated income of 1.543 billion KRW (about $1.1 million). I should ask him if it’s accurate.


 






 



Joo Ji-seung’s "Banya Gourmet" was ranked 39th at 750 million KRW (around $550,000), but he probably made much more than that since he gets a lot of food sponsorships and might even make more than Woojinious due to fewer ads.


 






 



These sites that estimate revenue are based solely on YouTube views, so it's impossible to get an exact figure.


 






 



"There are quite a few people I don’t recognize."


 






 



There were many new channels and ranking changes between 2022 and 2023. It was a reminder of YouTube’s sensitivity to changing trends, and how anyone could become a major channel, even though success doesn’t last long.


 






 



"…Huh?"


 






 



I couldn't find BanChan Market, so I scrolled back up.


 






 



After double-checking, it still wasn’t there.


 






 



I sent the article link to the Sadang Family group chat.


 






 



[Top 100 Domestic YouTubers]


 






 



{Ji-chan’s making bank}


 






 



{What’s this about?}


 






 



{I saw it yesterday}


 






 



{If it’s not too much trouble}


 






 



{Can I get an ice cream?}


 






 



{Do you really believe this?}


 






 



{I’ll have Bingtoa}


 






 



{I’ll take Bibibig.}


 






 



Advertisements


 






 



**{How long have you been at this? You should know by now}**


 






 



**{Yeah, I’m about the same}**


 






 



{I'm not there at all }


 






 



{Mine is a bit under the mark}


 






 



{Really? Why isn't Chan-yong listed?}


 






 



{They probably estimated income differently}


 






 



{Chan-yong’s in a different category}


 






 



{Celebrity YouTube Top 30}


 






 



{?}


 






 



{???}


 






 



I clicked on the link Baek Woo-jin sent and saw a ranking of YouTube channels run by celebrities.


 






 



Scrolling down the page just in case, I spotted BanChan Market listed at 26th.


 






 



It showed 1.61 million subscribers, 500 million views, and an estimated revenue of 1 billion KRW (around $740,000).


 






 



{Wow, Chan-yong is a celeb now?}


 






 



{Gelose protein ice cream}


 






 



{Why is it only Chan-yong who’s a celeb?}


 






 



{Forget Bibibig. I’ll have Häagen-Dazs.}


 






 



{I feel like gelato—pistachio flavor, please}


 






 



{You all have no shame}


 






 



{Take everything I have, why don’t you?}


 






 



{And how can I be broke after earning a billion?}


 






 



{Are you even human if you earn less than a billion?}


 






 



{I’m not even flea-level, apparently.}


 






 



{And with diabetes, you want ice cream?}


 






 



{Just chew on ice cubes with a hint of stevia.}


 






 



{You’re just greedy}


 






 



{Actually, stevia ice bingsu sounds pretty good}


 






 



{I should make and upload it.}


 






 



{Just a taste}


 






 



{Me too}


 






 



{In this weather?}


 






 



{Sure, let’s do it. Who’s in?}


 






 



{Yes, sir}


 






 



{Yes, sir}


 






 



{Yes, sir}


 






 



{LOL}


 






 



{When should we go?}


 






 



**{I can head out right now}**


 






 



**{Then come as soon as you’re ready.}**


 






 



I tossed my blanket aside and got up.


 






 



Unable to find Muk Eon-ji, I went to the board game room and found him individually putting game cards into sleeves.


 






 



He must’ve bought a new card game and protectors to celebrate his raise.


 






 



"Want to go for some bingsu?"


 






 



"I'm busy."


 






 



After double-sleeving a card, he looked up.


 






 



"Bingsu sounds good?"


 






 



"Ji-seung hyung’s making it with stevia."


 






 



Muk Eon-ji nodded, then went back to managing his cards.


 






 








"Enjoy it."





**Thanks to a late night at work yesterday, I didn’t get to unbox anything and just went to bed. But here I was up early this morning, looking things over.**





He doesn’t seem the slightest bit interested in bingsu.





“Well, I’m off. I’ll be back before dinner.”





“Take care.”





After a quick wash, I threw on a padded jacket. Even though it’s winter, it’s been unusually cold. Woojinious says it’s because the jet stream that keeps the Arctic air contained has weakened due to global warming.





In general, it’s getting warmer, but winters are becoming colder. It’s hard for me to wrap my head around.





Pulling up my hoodie, I made my way toward the Banya Gourmet studio, which was just a 10-minute walk away.





“Huh?”





“Ban-Chan.”





Cha Ji-chan approached with his hands in his pockets. Although he had on a padded jacket, he was wearing shorts and Crocs on his feet, which looked freezing.





“What? How’d you get here so fast?”





“I was exercising.”





“At the Sadang branch?”





Cha Ji-chan nodded.





“Incredible. I thought you weren’t competing anymore.”





“Hey, training is for life.”





“Seems exhausting.”
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When we tried to take the elevator after passing through the lobby, Cha Ji-chan called out to me from behind.





“Let’s take the stairs.”





“No.”





“Come on.”





“It’s the 6th floor.”





“That’s right. It’d only count as real exercise if it were at least the 20th floor.”





“…Ah. Let’s get some coffee.”





Just the thought of alternating between hot, sweet bingsu and iced Americano in a warm place was already making me feel great.





After buying two iced Americanos and two hot Americanos, we hopped into the elevator, citing the risk of spilling coffee as an excuse.





“You’re here quick.”





Only Joo Ji-seung was in the studio.





“Why are you here? It’s your day off.”





I asked, handing him the hot Americano I’d bought for him.





“Seung-joo and Tae-rin went on an outing with a friend from preschool.”





“What does that have to do with anything?”





“Since they’re not at home, there’s no point in me being there. I came here since I’d be bored anyway.”





“Oh.”





“What about Eun-ji?”





“She’s on a healing trip.”





“Aaah, that’s nice and warm.”





Cha Ji-chan lay down on the floor, snuggling under the rug.





“Should I turn the heater up?”





“No, no. It’s perfect.”





“Why do you go around like that? Aren’t you cold?”





“Not until I stop seeing people say ‘leg day skipped.’”





Shaking my head, thinking he was nuts, I saw Joo Ji-seung smirk.





While waiting for Baek Woo-jin, I sat on the couch and turned on YouTube.





With the rug as his blanket, Cha Ji-chan soon started snoring, and Joo Ji-seung and I began dozing off while watching videos from channels focused on large-scale cooking.





The sound of the door opening woke me, and Baek Woo-jin stood there, his face all lit up.





“Bingsu ready?”





“Just about to make it.”





“Why is he lying there like that?”





“Seems he worked out in the morning.”





Baek Woo-jin sat down on Cha Ji-chan’s stomach.





“Ugh.”





Feeling the weight, Cha Ji-chan squirmed, causing Baek Woo-jin to topple over.





With his eyes half-open, Cha Ji-chan looked around and asked, spotting Baek Woo-jin sprawled out, “What’s he doing?”





I shrugged.





After a short wait, we heard the sound of ice being shaved from the kitchen.





Upon closer look, it was milk-based bingsu.





As soon as the milk was added, it instantly turned into a fluffy milk snow bingsu.





“Wow. How much did this cost?”





“About 300.”





“Gah.”





“You’re saying this machine cost 3 million KRW (roughly $2,200)?”





Cha Ji-chan also came over, looking intrigued.





I couldn’t believe he’d bought a bingsu machine that costs 3 million KRW, and this isn’t even a bingsu shop.





Plus, I don’t remember editing any bingsu content for Banya Gourmet videos.





“I don’t think I’ve seen this being used before.”





“Yeah, somehow, I just never got around to using it. I thought stevia bingsu might be nice, so I finally took it out.”





“…It must taste pretty good.”





“Grab a seat.”





He mixed stevia into the milk, shaved it into fresh snow bingsu, and topped it generously with blueberries and strawberries, drizzling a little fruit syrup on top.





“Wow.”





“This is delicious.”





The milky texture and fruity taste of the bingsu made me forget all about ice cream.





“You could sell this.”





“Yeah. Is there a zero-sugar fruit syrup?”





“I’m not sure. Haven’t looked into it.”





“Nowadays, they make everything. Want some chocolate syrup, Woojin?”





“Yes.”





Baek Woo-jin, who’d been savoring his bingsu with his face practically in the bowl, lifted his head.





Since being diagnosed with diabetes, his appetite seems to have only increased.





Joo Ji-seung made another batch of snow bingsu and poured on chocolate syrup from Walden Farms.





Curious, I checked the label: zero fat, zero protein, zero sugar.





Wondering what it tasted like, I took a bit; it had a strong chocolate aroma but was sour.





It tasted better when eaten with the bingsu, as it masked the sourness somewhat.





“Ugh.”





Baek Woo-jin set his spoon down after finishing two bowls in a flash.
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Not satisfied with just one bowl, Cha Ji-chan, Joo Ji-seung, and I each had another.





“So, what now?” Baek Woo-jin asked.





“Not sure.”





“I’ve been taking yoga classes lately. Want to join?”





No one replied.





“Why bother? Just relax,” I said, and everyone nodded.





We’ve been tired for so long that our days off have increasingly become about doing nothing.





There’s a growing need for something to release the accumulated mental and physical fatigue.





“The more exhausted I am, the more I want to do things.”





Baek Woo-jin broke the silence.





“I feel like I’m just working all day, which makes me hate myself.”





“True,” Joo Ji-seung agreed, and I could relate, too.





With such heavy workloads, it feels pointless to live like this if I can’t even enjoy a game or a movie once I get home.





“We really need more rest.”





“One day a week isn’t enough.”





“And even if we have one day, it’s not like we can do much. If I go out, people recognize me, which feels burdensome. But staying in feels suffocating.”





“And we have no energy.”





“You only feel that way because you work out even on rest days.”





“Anyway.”





After sitting around at the table for a while, we all got up and started tidying up.





After cleaning up, we put on Netflix, but we never seem to agree on anything to watch.





“How about this one?”





“Ugh. I’m not a fan of scary stuff.”





“Just pick something.”





“Let’s watch *La La Land*.”





“Isn’t that a rom-com?”





“It’s super entertaining.”





Ignoring Baek Woo-jin, Joo Ji-seung kept scrolling through the options.





“Ah, stop switching. It’s dizzying.”





“What do you want to watch?”





“Dooly. Let’s watch *Dooly’s Ice Star Adventure*. I think it’s there.”





“Why would it still be around?”
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“Whoa. It’s there.”





“It is!”





The remastered *Dooly’s Ice Star Adventure* was just as fun to watch even now.








    Success (7)



    



    Since the end and beginning of the year were so busy and I spent last weekend resting, today was the first time I could visit Anyang and Donghae.



    



    The mother I visited last year looked much healthier than before.



    



    “Wow. This is so delicious. How did you resist, Eunji?”



    



    “I know, right? No matter how much I begged her to eat, she refused, but now she listens to her husband.”



    



    “Mom!”



    



    When I come to Anyang, I see a different side of Eunji. Normally, she talks so rigidly that she almost seems like Siri or Bixby, but around her mother, she speaks in a more familiar way.



    



    I feel happy imagining the day when she’ll talk to me like that too.



    



    “Thank you for the meal.”



    



    “Why aren’t you eating more?”



    



    “I ate a lot already. My appetite has decreased recently.”



    



    “A man should have some meat on his bones.”



    



    “Right. Haha.”



    



    “Why?”



    



    “I’ve never heard that before. I used to look like this, Mom.”



    



    I showed her an old YouTube video of myself, and she looked back and forth between me and the screen, chuckling, as if she couldn’t believe it.



    



    “Oh, I’ll take care of the dishes, Mom. You should rest.”



    



    “No, you both must be busy. Go pack your things and get going.”



    



    “Huh?”



    



    “Aren’t you going to Donghae?”



    



    “Tomorrow, right?”



    



    “Are you going to go back to Seoul and then come out again? Just go while you’re already here.”



    



    Even if we left now, we’d be a bit late.



    



    “We were planning to stay here overnight. I can sleep in the living room.”



    



    “You said you were taking two days off, right? Go on to Donghae. You can come to Anyang whenever you want.”



    



    “With the transportation these days, it’s easy to go to Donghae quickly too.”



    



    “Don’t you think your mother would want to see her son? Right?”



    



    With the mother and daughter in agreement, there’s no way I could win.



    



    “Alright, then Eunji, you can rest for the day. I’ll stop by on the way back from Donghae.”



    



    “No, thank you.”



    



    With both mother and daughter in agreement, I had no choice. I couldn’t even help with the dishes, so I had a bit of a struggle just trying to give her the allowance I’d prepared, before finally heading out.



    



    ***



    



    “It’s too much,” Eunji said as soon as we got in the car and started it up.



    



    “I was hoping to score some points today, but I guess not.”



    



    All my plans for a movie, a nice dinner, and lots of conversation were dashed.



    



    “They already think highly of you.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “When I started my job, she always told me to work hard because she was grateful to you.”



    



    “That’s different. I’m not her daughter’s boss anymore; I’m her future son-in-law.”



    



    “She says you’re a lifesaver, the one who brought her withered daughter back to life.”



    



    I was so surprised by her blunt words that I couldn’t even respond as Eunji set the GPS.



    



    “Donghae City.”



    



    “Oh, wait a second. Let me make a quick call before we go.”



    



    I called my mother.



    



    “Son~”



    



    “Hello, Mother.”



    



    “Oh, and Eunji is there too? Did you both eat?”



    



    “Yes, we ate a lot. Did you eat as well, Mother?”



    



    “Of course. I’m eating well these days. Does Eunji like galbi?”



    



    “Hold on. Hold on. Let’s chat later. We’re just about to leave, so it’ll take about three hours.”



    



    “I thought you were planning to visit Anyang today.”



    



    “We just finished visiting.”



    



    “That’s not good. It’s been a while, hasn’t it? Eunji, it’s been a few months since you came here, hasn’t it?”



    



    “I’m okay.”



    



    “It’s still not right. You should rest in Anyang, Eunji. Why go all the way and tire yourself?”



    



    “How come other families ask to see their kids, but ours is always telling us not to come?”



    



    “It’s not that I don’t want you here, but you’re busy, so you should rest.”



    



    “Since I’ll be busy over the holidays, I wanted to greet you in advance. I can tell you’re already prepared if you’re talking about galbi.”



    



    “Hehe. Just in case~”



    



    Thinking about how she’d bought galbi on the off-chance we’d come over made me feel a little emotional.



    



    “Anyway, we’re on our way now. You don’t need to rush to prepare food; we can just go out and eat.”



    



    “Why eat out when we have homemade food?”



    



    “Alright, I got it. See you later.”



    



    “I’ll help when we get there,” Eunji said.



    



    “Oh, no need for that.”



    



    Eunji’s cooking skills wouldn’t really be of help. At the Anyang house, it was just me and her mother cooking while Eunji was busy getting scolded by her.



    



    “That’s really not true.”



    



    She glared at me when I made that comment.



    



    “Okay, we’ll be there soon.”



    



    “Okay~”



    



    Eunji’s gaze lingered on me as I hung up.



    



    ***



    



    Friday, January 19, 2024.



    



    After the whirlwind of end-of-year and New Year’s events, it’s been a week since I returned to my regular routine.



    



    Since the broadcast had mainly focused on content lately, I had a rare chance to chat with the viewers.



    



    "So, you could say our waist fat is the result of evolution. Wasn’t the weather this year just insane? When it rains a lot, what happens? You can’t farm, right? So, in preparation for times like that, we’re meant to keep our waists plump. It’s true!”



    



    └ Ah, now I understand why I’m chubby.



    



    └ But seriously, it’s true, lol. We’ve evolved to survive better. Who knows, in a few millennia, only non-fat humans might survive.



    



    └ Will humanity even be around in a few millennia?



    



    └ For real, it looks like humanity’s heading for a total wipeout ending.



    



    "And again, when you can’t farm, right, you’re left with floods everywhere. This tube around our waists is humanity’s way of surviving without drowning.”



    



    └ Back in the day, you really had a visible tube of fat, but not anymore.



    



    └ For real, if you were still grabbing your belly fat, it’d be hilarious.



    



    └ You’ve lost your original charm.



    



    └ Not funny.



    



    └ I’m scraping the bottom of the barrel for laughs.



    



    “People, not everything can be hilarious, you know? If it’s boring, mute me and close the window!”



    



    └ Haha, not telling us to leave though.



    



    └ Oh, because that’d drop the viewer count.



    



    └ That’s a big mouth.



    



    └ Every time you talk, it feels like I can smell bad breath. It’s off-putting.



    



    └ Unsubscribe reason: bad breath.



    



    “I actually brush my teeth really well! That way, I can fully enjoy the taste of my next meal. Ah, but what should I eat for dinner?”



    



    Viewers suggested a range of foods, but nothing really appealed to me.



    



    “I kind of feel like grilling some meat. Let’s decide on a pork cut for tonight.”



    



    I opened up Paint and drew a pig.



    



    └ Didn’t you say we were deciding on a pork cut?



    



    └ Randomly?



    



    └ Aw, it’s kinda cute.



    



    “All right, cut 1 is pork neck.”



    



    └ This guy is insane, haha.



    



    └ Wondered what you were doing, and here you are drawing the cuts, lol.



    



    └ Why make it cute? It just makes me feel guilty!



    



    “Cut 2 is belly and tenderloin. Cut 3 is the shoulder. Cut 4 is the hind leg. Hmm. How should I represent the loin? Should I have drawn it from the side?”



    



    Ignoring the viewers' complaints, I pressed on.



    



    “All right, please stay calm, everyone. It’s time to decide which pork cut we’ll eat tonight. Don’t worry about the picture and number—I’ll list the options by number.”



    



    Candidate 1: Pork neck.



    



    Candidate 2: Jowl.



    



    Candidate 3: Front leg.



    



    Candidate 4: Loin.



    



    Candidate 5: Pork collar.



    



    Candidate 6: Skirt meat.



    



    Candidate 7: Tenderloin.



    



    Candidate 8: Pork belly.



    



    Candidate 9: Hind leg.



    



    “Ah, shouldn’t have bothered with the drawing. Anyway, among these nine options, whichever wins the vote will be on the dinner table tonight.”



    



    └ Why does this feel so cruel?



    



    └ Don’t eat it.



    



    └ Pigs supposedly don’t remember their pig life anyway.



    



    └ If it’s chosen, it gets eaten, lol.



    



    “First, number 1, pork neck. As the name suggests, it’s the meat from the neck. It was a lifesaver when I was dieting because it’s lean and has a strong pork flavor. The texture’s great, making it a strong candidate for tonight.”



    



    Viewers quickly started singing praises for pork neck.



    



    No matter how cute the pig might be, it’s still something we eat.



    



    “Number 2 is jowl. This meat from the neck and shoulder area is high in fat and has a crunchy texture. Back in the day, it was often used in sweet and sour pork. Interestingly, it’s attached to both the neck and the front leg. Separating this part to eat is popular not just in Korea, but in Europe, the U.S., and China as well. That shows just how tasty it is. Another strong contender?”



    



    └ Is there any part of you that doesn’t taste good?



    



    └ Love jowl.



    



    └ I hate that texture.



    



    └ Isn’t it nice, though?



    



    └ Feels like chewing on fat.



    



    └ It’s high in fat, so that’s part of it, but people who love it are obsessed.



    



    “Candidate 3: front leg. Shoulder meat is cheap. It’s super affordable and not bad taste-wise, so if you want to eat meat cheaply, it’s the first cut to consider. In fact, we probably eat this the most. It’s in everything—stir-fried pork, boiled pork, kimchi stew, pig trotters, you name it. But honestly, it’s a bit lacking on its own for grilling. It needs some seasoning to really shine.”



    



    └Why do you even know all this?



    



    └Well, it’s his own body.



    



    └Haha, even with that good of a body, there are still people calling him a pig.



    



    └The front leg is shoulder meat?



    



    └Yep, same thing.



    



    └Pig trotters are so good.



    



    "Candidate 4: loin. Beef loin has tons of specific sub-cuts, but pork loin doesn’t have much fat at all. Yep, even on a pig. So it doesn’t have much flavor, but that’s where tonkatsu comes in—frying it adds flavor. It’s also popular in Chinese dishes that use a lot of oil, like sweet and sour pork or the pork in jjajangmyeon. But since we’re grilling today, loin isn’t great. No flavor. So let’s just rule this one out.”



    



    Next up is pork collar.



    



    Since it’s not a favorite and is pricey, I quickly moved on.



    



    "Number 6: skirt meat. Delicious, right? Some people say it’s like beef, but I don’t really think so. It has a great fat-to-lean ratio. Don’t know skirt meat? It’s like the 'outside skirt' cut of beef. In pigs, it’s the meat between the intestines and the muscles. For me, it’s one of the top three pork cuts. Please vote, everyone.”



    



    For some reason, I’m really craving skirt meat today.



    



    So I quickly breezed through tenderloin, pork belly, and hind leg, then started the voting.



    



    "Skirt meat. Skirt meat."



    



    └ Nope, not voting.



    



    └ Who said you could have something delicious?



    



    └ Haha, you’re actually making us vote, lol.



    



    └ How many years have you been streaming?



    



    └ Honestly, you’ve lost your touch lately.



    



    The atmosphere is tense.



    



    The cut with the most votes? Loin.



    



    “Hold up. I told you loin isn’t good! Unless it’s in a tonkatsu or sweet-and-sour pork, there’s no point.”



    



    └ Yep, go make it~



    



    └ Tonight’s gonna be a cooking stream.



    



    └ Haha, like we’d ever give you what you want.
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    “Come on now. What’s with this, huh?”



    



    Currently in first place is loin, leading second-place pork belly by 200 votes.



    



    They know they’re choosing my dinner, yet some viewers are trying to mess with me, while others are picking whatever they feel like eating.



    



    “Guys, this is to choose *my* dinner menu. You’re not choosing something for yourselves; you’re choosing what I’ll eat.”



    



    We know.



    



    Man, I’m really craving loin.



    



    Haha, pork loin is so good.



    



    I want pork belly.



    



    Tonkatsu cooking stream, let’s go!



    



    The vote difference approaches 300.



    



    “Hey, come on. This isn’t a joke! Is my dinner a joke to you? One of only three meals I get each day?”



    



    Obviously, it’s a joke.



    



    This is hilarious!



    



    You look so serious, it’s killing me, haha.



    



    Are you mad?



    



    Finally, the vote difference between loin and pork belly crosses 300.



    



    I’d forgotten something important for a moment.



    



    These people love messing with me. Even if choosing a meal were a sacred ritual, to them, it’s just entertainment.



    



    “Hey, everyone, let’s do it this way.”



    



    Questions start popping up in the chat.



    



    “I can’t even make tonkatsu here right now. I don’t have the ingredients. Going grocery shopping, setting up—it would take at least an hour or two. You’d get bored waiting, right?”



    



    A few say they don’t care, but the voting has noticeably slowed.



    



    “Let’s go with pork belly. Just a suggestion.”



    



    Why?



    



    Why should we?



    



    Nope.



    



    Haha, wait, what’s in it for us?



    



    I want to see you make tonkatsu.



    



    “Come on, I’m not just asking this for no reason. How about a burger giveaway? A little event? Ten people will get one.”



    



    No thanks.



    



    Only ten, when there are 20,000 viewers?



    



    I’d rather watch you suffer. Just give in, dude.



    



    It’s over.



    



    The votes suddenly surge before I even get a chance to suggest another option.



    



    “I just want to enjoy a nice meal for once. How can you just mess with someone’s dinner like that? Seriously?”



    



    Tonkatsu! Tonkatsu!



    



    Since tonkatsu is so common, how about sweet-and-sour pork instead?



    



    Let’s start from scratch. Buy loin and pound it out yourself.



    



    Haha, he actually looks so sad, lol.



    



    If there was any hope, I’d try reasoning, but the gap between first and second place has grown to nearly 1,000 votes.



    



    It’s over.



    



    “...Fine. Grilling meat just means more cleanup anyway. Why bother?”



    



    Haha, he’s giving up.



    



    Wait, does this mean you’ll actually make tonkatsu?



    



    Our victory is complete.



    



    “Actually, I think I’ll just order tonkatsu.”



    



    Why does that sound so dodgy?



    



    Weren’t you supposed to make it yourself?



    



    We chose loin, though!



    



    “I never said I’d make it. I said I couldn’t make it here. Since you picked loin, guess I’ll just have to order it in. Don’t you agree?”



    



    We’ve been duped.



    



    Wasn’t this a grilling decision?



    



    “I said I wanted to grill something. And I also mentioned that we don’t have the right setup here. Should I rewind the footage for you?”



    



    I replay the recent footage, and the chat fills with exasperated reactions.



    



    So what would you have done if pork belly had won?



    



    What would you even do if you didn’t stream?



    



    He’d probably be out there scamming, lol.



    



    “If pork belly had won, I’d order it too. Man, tonkatsu sounds so good. I actually hadn’t been able to enjoy it much until recently, after a filming with Baekban at a Japanese-style place. Been craving it ever since. Thank you.”



    



    You tricked us from the start?



    



    Wow, is this how Baek Woo-jin feels every week?



    



    Such a little devil, haha.



    



    Do it again. This vote doesn’t count.



    



    "Ugh, this is so annoying, haha."



    



    “What do you mean invalid? Where's the invalid vote? I didn't lie about anything!”



    



    The viewers began to protest even louder.



    



    “Sigh. Alright, but try asking politely instead of cursing, okay?”



    



    Wait, are we really supposed to beg for this?



    



    Get out of here, streamer.



    



    Haha, kick him out!



    



    Do it again!



    



    How is he so shameless?



    



    “Seriously. I wasn’t going to do it, but just this once, I’ll let it slide, alright?”



    



    This guy’s too funny, haha.



    



    Acting like he’s doing us a favor.



    



    Is he usually like this?



    



    Yep.



    



    The guy’s got a talent for getting under people’s skin.



    



    We did another vote, and this time, it seemed like the viewers teamed up to vote for cuts I don’t like, like pork cheek and dry back leg meat. In the end, pork cheek won.



    



    Laughter flooded the chat.



    



    So what are you gonna do now?



    



    Go buy pork cheek.



    



    Do a live cook-off in a barbecue joint.



    



    It’s been a while since a taste-testing stream.



    



    Let’s go! If you want to beat rush hour, you’d better hurry.



    



    “Alright. Looks like pork cheek won. I’ll order tonkatsu.”



    



    I grabbed my phone and started scrolling through the delivery app, then looked up to see the predictable reactions.



    



    Don’t even try that nonsense!



    



    Why tonkatsu again? Haha.



    



    It’s always back to tonkatsu.



    



    Are you making pork cheek tonkatsu now?



    



    “You know the special loin cut? The one with the fat on top and lean at the bottom—that’s made from pork cheek. Well, guess I’ll have to spend extra money on this expensive tonkatsu thanks to the re-vote. Honestly, I’d rather just have loin. Too bad. Really, such a shame.”



    



    Doesn’t look like you’re disappointed at all.



    



    Wait, why hold a vote if you’re just going to do what you want?



    



    What would you have eaten if it had been a different cut?



    



    Haha, feels like we’re experiencing this from Baek Woo-jin’s perspective.



    



    Woo-jin, I’m sorry we ever messed with you.



    



    “If it had been neck meat, I’d have ordered neck tonkatsu. They had it in *Solitary Gourmet* Season 7, and it looked really good.”



    



    A ton of question marks filled the chat.



    



    “Pork jowl? I’d have gone with pork jowl tonkatsu. You don’t know about that deliciousness? With a thin batter, it’s super crispy.”



    



    Tonkatsu made from front leg meat reminds me of the ones I used to eat as a kid, and as for tenderloin, it’s just as popular as loin for tonkatsu.



    



    “Of course, there’s even pork belly tonkatsu. As for skirt meat tonkatsu, you’ll find it sometimes at places specializing in skirt meat—it’s got a chewy texture that pairs perfectly with the batter.”



    



    So was every option just a setup to get tonkatsu anyway?



    



    We’ve been completely played.



    



    All just a plan to eat tonkatsu, huh?



    



    You just get sneakier every day, don’t you?



    



    “See, that’s why you should all do good deeds often. Oh, this is nice and cozy.”



    



    I joked, and the viewers, naturally, got all worked up again.



    



    The channel has grown, so we don’t have the same small, friendly vibe as before, but this rowdy atmosphere isn’t bad either.



    



    **Knock, knock.**



    



    When I turned my chair around, Mugunji was standing at the door.



    



    “Yes, PD?”



    



    “I’ve got pork cheek, a grill plate, a portable burner, and veggies prepared. You can use them during the stream.”



    



    “What?”



    



    I went outside, surprised, and there it was—all set up for me.



    



    “What’s all this?”



    



    “You said you wanted to grill, so I got it all at the store.”



    



    With that, Mugunji casually left, so I took the portable burner, grill plate, pork cheek, green onions, and onions back to the studio.



    



    Haha, I can’t believe this.



    



    Mug PD, Mug PD!



    



    You don’t like pork cheek? It’s good!



    



    Time to make green onion salad first.



    Just go ahead and make tonkatsu.



    



    This PD sure knows how to get him back, haha.



    



    Look at his expression.



    



    ***



    



    “Yaaaawn.”



    



    I received an interview request from the *Korea Daily* tomorrow. They sent over a list of questions beforehand, and reading through it made me yawn.



    



    I took off my glasses and put my phone down on the bedside table as Mugunji came in and lay down next to me.



    



    “Finished everything?”



    



    “Yes. How about you, Chan-yong?”



    



    “I’m too tired to go on. I’ll just wake up early to finish it.”



    



    Mugunji turned off the bedside light.



    



    “One of the questions they sent was about how I achieved success.”



    



    Mugunji turned over to look at me.



    



    “I get that question a lot these days. I really don’t know. Saying it was effort doesn’t feel right because I had so much help, but saying it was luck doesn’t feel right either because I worked really hard.”



    



    “Isn’t that the answer you usually give?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “Then are you looking for a clearer answer?”



    



    I thought about it for a bit.



    



    “I guess it got me wondering about something more fundamental: What really defines success?”



    



    Mugunji nodded.



    



    “Financially, even before the streaming blew up, I was doing well.”



    



    Once my editing job became stable, I made over 100 million KRW annually.



    



    It’s not as much as now, but I think I was making enough to earn people’s respect.



    



    “But back then, I never felt successful. Now, though, I genuinely feel like I am.”



    



    “Is it because you’re earning more?”



    



    “Mm. That’s part of it, of course. The more, the better. But honestly, I don’t think I’d feel successful if I didn’t have you.”



    



    Mugunji smiled.



    



    “If I didn’t have Ji-seung, Ji-chan, Woo-jin... if I hadn’t done things like the lunchbox project or the national hike, it wouldn’t feel as real. If there were no people saying I inspired them, I don’t think I’d feel as fulfilled.”



    



    “So your idea of success is about relationships.”



    



    “I guess so. Or, wait, I mean... it’s not like you can get by without money.”



    



    I chuckled.



    



    “If you answer like you just did, there’ll be people who understand.”



    



    “Yeah, I’ll do that.”



    



    I looked at Mugunji for a while.



    



    “Eun-ji.”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    “...Eun-ji-ah.”



    



    She widened her eyes a bit, surprised, then smiled.



    



    “Yes.”



    



    “Sweetie.”



    



    This time, there was no reaction.



    



    “When I call you with honorifics, doesn’t it feel distant?”



    



    “I don’t mind either way.”



    



    “Then try calling me that.”



    



    Mugunji looked away and then turned her back to me.



    



    She must be embarrassed.



    



    “Good night.”



    



    I whispered into her ear as I wrapped my arm around her waist, and after shifting slightly, she finally responded.



    



    “This feels uncomfortable.”
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    Tuesday, January 23, 2024.



    



    I started the broadcast with Muk Eun-ji and Park Ha-im.



    



    Park Ha-im, with his arms crossed, glared at the camera, showing determination, while Muk Eun-ji, wearing a paper mask that revealed only her chin, sat motionless.



    



    Thanks to Park Ha-im's appearance, even though the broadcast had only been on for 30 minutes, the viewer count, which usually hovers around 20,000, had nearly reached 40,000.



    



    "May blessings descend upon your skinny arms. Though the beginning may seem trivial, the end shall be great. This is a broadcast about eating until the grace of high-end side dishes settles in every part of your body. I am Ha Chan-han."



    



    "Wooaah!"



    



    At the opening remark, Park Ha-im cheered.



    



    "...Wow."



    



    Turning my head to look at him, I saw Muk Eun-ji displaying a similar reaction.



    



    "Let's start by introducing the two of you. Ha-im?"



    



    "Hello!"



    



    Park Ha-im waved at the camera.



    



    "Is that it?"



    



    "Do you need more?"



    



    It felt like the implied "Isn't it obvious?" was left unsaid.



    



    I wondered if there was anyone who didn't know Park Ha-im.



    



    "Then, PD-nim."



    



    "Hello. I am Muk Eun-ji, the PD of the side dish store."



    



    Ha-im, please gain some weight ㅠ



    



    Why are both of you so skinny?



    



    I look so sturdy between the two skinny side dishes, lol.



    



    PD nuna!!!



    



    Ha-im



    



    "How have you been lately?"



    



    Many people would be curious about Park Ha-im's current situation.



    



    "I started the diet plan that my brother suggested. Oh, and the hospital said I could start eating regular meals."



    



    "I wasn't feeling well after dieting so hard, but now I'm okay."



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "So now I want to gain some weight to build a healthy body?"



    



    Park Ha-im nodded.



    



    "What was your weight at your lowest, and what is your target weight?"



    



    "The lightest I've been was 58 kg. My goal is 63 kg."



    



    "Five kilograms to gain. Sounds good. Honestly, if you set your mind to it, it's possible within a week, so don't worry."



    



    Advertisements



    



    "Huh?"



    



    "What about you, PD-nim?"



    



    Ignoring Park Ha-im's question, I turned my head.



    



    "I've been eating regular meals for about three months after suffering from an eating disorder."



    



    Muk Eun-ji, who had insisted on body correction, skin care, wearing lenses, makeup, and wearing normal clothes, showed significant motivation when I mentioned the payment for participation.



    



    "My lowest weight was 34 kg, and I currently weigh 40 kg."



    



    Since my digestive system was extremely weak, I have been consulting with my doctor regularly about what and how much to eat, progressing slowly.



    



    I set a goal to gain 1-2 kg per month, and although I have gained 6 kg from my initial weight, I am still too thin.



    



    "Sounds good. First of all, gaining weight is really easy. Just keep eating simple carbohydrates. But you need to gain weight healthily."



    



    "Yeah."



    



    "Exactly."



    



    "And that's why today's menu is chicken."



    



    Isn't it supposed to be healthy? lol



    



    One chicken per person?



    



    This is too hard from the start, lol



    



    "We need to gain weight healthily. But more importantly, we should first enjoy the act of eating. You both have very small appetites. It's ridiculous."



    



    "No way. I can eat all of this."



    



    "Are you saying you want to eat all of this?"



    



    "No, today is just a test. So, why chicken? What do you usually eat?"



    



    "Oats. Chicken breast. Cabbage?"



    



    "I eat konjac jelly."



    



    "See? Since you eat such unappetizing food, it's no wonder your appetites are so small. But if you eat something delicious? Naturally, you'll want to eat more. What is delicious? Chicken."



    



    └That makes sense.



    └Can't argue with that.



    └Chicken is delicious.



    └If you suppress your appetite in front of chicken, you have to suspect if you're a monk.



    



    "So today, we will eat chicken and see how much each of you can eat. By the way, for a normal adult, one whole chicken is one serving, and this chicken is a sponsorship."



    



    This guy.



    



    So it was sponsored after all, lol.



    



    He just slipped that in there, lol.



    



    Oh! Back sponsorship!



    



    He said it, so it's not a sponsorship, lol.



    



    What a bad guy, lol.



    



    "When Ha-im joined, the price went up, you know. I couldn't help it."



    



    "...Give me some too."



    



    "I want some too."



    



    "Of course, you should get some. Now, please eat."



    



    Muk Eun-ji and Park Ha-im began eating a piece of chicken placed in front of them.



    



    "Please listen while you eat. This chicken, you know, it's not just about what kind of chicken you eat, but how you eat it is even more important. So how should you eat this chicken leg? Look."



    



    I picked up a chicken leg.



    



    I bit the thick, blunt end of the thigh, separating the bone and cartilage.



    



    "After separating the bone and cartilage like this, you can suck it in."



    



    I took a bite of the chicken leg and sucked the separated cartilage and meat.



    



    "At this point, thin bones will come along. In human terms, the thick bone is the shinbone, and the thin bone is the calf bone. That part should be spit out."



    



    └??????



    └Where did all the meat go?



    └No way, lol, this is absurd, lol.



    └Look at Park Ha-im's expression, lol.



    



    "Now for the lower part. There is cartilage here too. If you chew it, the bone will be left clean."



    



    "Wow."



    



    Park Ha-im clapped.



    



    Both of them held up the chicken legs and tried to follow me, but soon their expressions turned sour.



    



    They looked for tissues, turned their heads, covered their mouths, and spat out the cartilage.



    



    "What is going on right now?"



    



    "This feels unpleasant."



    



    "This isn't eating."



    



    "No, you can eat everything from a chicken. The skin is fried, right? Chicken breast, what we call the shoulder meat. Wings. Chicken thighs, which we call the lower leg. Chicken feet. Gizzards. Hearts. Bones are used for broth, right? The remaining meat is ground up to make nuggets."



    



    └I'm sorry, chicken, for what humans do ㅠㅠㅠ



    └Don't we not eat the head?



    └Eat it reasonably, lol.



    



    "There really seem to be no parts of the pig or chicken that people don’t eat."



    



    “Head? People eat the neck. In China, they eat chicken neck skewers, and in Japan, it's very popular as 'seseri.' Wow. The cartilage. I hope you both show some respect for the chicken.”



    



    “Did I do something wrong?”



    



    “Of course! You did something very wrong!”



    



    “...I’m sorry.”



    



    Park Ha-im bowed his head and apologized to the chicken.



    



    “You too, PD-nim.”



    



    “Is there really a reason to eat the cartilage when there’s already so much meat?”



    



    Advertisements



    



    “There’s only one chicken, you know. Just one. It’s far too little to satisfy a hungry stomach. We have to eat it wisely.”



    



    “I’m already full.”



    



    I was surprised and looked around, noticing I had only eaten the breast bone and one leg bone.



    



    “I can eat one more.”



    



    Turning my head, I saw Park Ha-im picking up the remaining chicken leg.



    



    After eating a total of three pieces, he set his hands down.



    



    “No. This is an advertisement, everyone. If that’s all you eat, it might seem like it’s not tasty.”



    



    Hahaha!



    



    In the midst of all this, it's an ad, haha!



    



    But seriously, are you full after eating just 2-3 pieces of chicken?



    



    Maybe your stomach has really shrunk.



    



    It’s amazing to see people who eat so little.



    



    Even in front of chicken, they say they’re full and don’t eat.



    



    “Everyone, this chicken is really delicious. Don’t misunderstand; it’s because these two have such small stomachs. Just watch me eat.”



    



    Fearing the advertisement might be cut short, I began to eat eagerly.



    



    Park Ha-im was communicating while looking at the chat, and Muk Eun-ji was puzzling the pieces of chicken together for some reason.



    



    “PD-nim, what are you doing?”



    



    “I used exactly one chicken. I used a size 11 chicken, so there’s quite a lot.”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    It seemed like a conscious effort to be mindful of the advertisement.



    



    “...Um.”



    



    “What’s wrong?”



    



    “Should I get you a Diet Coke?”



    



    Noticing my strange reaction, Muk Eun-ji and Park Ha-im began talking to me.



    



    “No, ...this can’t be happening?”



    



    “What is it?”



    



    “Is there a part that’s missing?”



    



    “No.”



    



    I was so taken aback that I could only stare at the chicken box, unable to speak, until I finally looked up.



    



    “I’m full.”



    



    “Eh?”



    



    Park Ha-im held up the box with a few pieces of chicken left to show the viewers.



    



    Oh, don’t lie. You really can’t eat a whole chicken?



    



    Hahaha, how much advertising money did you get for that?
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    Oh, you’re trying to emphasize that there’s a lot?



    



    Seriously, who would believe you can’t eat a whole chicken?



    



    Right? Someone who used to eat at least two whole chickens.



    



    Wow! This side dish store employee can’t finish a whole chicken by themselves! Is that right?



    



    “No, I’m really full. I feel like I shouldn’t eat anymore.”



    



    “Representative, awkward acting will only negatively impact the advertisement.”



    



    “No, it’s true. I’m really full!”



    



    I could probably eat more, but I felt like something bad would happen if I did.



    



    “Are you really not able to eat anymore?”



    



    “Looks like I’ve finally reached a normal portion size.”



    



    “Is that so?”



    



    Thinking back, it did feel like I was quite full even when I only ate one serving these days.



    



    I used to feel dissatisfied after eating one pork cutlet and would always add udon or buckwheat soba as a single item, but recently, after finishing one set meal at a Western-style restaurant, I felt like I was about to burst.



    



    Is that true?



    



    Whoa.



    



    Looks like the side dish store employee has to stop doing eating broadcasts now.



    



    Seriously, they’ve really shrunk.



    



    Hahaha, but the truth is that it was the brother who was the glutton all along.



    



    Where did the side dish store employee go who used to eat five servings of pork belly, water cold noodles, soybean paste stew, and two bowls of rice?



    



    But looking at their figure now, it doesn’t seem like they would eat a lot, haha.



    



    “This is so surprising. No, is this all I can eat?”



    



    “What do you mean by ‘this is all’?”



    



    Park Ha-im laughed heartily.



    



    “Usually, isn’t a whole chicken eaten by 3-4 people? That’s how it was in my house. If we ordered one, there would be leftovers for my mom, dad, and me.”



    



    “It was the same in my house.”



    



    “Eh?”



    



    I was so shocked to hear that a family of three ordered one chicken that I had to ask again.



    



    Both of them nodded as if it were obvious, and similar testimonies popped up in the chat as well.



    



    “No, no. Chicken is supposed to be ordered according to the number of people, right? No, more importantly, why am I full?”



    



    I kept saying “no” in surprise.



    



    Still struggling to accept becoming a normal person.



    



    But it really doesn’t make sense for a healthy guy not to be able to finish a whole chicken.



    



    What a pig, haha.



    



    But why did they even bring three if they’re saying they can’t eat one? They could have just had one together, haha.



    



    Looks like the ad flopped?
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    ***



    



    The YouTube channel WooJenius, which covers all kinds of knowledge, began its live broadcast.



    



    “Hi, hi. It's really cold today. Are you confident about tomorrow's discussion panel? Of course.”



    



    While chatting, around 10,000 viewers gathered.



    



    “Did anyone see the interview with Chan-yong that was posted yesterday?”



    



    Bae Woo-jin opened the article about Ban-chan-yong’s interview.



    



    “He said that even when he was an editor, he earned a lot of money but didn’t feel successful. He thinks that his current happiness isn't just because he earns more money. It’s a good topic, so today we’ll talk about the relationship between money, success, and happiness.”



    



    Bae Woo-jin took a sip of his coffee.



    



    “Research on money, success, and happiness has been conducted for quite some time. One of the most famous studies was published by Dr. Angus Deaton’s research team from Princeton University in 2010 in the Proceedings of the National Academy of Sciences.”



    



    Bae Woo-jin showed the relevant article to the viewers.



    



    “They surveyed 450,000 Americans from 2008 to 2009 and found that while happiness increases with income up to $75,000, there’s little change beyond that.”



    



    └How much is that in Korean money?



    



    └About 100 million won?



    



    └If I made 100 million a year, I’d be satisfied.



    



    └For real, lol.



    



    “But a few years later, a slightly different result came out. In Boston, the threshold was $75,000, but in LA, New York, and Seattle, it was found that you need an annual income of $105,000 for happiness to stop increasing.”



    



    └What does that mean?



    



    └Money! More money!



    



    └Isn't it just because of the depreciating value of currency? There’s a time gap between the two studies.



    



    “While we can’t be sure if more money is required over time, it’s reasonable to conclude that once a certain income level is reached, happiness becomes influenced by other factors like self-actualization and health.”



    



    Bae Woo-jin referred to data presented by a Purdue University research team in 2015-2016.



    



    “But recently, an entirely different study was published. According to Matthew Killingsworth, a Harvard psychology researcher, happiness continues to increase with income up to $500,000 a year.”



    



    └Crazy, lol!



    



    └$500,000?????



    



    └If money doesn’t bring happiness, maybe it’s time to rethink that you weren't lacking in money.



    



    └How much is $500,000?



    



    └About 660 million won?



    



    └That’s strange. More money is usually better.



    



    └I guess I’ll never be happy in my life.



    



    └What kind of work would make you earn 660 million a year, lol?



    



    “There are many factors to consider. First, there’s a time gap between these studies. We can factor in currency value changes, and the development of social media probably played a role as well. In fact, in 2011, when the first study was conducted, Bhutan had the highest happiness index in the world. But by 2019, when the third study was conducted, Bhutan dropped to 95th place. The introduction of the internet made it possible for the people there to see how others lived, leading to a drop in happiness levels. This is often viewed as the influence of social media.”



    



    └So happiness standards are based on others?



    



    └That makes sense. In the past, if someone was well-fed and living well, they were satisfied with an annual income of around 100 million, but comparing themselves to others now raises that to 660 million.



    



    “Again, I want to stress that this is just a possibility. Among people with annual incomes over $100,000, those who felt unhappy often faced issues unrelated to money, such as losing family members or suffering from depression. So now the question arises: if I earn over $500,000, does that mean you can’t be happy?”
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    └?



    



    └LOL!



    



    └You talk big.



    



    └T-bagging, lol!



    



    └Someone kick the host.



    



    “This question connects back to Chan-yong’s interview. In 2012, EBS and Professor Kwak Geum-joo from Seoul National University conducted a study. To summarize, they divided kids into groups A and B. Group A was given 50,000 won to buy whatever they wanted, while Group B was sent on a 50,000 won worth trip where they played in the mudflats and grilled meat and clams. Which group do you think was more satisfied?”



    



    └It’s obviously Group B.



    



    └For real, haha, it has to be Group B.



    



    “That’s right. Even three weeks later, Group B showed higher happiness levels. This means that regardless of the amount of money, spending it on experiences or investing in oneself yields higher satisfaction. Now, let’s apply this to Chan-yong.”



    



    Bae Woo-jin placed a picture of Ban-chan-yong during his prime, weighing 138 kg, alongside a current photo.



    



    └Crazy, lol!



    



    └I get it immediately.



    



    └Wait, his skin color is different.



    



    └Are they even the same person?



    



    └Comparing a bullfrog to a human.



    



    “Chan-yong has managed his body in a way that could be considered miraculous over the past 14 to 15 months. He lost 58 kg and has been taking care of himself, going to beauty salons and baths, buying new clothes, and managing his skin and physique. It’s safe to say he’s spent all the money he would have on food—about 35 million won—on body maintenance instead.”



    



    └How could food expenses reach 35 million won?



    



    └That’s real, lol. The other day, he shared that.



    



    └Spending that much on food is like someone’s annual salary, lol.



    



    “In 2022, Chan-yong barely went outside. He worked in front of the computer every day. But last year, he engaged in a lot of activities. He did lunch box sales with the Sadan family and participated in long-distance walking events, gradually increasing his public engagement. This means he managed his body and experienced a wider variety of activities, which likely contributed to his happiness.”



    



    └Oh.



    



    └But honestly, wouldn’t spending 35 million won on food also make him happy?



    



    └For real, he probably ate beef every day.



    



    “Of course, he must have been happy back then as well, considering he spent 35 million won on food. But he claims he’s much happier now. From what I see, he seems more confident and healthier than before, both physically and mentally.”



    



    Bae Woo-jin checked the chat to wrap up the first topic.



    



    “So, even with the same amount of money, how we choose to use it and what experiences we pursue can contribute to our happiness. Let’s move on to the next topic.”



    



    ***



    



    “Back in the day, I was happy.”



    



    Muk-ji’s eyes widened.



    



    “I never had to worry about whether to get fried or seasoned chicken. I would just order one of each and a soy sauce one.”



    



    “Why is soy sauce even an option?”



    



    “Because it tastes good.”



    



    Muk-ji stared at me and pulled my hand.



    



    We were performing a stretch where we faced each other, alternating between pulling each other’s legs to relax the hamstrings.



    



    “Ugh. But now, I can barely finish even one.”
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    “I can’t understand why Chan-yong struggles.”



    



    “Do you really not know?”



    



    “Nope. You’re eating less, saving money, and it’s perfect to share one order with me, right?”



    



    “……That’s true?”



    



    “It is.”



    



    This time, as I pulled Muk-ji’s leg, I reflected on why I felt so sad.



    



    “I think I had a sense of pride in eating a lot. I felt a sense of achievement from it.”



    



    “That’s no different from someone bragging about their drinking capacity.”



    



    “Right? What’s there to boast about eating a lot?”



    



    I followed along with the movements from the YouTube video playing on TV.



    



    “But as a mukbang YouTuber, I think my pride is a bit hurt.”



    



    “…….”



    



    Silence followed.



    



    Maybe it was because the posture was hard, but I slowly relaxed my strength.



    



    “Chan-yong, you’re not a mukbang YouTuber anymore. Didn’t you shift directions when you were diagnosed with diabetes?”



    



    Now it was my turn.



    



    As we leaned back against each other, Muk-ji bent forward. I had to raise my arms above my head and stretch my upper body while bending my knees and lifting my hips.



    



    I understood why Muk-ji had trouble responding.



    



    I was tense, worried about Muk-ji feeling heavy.



    



    I quickly released the stretch.



    



    “You’re right. I didn’t notice, but I think it’s time to let that go.”



    



    “That’s correct. It’s not good to refuse food like I did in the past, but it’s also not good to eat too much like you did before.”



    



    “That’s true. In the past, diabetes was only a disease that well-off people got.”



    



    “Phew.”



    



    “Phew.”



    



    We both sat comfortably.



    



    I thought it would be silly to do bodyweight exercises, even yoga, at 100 kg, but once I started, my body warmed up quite a bit.



    



    “But isn’t today the day the Sadan family exercises?”



    



    “Woojini has to do a broadcast, and Jiseung-hyung can't come because Taerin is sick.”



    



    “Is he doing badly?”



    



    “He has a stomachache from eating too much zero bingsu.”



    



    It seems Taerin loved the zero bingsu I made recently, so I gave him a bowl after breakfast, another after lunch, and yet another after dinner, which likely caused the upset stomach.



    



    “I’m worried about Jiseung.”



    



    “Right? I hope he’s still alive.”



    



    I think it’s a relief as long as he’s not dead because of his wife.



    



    “Are you all set for tomorrow’s Baekban Debate?”



    



    “Yeah. I did it all in advance so I could play with you.”



    



    “...I’ll wash up first.”



    



    Mukeunji didn’t respond and briefly looked away before heading to the bathroom.



    



    “Do you want to wash up and then go watch a movie?”



    



    “If you go, it will cause a scene, so I’ll pass.”



    



    “Come on.”



    



    I think that’s unlikely, but I’ve been worried after experiencing similar situations quite a bit recently.



    



    I thought about going for a walk, but I just exercised and took a shower, so I don’t feel like walking.



    



    “Then shall we play board games at home?”



    



    Mukeunji nodded eagerly.
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    “Do you prefer Mom or Dad? Do you prefer pouring sauce on it or dipping? Let's taste the most heated debate in the history of the Korean Peninsula! This is Baekban Debate, with Banchan-yong.”



    



    “It’s Baek Woo-jin.”



    



    It’s Thursday.



    



    It’s Baekban Debate, Baekban Report broadcast day.



    



    “What’s today’s topic?”



    



    “Sweet and sour pork! Do you prefer pouring the sauce or dipping it?”



    



    └Is this really happening?



    



    └This is insane.



    



    └It’s finally here.



    



    └Today there’s no going back.



    



    └I can’t stand the pourers.



    



    └Is this the final episode of Baekban Debate? Is this really the topic?



    



    Although it's a somewhat classic subject, it is one of the hottest and most contentious debates in the history of the Korean Peninsula, which has drawn significantly more viewers than usual.



    



    “Before we start, let me explain today’s debate rules. Today we will only discuss pouring sauce versus dipping.”



    



    “Stir-frying, eating more, or just shoveling it in are all off the table.”



    



    “Arguments like only partially pouring are also not allowed.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin raised his palm alongside me.



    



    “I solemnly vow to honor the crispy yet chewy, sweet and sour pork, and the boundless advancement of Chinese restaurants as I participate in today’s debate.”



    



    “Right on.”



    



    └What the heck? Why so extreme?



    



    └They’re doing all sorts of things.



    



    └This is it; don’t stray from the topic. Pick one: pour or dip.



    



    └What even is this? Just because it's decided here doesn't mean we have to follow it, right? What’s with the oath?



    



    └The dipper faction seeks only the complete collapse of the pourers.



    



    └The pourer faction will eradicate the dippers.



    



    “Then, let’s start with the flavor-challenged dipper, Baek Woo-jin.”



    



    “Flavor-challenged?”



    



    “Yep.”



    



    “Excuse me, how can you tell someone who can’t even finish a whole chicken how to eat when they can handle one chicken per person?”



    



    I was so shocked that I couldn’t help but drop my mouth open.



    



    “Ahem.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin shrugged as if he had landed a hit and began the debate.



    



    “The debate over whether to pour or dip the sweet and sour pork has a long history. Each side has likely already formed their opinions on which is right or what they prefer. Right?”



    



    “I agree.”



    



    “So, I brought some statistics. Let’s check the reference materials.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin opened the survey results from Korea Research published in July 2022.



    



    “60% prefer dipping, 22% prefer pouring, and 18% are okay with either. The dip preference is about 2.7 times that of the pour preference.”



    



    “Just because more people prefer it doesn’t mean it’s right.”



    



    “Do you really believe that?”



    



    “Of course.”



    



    “Hmmm.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin exhaled softly.



    



    “Despite the huge difference in the numbers, you can’t accept it. You’re denying the election results. Elections are the essence of democracy. The Republic of Korea is a democratic country... Could it be?”



    



    └He’s starting again!



    



    └They always find an opportunity.



    



    └Wait, are you denying the country?



    



    “That’s really tired.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s eyes widened.



    



    “Commissioner Baek Woo-jin, how long do you plan to mock the audience with your trivial instigation and fabrications? Do you have any intention of taking this sacred debate over sweet and sour pork, whether to pour or dip, seriously?”



    



    “Who started this? Who’s been fabricating for an entire year?”



    



    “Democracy follows the principle of majority rule, but it doesn’t dismiss or label minority opinions as wrong. I’m really disappointed.”



    



    “......”



    



    “Have you considered that you, who speak of democracy as a tool for majority oppression, might actually be the anti-democrat?”



    



    └That’s right.



    



    └Baek Woo-jin is disappointing; he pretends to be smart on his channel.



    



    └He’s found another issue to nitpick!



    



    └He’s just...



    



    └Banchan-yong gets so annoyed every time this happens.



    



    └Cosplaying as a normal person.



    



    └It’s definitely a valid point, but it’s infuriating!



    



    “I looked up sweet and sour pork in the dictionary. It’s made by coating beef or pork with starch, frying it, and pouring boiled starch water mixed with vinegar, soy sauce, sugar, and vegetables over it. Poured over. Originally, sweet and sour pork is a dish that is eaten by pouring sauce over fried meat.”



    



    The supporters of pouring erupted with excitement.



    



    “Commissioner Banchan-yong, you really know nothing about reality.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin started to counter.



    



    “Maybe that’s the case when eating at the restaurant. But nowadays, most Chinese food is delivered. And the fried meat and sauce are always sent separately. Why is that?”



    



    “......”



    



    “You can’t answer, can you? Why? Because they send it separately to avoid the fried food getting soggy, and that’s the crux of this dipping vs. pouring debate.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin gained momentum.



    



    His voice became more powerful, and his arguments sharpened.



    



    “The pourers always say that sweet and sour pork should be mixed with sauce and that the crispy texture isn’t important. Yet, Chinese restaurants separate the sauce and the fried meat to prevent it from getting soggy. They even punch holes in the packaging. If the crispy texture truly isn’t important, why go through such trouble?”



    



    └That's true.



    



    └Baek Woo-jin is right. If you’re not going to eat it crispy, then why even eat fried food?



    



    └Even Chinese restaurants care about texture!



    



    “Commissioner Baek Woo-jin, this is why I call you flavor-challenged.”



    



    “I don’t want to hear that from someone who doesn’t even know about fried texture.”



    



    “Sweet and sour pork was originally a dish made by frying starch-coated meat upon order. Even when the sauce was poured and stir-fried, the crispiness was maintained. However, with the advent of delivery, this sweet and sour pork has changed.”



    



    There was a sense of sorrow over the lost country.



    



    “The once high-end sweet and sour pork that was enjoyed in restaurants has undergone cost-cutting since delivery started. When we were very young, sweet and sour pork was quite an expensive dish, but not anymore.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin reluctantly nodded his head.



    



    “Currently, the batter for sweet and sour pork is different. Instead of quality starch, flour and chemical leaveners are added. In other words, it means gluten is present.”



    



    “Hmm?”



    



    “Do you remember the soba noodles we had at Restaurant S in Donghae City during our last filming?”



    



    “I remember.”



    



    “The fried food there maintained its tender and crispy texture even after being submerged in broth for over 20 minutes. I was so amazed that I asked Ji-seung, and he told me that if you make the batter without forming gluten, the texture remains crispy even when soaked for a long time. You remember that, right?”



    



    “I do.”



    



    “In contrast, today’s delivery-focused Chinese restaurants make fried food from flour and chemical leaveners, which means it gets soggy as soon as it touches moisture. They prepare the fried items in advance and then fry them hard again upon receiving an order. Why? Because it needs to be very hard to prevent sogginess. They fry them in advance to handle many orders.”



    



    “What are you trying to say?”



    



    “Poor-quality fried food. To mask that flavor, they make the sauce increasingly intense. Do you still not understand what I’m trying to say?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin furrowed his brow.



    



    “What the dipper faction refers to as crispiness is the taste of hard, low-quality fried meat created due to cost-cutting by the Chinese restaurants. It’s the same as saying ‘experience that.’”



    



    “No.”



    



    “They made the sauce stronger to mask the flavor, but they still dip it? Mistaking hardness for crispiness? I really can’t comprehend that dull and insensitive palate.”



    



    └Why is Banchan-yong so serious today?



    



    └For real, why is he being so logical?



    



    └For someone who used to be a pig, the debate over sweet and sour pork, pouring versus dipping, is a significant matter.



    



    └To summarize, sweet and sour pork originally pursued a soft crispiness, but due to delivery, it was fried hard. To hide that, they made the sauce stronger, so eating it separately is just a way to deliberately eat something tasteless?



    



    └Banchan-yong is right. The sweet and sour pork sauce used to be thinner, not as thick as nowadays.



    



    └Even today, when you go to an older Chinese restaurant, the sweet and sour pork sauce is a bit bland. That’s why you dip it in soy sauce mixed with vinegar and chili powder.



    



    “The viewers also recognize my sincerity. Although I’ve continued this debate with instigation and fabrication, I can’t do that in such a sacred space today. I stand by my former weight of 58 kg! Currently, sweet and sour pork is something you must pour to even be able to eat it!”



    



    As he raised his voice in claim, the pourers, who had been silenced by the ignorant logic of the dippers, rose up defiantly.



    



    “Despite saying incorrect things all this time, how much scheming and scorn have we pourers received for doing the right thing? It’s time for a change! It’s time to stand up! We must cut out those dippers who have trampled us under the name of the majority at the dining table! They forced us to dip like rats! Isn’t that right?”



    



    └That’s right!!!!



    



    └Well done!!!



    



    └Hahaha, look at those eyes. This person is definitely insane!



    



    └This is terrifying!



    



    └He said he wouldn’t instigate or fabricate! Even Hitler could learn a thing or two from him!



    



    └Hearing Banchan-yong, I feel wronged.



    



    └For real, what did I do wrong? I get scolded for pouring sauce.



    



    └No. Obviously, you should ask and pour. It’s food we’re sharing together.



    



    └Thank goodness Banchan-yong isn’t into politics. It’s scary seeing the pourers riled up like that.



    



    “Thank you for your remarks.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin stepped forward.



    



    “You say sweet and sour pork is originally poured, but before that, sweet and sour pork is a dish meant to be enjoyed together. Yet, the pourers, claiming it should be poured, pour sauce without asking us dippers. As seen in the earlier statistics, despite the nearly threefold difference, they still do this. Do you not know what this suggests?”



    



    “I know well! Isn’t it oppression of the powerless minority by those in power?”



    



    “Sweet and sour pork is generally eaten by three or four people together. If four people are eating, that means three prefer dipping, and one prefers pouring. Are you saying that three people should have their preferences dictated because of one person?”



    



    “Even if it’s the majority, wrong is wrong! If most citizens claim that one plus one equals three, does that make it true?”



    



    “Food culture is different from mathematics! Food culture varies over time and between people! The era is already leaning towards dipping! The most frightening thing is the fundamentalism and dogmatism that cannot accept change!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin also came out strongly.



    



    “The entire world rejects Islamic fundamentalism! Islamic extremism! Those who cannot break free from medieval values oppress and deny other religions! They censor culture! They even commit murder and terrorism! Do you also support them?”



    



    └Oh wow, hahahaha!



    



    └Wow!



    



    └Is Banchan-yong IS?



    



    └No way, why did Islamic extremism come up while talking about sweet and sour pork?



    



    └Fundamentalism vs. secularization.



    



    └Wow, that really woke me up. Right, fundamentals aren’t always correct.



    



    “Everyone, don’t be deceived! You must not fall for the wicked instigation of the dippers!”



    



    He showed a picture of seasoned chicken.



    



    “Do you ask for the sauce separately when you order seasoned chicken? Because it gets soggy? No! Even when you eat seasoned chicken, it maintains at least some crispiness! If you’re going to dip it in sauce, what’s the difference from ordering fried chicken? Are you denying even the absolute value of half-and-half fried chicken? Fundamentalism? There are absolute values that do not change even as the times and people do! Don’t be deceived by the ignorant dippers who ask for the sauce separately when ordering seasoned chicken!”



    



    “Everyone! Do you pour ketchup over your fries? To make them soggy? Denying the first principle that fried food should be crispy! Forcing your ideology onto others! Should we just sit back and allow the pourers to drench the fried food in sauce?”



    



    └Wow, hahaha!



    



    └What is wrong with these people, haha!



    



    └Is it really necessary to go this far?



    



    └Both are making wild claims, and it’s scary!



    



    └I’ve seen things like this a few times on the news.



    



    └So this is what happens after over a year of “Baekban Debate.”



    



    └They could just compromise a little bit.



    



    “There’s an old saying, ‘You have to dip it to know if it’s dung or soybean paste!’ That’s right! Dippers are people who can’t even distinguish between dung and soybean paste!”



    



    “There’s another saying, ‘Tap the bridge before crossing it!’ What do you plan to do when food is left over after pouring the sauce?”
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    “Why would there be leftover food? Why leave any? It’s because you’re already thinking of leaving food! It’s because of that irreverent thought that you end up with leftovers!”



    



    “You can’t even finish a whole chicken and yet you’re all pretentious!”



    



    “What, what?”



    



    “What about doing the dishes? What are you going to do about it? If you pour it all, the sauce bowl and the fried food bowl will be covered in that thick sauce! Who’s going to do the dishes?”



    



    “The dishwasher!”



    



    “Who puts disposable items in the dishwasher?”



    



    └Seeing these people fight, I think I’ll just yield. Let’s dip it.



    



    └No, I’ll yield. Let’s pour it.



    



    └Seeing this dirty scene, I feel like I shouldn’t fight.



    



    └For real, this is hopeless.



    



    └Hahaha, the audience has become smarter!



    



    └It’s a lesson learned!
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    “It’s absurd for a diabetic like us to even think about pouring sauce! Even without that sweet sauce, it’s more than enough to deal with! Are you out of your mind?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin hit a sore spot.



    



    “You have to think about your health! Don’t you understand how I feel?”



    



    └Oh



    



    └This is a bit touching



    



    └Right, right. If you pour unhealthy sauce on it, you'll end up eating more.



    



    └Baek Woo-jin is worried, but Banchan-yong is ignorant and makes such comments?



    



    └Banchan-yong is trash



    



    He really was quite impressive.



    



    You have to be cautious with sweet and sour pork, pork cutlets, fried chicken, and even salads.



    



    Sauces invariably contain high amounts of sugar, making them dangerous for diabetics and detrimental to dieting.



    



    Doctors even recommend that those diagnosed with diabetes avoid sauces or at least dip their food in them.



    



    Creating an atmosphere of worry based on these facts left me with little room to escape.



    



    An appeal to emotion based on facts.



    



    The most fundamental principle of incitement and fabrication.



    



    “Don’t you get it? What’s important here! You need to live to eat! What matters most!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin landed a powerful punch, asserting his argument.



    



    “Woo-jin.”



    



    When the other person is excited, you shouldn’t retaliate.



    



    Especially when facing someone with logical and emotional justifications, you risk losing everything.



    



    I took a calmer tone.



    



    “Hyung, it’s okay now. My blood sugar is stable, and eating sweet and sour pork occasionally isn’t dangerous anymore.”



    



    I grabbed his hand.



    



    “Thank you for worrying about me. And I’m sorry for not considering you.”



    



    “What consideration?”



    



    “Right. You’re still struggling to manage your blood sugar. Eating sweet and sour pork together might be burdensome for you. I didn’t think of your position.”



    



    “Uh?”



    



    └ㅠㅠㅠㅠ



    



    └Suddenly it’s heartwarming



    



    └Right, it’s only natural to consider someone who is sick



    



    └Yeah, since we’re eating together, you shouldn’t pour it if there’s a diabetic.



    



    “If I think of you, I can dip it. I really love sweet and sour pork, but I can gladly give it up for you. I’ll only pour it when I eat with Ji-seung hyung or Ji-chan hyung.”



    



    “Why are you saying it like that? Dipping is better!”



    



    “Yeah, yeah. I’ll do that when I eat with you.”



    



    “No! Why are you treating dipping as a special situation? Why do you make it sound like you’re being considerate?”



    



    “Because you’re sick. Ah, does it hurt your pride? Feeling like you’re being considered? Got it. Then I won’t say such things.”



    



    Reactions were starting to come in.



    



    Baek Woo-jin raised his eyebrows and started to huff.



    



    “Stop twisting your words! Eating less sugar is better! Isn’t that right?”



    



    “Woo-jin, that’s not true. It’s written in the guidelines. Sweet and sour pork is meant to be poured!”



    



    “Then think about your health!”



    



    “Look, healthy people can enjoy the true taste of sweet and sour pork. Eating sweet and sour pork won’t cause a big problem. But if there’s someone like you with fluctuating blood sugar, you should be considerate. No, you have to be.”



    



    “That’s not consideration; it’s good for you too!”



    



    “Why isn’t it consideration? I just want to eat, but because of you, I say I’ll dip it.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin immediately found himself at a loss for words.



    



    It was an opening.



    



    “If you can be considerate like that but don’t acknowledge it as such, and instead say it’s a given, conflict will arise.”



    



    └It is consideration



    



    └Dipping is originally meant to be poured, but if someone has health concerns, then you should dip. But if you take it for granted, it’s a problem.



    



    └For real, pouring causes chaos



    



    └I’d probably pour it all to make them mad, lol



    



    └Today Banchan-yong is taking a logical approach while Baek Woo-jin is being emotional.



    



    └True. Banchan-yong seems right. Sweet and sour pork is originally meant to be poured, but if someone has health concerns, you can dip. But those who dip often act like it’s a fundamental right.



    



    └Lol, why does pouring seem like the default here?



    



    “Okay. If you want to be considered, you have to acknowledge the other side first. If you want to dip for health reasons, you have to seek consent, right?”



    



    “Those who pour should be the ones asking for consent! There are almost three times as many people who want to dip!”



    



    “If you have to dip for health reasons, then I can be considerate, right? I can understand. But in our country, there are 6 million diabetics. The entire population is 50 million. If we think about health, the considerate side should be the 44 million, right?”



    



    “No! Diabetics or not, 60% of the entire population prefers dipping!”



    



    “Regardless of health?”



    



    “Right!”



    



    “Then why did you say you were worried about me?”



    



    “Uh?”



    



    “You lied that you were worried about my health to push your preference? To make me feel guilty?”



    



    └Gasp



    



    └Gaslighting, whoa



    



    └Trying to impose his preferences while making the other person look bad



    



    └Lol, it’s obvious that Banchan-yong is gaslighting right now.



    



    └Oh! Just look at the flow of the conversation!



    



    └Look at Baek Woo-jin, he’s malfunctioning, lol. His eyes are rolling around!



    



    Baek Woo-jin recognizes that the situation is nonsensical but doesn't know how to untangle it.



    



    This kind of gaslighting makes it hard to find a clue even if you’re focused.



    



    It complicates the situation and mixes words while posing extreme assumptions.



    



    However, being a smart guy, if given enough time, he will uncover the contradictions in my logic, and by then, the situation will be irreparable.



    



    Here, I need to take the initiative to resolve the situation.



    



    Just as it is, all tangled up.



    



    “Isn’t that right?”



    



    I asked softly.



    



    “Of course, it’s not!”



    



    “Right. There’s no way it is. I think so too.”



    



    “……”



    



    He still harbors doubts and grievances. If given the time, he would jump right in.



    



    “It’s just that the words got a bit tangled. You really cared about my health, right?”



    



    It wasn’t tangled.



    



    I twisted it.



    



    But by saying this, the viewers can perceive that Baek Woo-jin made a mistake, and he will think I understood his true feelings.



    



    “……Yeah.”



    



    “Right! If you think about health, dipping is also okay. But isn’t there a more fundamental solution?”



    



    “What do you want to say?”



    



    “What if there’s zero sauce?”



    



    “Huh?”



    



    “A sauce made without starch or flour, created with sweeteners. What do you think? Would you still want to dip?”



    



    “Of course! I don’t want it to get soggy!”



    



    Got it.



    



    The frame that eating too much sauce is unhealthy has been broken.



    



    Now, the justification for attacking pouring sauce as being unhealthy in this discussion has disappeared.



    



    └????



    



    └The point suddenly shifted?



    



    └Banchan-yong is clever, lol. Since they’re both diabetics, arguing about pouring sauce due to blood sugar issues has no resolution. Baek Woo-jin was aiming for that, but Banchan-yong turned the atmosphere around with gaslighting and brought up the nonexistent zero sauce, shifting the argument back to crispy vs. soggy.



    



    └Lol, no way!



    



    └He completely dodged the pressure.



    



    └Lol, it’s so annoying when someone twists words like that!



    



    └It’s like mirroring the gaslighting I experienced at my first job, lol.



    



    └For real, it seems like he’s been through it himself, lol.



    



    “Baek Woo-jin, the committee member.”



    



    “What?”



    



    “As I mentioned earlier, sweet and sour pork is a dish meant to be served with sauce from its origin. Let’s take a look at the reference material.”



    



    I brought up the data for the viewers to see as well.



    



    “What do you see in this picture?”



    



    “It’s sweet and sour pork.”



    



    “No, it’s not. There’s no sauce. This is a dish known as tempura or fried meat. You can find it in old Chinese restaurants. It boasts a soft yet crispy texture and tastes great even when dipped only in soy sauce.”



    



    “I know that too. So there are people who want to eat just that without pouring sauce.”



    



    “In that case, wouldn’t you just order the fried meat?”



    



    “Uh?”



    



    “I’m asking because I find it hard to understand why you’d order sweet and sour pork, which is meant to be served with sauce, and only eat the meat or just dip it in a tiny amount of sauce.”



    



    I spoke to the camera.



    



    “The sweet and sour pork sauces currently on the market contain various ingredients such as carrots, cucumbers, onions, and wood ear mushrooms. It would be such a waste to use it solely for dipping.”



    



    I asked Baek Woo-jin again, “What do you do with the leftover sauce if you dip it?”



    



    “……Throw it away.”



    



    “Look at this! With how food prices have gone up, how can you make such an irresponsible statement!”



    



    └Sudden acceleration, lol!



    



    └Oh wow, that’s surprising, lol.



    



    └Right? When you dip, you end up with a ton of leftover sauce. It’s a waste. If that’s the case, why not just order fried meat and dip it in soy sauce?



    



    “Chinese restaurants that serve fried meat have a high level of perfection in the frying process, so whether you order sweet and sour pork or fried meat, they maintain a crispy texture. But are you really saying you’d order the more expensive sweet and sour pork only to throw away the sauce?”



    



    “I want to eat the sauce too! And how do you know if it stays crispy even after being drenched in sauce?”



    



    “I’ve said it continuously! The fried eel we had at the soba place was crispy even after being in the broth for over 20 minutes! Delivery fried chicken maintains its crispy texture even while on the way!”



    



    It’s time to push forward.



    



    “What Baek Woo-jin is arguing is no different than ordering cold noodles and scraping off the sauce to dip the noodles bit by bit!”



    



    I raised my voice.



    



    “What’s the difference from taking a hamburger apart and eating the bun separately from the patty and cheese? Do you eat bibimbap separately, without mixing it?”



    



    “Why is that coming up here!”



    



    “I have to say it! You mix the vegetables! You mix the rice! In a country of mixing, where we mix cheonggukjang, doenjang, and gochujang, what kind of absurdity is this! If you want to enjoy the flavor of fried food, order fried meat, not sweet and sour pork! Don’t eat sweet and sour pork, which is ordered by people who want to enjoy the sweet and sour sauce with fried meat, in an unreasonable way!”



    



    “Stop making strange assumptions! It’s true that pouring sauce makes the fried food soggy!”



    



    “Please wake up!”



    



    I grabbed Baek Woo-jin’s arms and shook him.



    



    “How did the fried eel at the soba place stay crispy even when in the broth? How does fried chicken stay crispy even during delivery? Do you really not know?”



    



    “It’s because the methods of making them are different! The fact that sweet and sour pork gets soggy is a fact!”



    



    “To be delicious!”



    



    I shook him while crying out.



    



    “It’s because they worked hard so that customers could have a better meal! Sweating over the fire every day! How much do you intend to belittle the chefs who have researched and researched to provide customers with a more satisfying meal! Look at their efforts and passion for giving us delicious food! Sweet and sour pork does not lose! It doesn’t lose to sauce!”



    



    I slowly turned my head to face the camera, leaving Baek Woo-jin in a daze.



    



    “When do you think sweet and sour pork will die?”



    



    └What the heck, lol.



    



    └One-piece, lol.



    



    └When it’s forgotten in people’s memories?



    



    └It won’t die, lol.



    



    “When sweet and sour pork was in vogue? No!”



    



    We’re almost there.



    



    “When it’s placed in oil at 160 degrees? No!”



    



    It would be perfect if a tear fell, but that didn’t happen.



    



    “When it’s drenched in sauce? No!”



    



    I paused for a moment to let it linger and then said with a quivering voice,



    



    “When it’s dipped in sauce.”



    



    I raised my voice again.



    



    “The fried meat, which sacrificed itself to become crispy even in hot oil, without receiving any recognition and being doubted, when dipped in sauce! At this very moment, it will one day be believed! One day, it will definitely be poured over! That’s the kind of food it is! It’s with that mindset that it dives into boiling oil! Isn’t sweet and sour pork pitiful?”



    



    └This is Baek Woo-jin's fault.



    



    └For real, sweet and sour pork must have tried hard to be crispy too, but should it be embarrassed just for being dipped?



    



    └Ah, it’s kind of sad.



    



    └I also worked hard. Why can’t they recognize that!



    



    └I feel like I’m talking about myself, ㅠ.



    



    └Sweet and sour pork really does try hard not to get soggy. That’s why it’s fried multiple times.



    



    └But if you pour sauce over it, won’t it end up soggy anyway?



    



    └Are you ignoring the effort of sweet and sour pork?



    



    └It tried, okay! It might be lacking in some ways! Shouldn’t we support it even more for that?



    



    “Sweet and sour pork tried to become crispy?”



    



    “…….”



    



    “What nonsense.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin staggered.



    



    Seeing him in such a fragile state, it seems today’s debate is over.
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    Saturday.



    



    It's the day of the "Make Side Dishes" broadcast.



    



    I had been craving sweet and sour pork all week, so when Ju Ji-seung asked what I wanted to eat, I answered that I wanted crispy sweet and sour pork without worrying about my blood sugar. Soon, Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin from the group chat joined in, and today the whole gang would be participating in the broadcast.



    



    “Ji-chan, cut the carrots, cucumbers, and onions,” Ju Ji-seung instructed.



    



    “Okay,” Ji-chan replied, taking out a cutting board and knife.



    



    “Chan-yong, I’ll tell you the recipe, so please prepare the batter and sauce.”



    



    “Sure.”



    



    “What about me?” Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    Ju Ji-seung thought for a moment and then smiled.



    



    “You’ll host the broadcast.”



    



    “Why am I the only one hosting?”



    



    “You're the best at it.”



    



    “Yeah, you like talking, right?”



    



    “Because you’re a distraction.”



    



    At Ju Ji-seung’s compliment about being the best at broadcasting, Baek Woo-jin shrugged proudly. But when I raised my chin in agreement, Ji-chan hit back with facts like a chihuahua growling.



    



    “When have I ever been a distraction?”



    



    “I just can’t watch you handle knives; it makes me nervous.”



    



    “You could learn!”



    



    “Okay, okay. Woo-jin, then please soak the wood ear mushrooms in water.”



    



    “Got it.”



    



    To soothe Woo-jin, Ju Ji-seung gave him the easiest task.



    



    “Ji-chan, do you have the recipe over there?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “You can start by making the batter.”



    



    The recipe for the sweet and sour pork batter that Ju Ji-seung wrote down called for mixing sweet potato starch, potato starch, and corn starch in a ratio of 70:20:10.



    



    It seems they don’t use flour or leavening agents.



    



    After mixing the starches well, water is added, and they let it sit for a while. Looking around, everyone is doing their tasks well.



    



    Ju Ji-seung is separating the pork shoulder into fat and lean meat and cutting the lean meat into pieces the size of fingers. Ji-chan finished cutting the carrots and is now slicing the cucumbers, while Baek Woo-jin, who soaked the wood ear mushrooms in water, is sitting blankly and reading a message in the chat.



    



    “Is Tae-rin okay? Yeah, she said she's fine now.”



    



    It seems the viewers were also worried about Ju Tae-rin.



    



    “Do we need to season the meat?”



    



    Not wanting to stay idle while the starch separates from the water, I walked over to Ju Ji-seung.



    



    “No, it’s fresh enough that we don’t need to. We’ll make the sauce separately.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung said to the camera, “If you want to season the meat, you can marinate it in soy sauce and cooking wine, but this meat is in good condition, so we’ll just fry it as is.”



    



    That’s good to hear. It seems I’ll be able to eat proper sweet and sour pork after a long time.



    



    “We need to cook rice. Do you want burdock rice or lotus root rice?”



    



    Ju Ji-seung asked.



    



    “Burdock.”



    



    “Lotus root.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin and I had differing opinions.



    



    “Burdock rice is delicious.”



    



    “Lotus root is tastier.”



    



    “Burdock is better.”



    



    “Those two are always like this. You can argue about it when you’re supposed to.”



    



    Ji-chan, who was cutting onions, chimed in, but I couldn’t concede on the burdock rice.



    



    “Lotus root takes longer because you have to remove the parasites and starch. Do you know what you’re talking about?”



    



    “I can handle it!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin insisted.



    



    “Burdock requires prep too, right? You have to peel it.”



    



    “Look at that. You don’t even know. You don’t have to soak it in water and wait. Who likes lotus root anyway?”



    



    “I love it!”



    



    “Who?”



    



    “Don’t you know ‘The Steel Lotus Root Alchemist’? It sold 80 million copies!”



    



    “Ha ha ha!”



    



    Ju Ji-seung burst into laughter.



    



    “Hey, the weird lawyer ‘Woo Young-woo’ got over 17% ratings. Have you ever heard of the channel ENA before ‘Woo Young-woo’?”



    



    “What’s that? ‘The Steel Lotus Root Alchemist’ also succeeded in a niche magazine, right?”



    



    “Is that all? ‘Woo Young-woo’ has been number one on Netflix multiple times!”



    



    “Oh, but ‘The Steel Lotus Root Alchemist’ hit worldwide.”



    



    └Here we go again with the crazy comments, lol.



    



    └If we think about IP expansion, wouldn’t the Lotus Root Alchemist have the upper hand?



    



    └Seeing you support Japanese content, are you perhaps Iwan Yong?



    



    └Lol, this chat is full of crazy viewers! Why is Iwan Yong coming up here, lol?



    



    └But there is a difference in volume. I think the short-term impact is from ‘Woo Young-woo.’



    



    └Fact: The Lotus Root and ‘The Steel Lotus Alchemist’ have no relation whatsoever. Burdock and the weird lawyer Woo Young-woo also have no connection.



    



    As we were playing around with nonsensical talk, Ju Ji-seung had finished prepping the burdock and set the rice to cook.



    



    It seems Ju Ji-seung prefers ‘Woo Young-woo’ too.



    



    Ji-chan finished cutting all the vegetables, and now it's time to make the sauce. Just in time, the starch and water had separated.



    



    He drained the excess water, added a raw egg and cooking oil on top of the remaining starch, and mixed it until the batter was nearly done.



    



    Ju Ji-seung checked the batter's consistency and added a little more water.



    



    “Good. It’s looking good.”



    



    “Is it okay?”



    



    “Yeah, this will work.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung added the meat to the batter.



    



    The sweet and sour sauce was made by dissolving soy sauce in water and bringing it to a boil, then adding the vegetables that Ji-chan had cut.



    



    The recipe called for vinegar, but it seems they decided to leave out the sugar.



    



    “Hyung, isn’t sugar usually added?”



    



    “Yeah. Sugar is added too. We’ll have to adjust the thickness with starch later, but it’s been left out for now. Be careful.”



    



    “Then won’t it be a bit thin?”



    



    “It’s fine. It’ll taste good.”



    



    If Ju Ji-seung says it will be delicious, then it will be.



    



    As soon as vinegar was added to the boiling sauce, a foul smell filled the air.



    



    The air purifier seemed to have noticed, as the sound of the fan increased.



    



    “Wow.”



    



    With the sound of frying, Baek Woo-jin exclaimed.



    



    “Woo-jin.”



    



    “Yeah?”



    



    “Bring over the soaked wood ear mushrooms.”



    



    “Okay.”



    



    When I asked for the mushrooms to put in the sauce, Baek Woo-jin only replied and didn’t come over.



    



    “What are you doing?”



    



    “Nothing.”



    



    Turning my head, I was startled to see the wood ear mushrooms had expanded.



    



    Seeing the mushrooms, fully hydrated and escaping from the bowl, both Ju Ji-seung and I were taken aback.



    



    “Hey, you little rascal. Who did you prepare this for like this?”



    



    “Oh, they swell up like seaweed, huh?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded, talking as if it was someone else's problem, and Cha Ji-chan poked him in the side.



    



    “What do we do now?”



    



    “It looks like we can't eat them all. Just put in a reasonable amount for now.”



    



    Following Ju Ji-seung's instruction, we added only some of the wood ear mushrooms to the sauce and set the rest aside.



    



    “Woo-jin.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung called Baek Woo-jin again.



    



    “...Yeah.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who seemed dejected because of the mushrooms, answered weakly.



    



    “Come over here. Try this.”



    



    When I turned my head, I saw Baek Woo-jin taking a bite of the fried meat.



    



    It made me envious to see him puffing out hot air while eating.



    



    Just then, the sauce was finished, so I turned off the heat and headed toward the fryer.



    



    Ju Ji-seung repeated the process of taking the fried meat out with a strainer and placing it back in. He said this method adds air layers, making it crispier.



    



    “Me too. Me too.”



    



    “Here.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung lifted the fried meat and placed it on a plate.



    



    Together with Cha Ji-chan, we tasted one piece each, and the texture and aroma of the meat were enough to whet our appetites.



    



    It was hard to believe this was fried without any seasoning; it tasted so good.



    



    ***



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin dished out the burdock rice and set the table with their utensils.



    



    Ju Ji-seung placed the mountain of fried meat in the center of the table and, of course, poured the sauce over it.



    



    “Ah.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin showed a hint of disappointment, but since he lost the debate over sauce versus dipping last time, he didn’t dare say anything else.



    



    “Let’s eat well.”



    



    “Let’s eat well.”



    



    Everyone dove into the sweet and sour pork.



    



    The perfectly fried pieces were crispy but not hard, soaking up the sauce as they entered our mouths.



    



    Compared to the sauce from regular Chinese restaurants, it lacked sweetness, but when dipped in soy sauce mixed with red pepper powder, the umami flavor was much stronger.



    



    Above all, the fried meat itself was so delicious that even I, who don’t drink, began to think about having some liquor.



    



    “I’ve seen sweet and sour sauces that feel almost like jelly because they use a lot of starch. I prefer a runny sauce.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan shared his thoughts.



    



    “It’s fine even without the sweetness.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin seemed satisfied too.



    



    “Old-school sweet and sour pork had a vibe like this. It changed after delivery services started cutting costs. Chan-yong knows this well.”



    



    “The owners of the Chinese restaurant in my neighborhood probably still remember my voice. I used to eat so much sweet and sour pork.”



    



    We laughed heartily while continuing our meal.



    



    Gathering on a Saturday to cook together and chat made me feel warm inside.



    



    Since we’ve done this today, I want to try making it with pickled cabbage later.



    



    I’ll definitely say it’s easier to buy, though.



    



    “What are we doing tomorrow?”



    



    “Let’s rest tomorrow. I’m tired.”



    



    “You didn’t work out this week. Let’s do it tomorrow.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan's remark made everyone turn to him.



    



    “What’s with you all? Do you think I enjoy doing this?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “Right.”



    



    “...That’s true. It’s all for health, right? Ji-seung, it seems like you’ve been trying to avoid exercising lately.”



    



    “I’m just too busy. Since ‘Korean Cuisine Appreciation,’ I’ve had too much to do.”



    



    “Hmm. Side dishes. You’re...”



    



    “I’m busy with board games.”



    



    “What board games?”



    



    I was about to mention I was playing with pickled cabbage but realized we were live on air and shut my mouth.



    



    “Baek Woo-jin, you really need to work hard. Ji-seung and I can take a break since we’ve done some side dishes before, but your blood sugar is still not under control.”



    



    “Don’t you know I’m preparing for a project? I’m busy too!”



    



    └What project?



    



    └Didn’t you say you were preparing something big before?



    



    └What is it?



    



    “Ah, I’ll let you know when I’m ready. I’m still in the preparation phase.”



    



    “Isn’t it okay to say that?”



    



    Ju Ji-seung asked.



    



    “What?”



    



    “The company.”



    



    “Oh, right. There’s nothing to hide.”



    



    When I looked to Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin for agreement, they both nodded.



    



    “We’re merging our companies. Of course, we’ll keep our individual channels, but we’ll help each other with work.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung shared the news that the "Namsadangpae" (a performance troupe) would be merging into one company with the viewers.



    



    It was important to us, but not a huge deal, so I had been wondering how to say it, but it came out well.



    



    “What’s the company name?”



    



    “Good question. What should we call it?”



    



    “Any good ideas?”



    



    It’s easier to ask the viewers for suggestions at times like this.



    



    └Bae Seung-yong Car?



    



    └Sadang Family



    



    └Namsadangpae



    



    └Namsadangpae sounds good



    



    └I like the Korean name



    



    “What kind of name is Namsadangpae? Who would name a company like that?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan frowned in disgust.



    



    “I'm fine with it. How about you, Chan-yong?”



    



    Ju Ji-seung seemed okay with it.



    



    “I’m not really on board either. It’s fine for us to talk among ourselves, but as a company name, it’s not quite right, is it?”



    



    “Is that so?”



    



    “Of course!”



    



    Cha Ji-chan spoke up for me.



    



    “Hey, Baek Woo-jin. What do you think?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan called Baek Woo-jin, and we all turned to look at him, but he was lowering his head.



    



    “What’s wrong?”



    



    “Are you full?”



    



    “Do you need to poop?”



    



    As we took turns expressing our concern, Baek Woo-jin slowly opened his mouth.



    



    “...I do!”



    



    “Huh?”



    



    “It’s getting soggy! You jerk!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin lunged at me.
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    On Sunday, I relaxed playing board games with Muk-ji, took a nap, and then had dinner before playing again.



    



    On Monday, we went to Mokpo to film a segment for a show called "White Rice" and enjoyed braised hairtail. I thought hairtail was only famous in Jeju, but the braised hairtail I had at Restaurant B in Mokpo was quite impressive.



    



    Even though it was braised, it had a lot of broth that was deep yet clear, so I could easily finish a bowl just by pouring the broth over plain rice.



    



    According to Baek Woo-jin, I should savor the rich flavor that develops slowly as it simmers, but before I could do that, the broth was already gone.



    



    And today, Baek Woo-jin invited me to lunch, saying he had something to discuss, so we headed to the N Restaurant at W Hotel.



    



    “...I'll have the same as you,” I said.



    



    I couldn't understand the menu, so I decided to just order what Ju Ji-seung ordered.



    



    “The view here is nice.”



    



    The door leading to Hwan-gu-dan outside the large window has a quaint charm.



    



    “So, what is it?”



    



    “Chan-yong is doing lunchboxes. Ji-chan is aiming for the sky. Ji-seung did ‘Korean Food Praise.’ Now I want to do something too.”



    



    This was something he had been talking about for a while.



    



    Although "Korean Food Praise" happened because we ended up appearing together, it wasn’t something we had initially planned as a group.



    



    Still, Baek Woo-jin insisted that since everyone was doing what they wanted, he should do what he wanted too.



    



    I thought it was only natural to do it together, so I told him to feel free to say anything. Apparently, today was the day.



    



    Just as Baek Woo-jin was about to speak, the bread arrived.



    



    The golden, glossy crust looked incredibly appetizing.



    



    Taking a bite of the bread, I could feel the fluffy yet chewy texture and rich aroma.



    



    “It’s delicious.”



    



    “Right? I guess there's a reason it’s expensive.”



    



    “Exactly! I’m treating you all today.”



    



    “Mmm.”



    



    “Anyway.”



    



    As Baek Woo-jin tried to speak again, the onion soup arrived.



    



    It didn’t look particularly inviting, but surprisingly, it felt like a hangover cure despite not having drunk anything.



    



    “This is delicious too.”



    



    “Is this your first time having onion soup?”



    



    “Yeah. It’s really good!”



    



    I couldn’t stop eating.



    



    “I’ve really thought a lot about this, and in the end, we’re all struggling because we want to be happy, right?”



    



    “I’m happy.”



    



    “Immensely happy!”



    



    “I want to learn how to make onion soup.”



    



    “Sure. So, how can we become happy? I’ve found the answer.”



    



    Just as Baek Woo-jin was about to say something, the salad arrived.



    



    I didn’t know what I had ordered, but it looked like a lot was thrown together. I even spotted some flowers.



    



    “Tastes like a regular salad.”



    



    “True.”



    



    “No, look at the state of the vegetables. None of them are wilted or bruised. Someone must have prepared them all by hand.”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    It seems experts have a different perspective.



    



    “Remember when Chan-yong and Ji-chan said they wanted to be useful to others? That’s spot on. According to Maslow, once physiological and safety needs are met, we start wanting belonging and affection, and then respect.”



    



    “Are we eating too quickly?”



    



    “Well, it’s delicious, so of course we’re eating fast.”



    



    “I’m nervous since it’s my first time here.”



    



    “So what? Just eat what you want. What’s next?”



    



    Just then, the pasta arrived.



    



    I was curious since the name had “truffle” in it, but I didn’t expect this type of pasta.



    



    Even before tasting it, the strong truffle aroma was wafting up.



    



    As I picked up the fork, the thick, creamy texture along with the truffle aroma made it undeniably tasty, but it felt a bit too rich for me.



    



    Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan were enjoying it, while Baek Woo-jin was saying something that I couldn’t hear because the steak was being served.



    



    Baek Woo-jin had asked for an extra steak, so I was looking forward to it, but they really only gave a tiny portion.



    



    It was too small to cut, so I put a piece with sauce into my mouth and forgot to even be amazed.



    



    The steak made its presence known as it filled my mouth.



    



    With every chew, the rich meat aroma filled my nasal passages, and the juices flowing out teased my tongue.



    



    “Are you not going to listen to me?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    “Uh-huh. I’m listening.”



    



    “Good, good.”



    



    “Hyung, what did you make this with?”



    



    “Hmm...”



    



    “Oh, seriously.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin pouted in frustration, so I met his gaze for a moment and popped the remaining steak into my mouth.



    



    I could eat this every day.



    



    “Phew.”



    



    “That was good.”



    



    “Are they going to give us dessert?”



    



    They said they would bring more bread, so I had a piece to cleanse my palate, and now I was coming back to my senses.



    



    Baek Woo-jin was pouting a lot.



    



    “So? What’s the way to be happy?”



    



    There was no response.



    



    “You were talking about some recognition need and then just stopped.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan chimed in, and Baek Woo-jin shot us a glare.



    



    “You're really going to listen, right?”



    



    “Of course.”



    



    “Oh, dessert is coming.”



    



    I thought the timing was uncanny as I turned my head, but no one was there.



    



    Baek Woo-jin, teased by Ju Ji-seung, was shaking his fist in frustration.



    



    He’s really a fun guy.



    



    “Hah.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin sighed and then started to speak.



    



    “There are a lot of lonely or depressed people among those who aren’t struggling to make a living. I’m thinking about doing something for them.”



    



    That’s a good idea.



    



    Even with a stable income, I’ve experienced a sense of loss and loneliness, and I’ve struggled with depression.



    



    “How?”



    



    Ju Ji-seung asked, “They say it’s important to feel like I’m needed by someone.”



    



    “Right. I think I gradually got better while thinking that way too.”



    



    I agreed with him.



    



    “Yeah. So I want to give my subscribers that opportunity.”



    



    “Volunteering?”



    



    “It would be nice to go together.”



    



    “No, it’s about becoming someone the viewers need. If they donate 10,000 won to me every month, how happy would that make me?”



    



    I was left speechless because it was so absurd.



    



    “Are you crazy?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan stepped in for me and Ju Ji-seung.



    



    “It’s a joke! Why do you guys always tease me and not go along with this kind of prank?”



    



    “Shh.”



    



    “If you act up here, you’ll get kicked out.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s lips were twitching.



    



    This was entertaining.



    



    “So? What’s the real plan?”



    



    “Nationwide Secret Santa.”



    



    “......”



    



    I was so baffled I couldn’t say anything, and this time, real dessert arrived.



    



    In front of Ju Ji-seung and me, there was some kind of mysterious dish with nuts, and in front of Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin was a delicious-looking cake.



    



    I should have ordered that.



    



    “Did you ever do Secret Santa when you were a kid?”



    



    “......I did.”



    



    I looked it up and found out that it’s derived from the Spanish word “manito,” which means a very close friend.



    



    “Hey, how do you do that? Nationwide? I can’t even grasp that.”



    



    “Why? We just do it.”



    



    “How?”



    



    “Make eye contact with a friend and smile. Sneakily give them snacks. Then, after a month, reveal you’re their Secret Santa and give them a letter. It’s easy.”



    



    “No, how do you do that for the entire nation?”



    



    “What’s so hard about it? You just decide for yourself.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin said while eating cake.



    



    “Our subscribers can each pick someone they like and film themselves giving gifts throughout the month. Everyone has a phone, right? They can upload it all to YouTube.”



    



    The mysterious dessert turned out to be surprisingly harmonious with fruit and nuts.



    



    “Our subscribers are over 6 million. Even if only 10% participate, that’s 600,000 people. Then, 600,000 videos will be uploaded, and surely Secret Santa will become a trend, right?”



    



    “What’s that?”



    



    “Everyone becomes kinder.”



    



    This time, I was so astonished that I couldn’t respond, not because it was ridiculous, but because I was genuinely surprised.



    



    Although Baek Woo-jin's idea seemed a bit far-fetched at first, the intention behind it—to hope that individuals would become kinder to their neighbors—was indeed noble. If it really catches on, maybe it could fill a corner of the news, previously filled with hate, with good stories.



    



    “How will you persuade the subscribers?” Cha Ji-chan asked.



    



    “It’ll be fine. Everyone will do it.”



    



    “What about incentives or something like that?”



    



    “No, we don’t need that. If they’re our viewers, I’m sure they’ll participate voluntarily.”



    



    “......What if we reached out to those with interesting or touching videos from the Secret Santa project? It would feel like interviewing the creators.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded at my suggestion.



    



    “Since it’s an act without any compensation, Chan-yong’s idea makes sense.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung seemed interested as well.



    



    “Wow. Can we handle this?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan still had some concerns.



    



    “The fact that you’re worried about handling it means you’re thinking you’ll be participating a lot too, right?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    “Well, just for fun. I’d probably do it just to enjoy myself. If everyone’s doing it, it might be easier to consider. But a month is too long.”



    



    “Yeah, given the current pace of content consumption, it’s better to keep it short and sweet. It’s better than letting it fizzle out later.”



    



    “Hmm. Then how about a week?”



    



    “A week sounds reasonable.”



    



    “Wait, are we really doing this?”



    



    “Let’s do it!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin exclaimed, his eyes shining with excitement.
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    We held a meeting to discuss Baek Woo-jin's nationwide Secret Santa game.



    



    In one group were Ju Ji-seung and Choi Mi-kael from Banyasikgyeong, while Cha Ji-chan and Ahn Sang-kyu represented Jimggun. Baek Woo-jin and Lee Ji-hye were in Ujinious, and the Banchang store had me and Mukunji together.



    



    “It’s too bleak. There’s nothing to laugh about, no hope. That’s why we need Secret Santa,” Baek Woo-jin stressed the need for a nationwide Secret Santa.



    



    “Those who participate will realize they can bring joy to someone else and gain self-esteem from it. Conversely, the recipients might be surprised at first, but they will be happy, realizing someone is watching them. You can check academic references for this.”



    



    There are countless papers and articles on the subject.



    



    Without even needing to verify, since it was Baek Woo-jin's idea, it was clear that Secret Santa would have a positive impact on people.



    



    However, there seemed to be a problem with the method.



    



    Baek Woo-jin argued that filming Secret Santa videos with subscribers and uploading them to YouTube would definitely bring joy to people. But getting thousands, if not hundreds of thousands, to participate wouldn’t just come with good outcomes.



    



    As the saying goes, “Where there are blessings, there are troubles.”



    



    “Why?”



    



    When PD Lee Ji-hye raised her hand, Baek Woo-jin pointed at her.



    



    “It won’t work.”



    



    “What won’t work?”



    



    “Secret Santa.”



    



    We all were filled with concerns, but I didn’t expect PD Lee Ji-hye to step in first.



    



    “First of all, let’s say we expect 600,000 participants, or even just 60,000. How are you going to verify the videos they upload?”



    



    PD Lee Ji-hye looked around.



    



    “Even if you combine all the staff at the Sadang Family, there are only about 50 people, right? Even if we assume 50, each person would have to watch 1,200 videos. If the videos are shorts, lasting just one minute, that’s 1,200 minutes. That’s 20 hours. And good videos will need interviews, right? We can’t just watch them once to select. Traveling across the country for interviews, filming, and uploading? What about other work? Are you out of your mind?”



    



    “We can just extend the time!”



    



    “Second.”



    



    Lee Ji-hye cut off Baek Woo-jin’s response.



    



    “Even at a minimum, that’s several thousand people. Have you thought about what could happen if 600,000 people participate, as you say? It’s utterly ridiculous. Just because they’re our channel subscribers, we can’t assume they’re all good people. Fine. Let’s say we trust our subscribers without any evidence. What about everyone else? What if someone uses Secret Santa as an excuse to stalk others? How are we supposed to handle that?”



    



    “Why is that our fault?”



    



    “Right. It’s not our fault. But do you think other people will think that way? Those looking for a chance will swarm and say crimes happened because of the Sadang Family. How will you deal with that?”



    



    That’s actually the most concerning issue.



    



    We would never encourage criminal behavior. If we proceed as Baek Woo-jin suggested, we’d definitely warn against such actions, but human behavior is unpredictable.



    



    If I can’t control the people around me, how can I control the actions of thousands or tens of thousands?



    



    “But still!”



    



    “It’s a good thing.”



    



    Lee Ji-hye interrupted Baek Woo-jin once more.



    



    “The thought of creating a better world. It may seem reckless and foolish, but I like it. And I believe everyone here sympathizes with that to some degree.”



    



    Lee Ji-hye looked around at us before focusing back on Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “Lunch boxes. The nationwide trek. If we only considered costs, those wouldn’t have been feasible. But we didn’t oppose it because it was a good cause. Also, mentioning the Sadang Family helped in channel operations.”



    



    “This case is no different.”



    



    “It is different. At least the lunch boxes and the trek had visible results. We sold healthy lunch boxes at a loss to those who needed affordable and nutritious meals, and we also donated. The trek was supported by donations from viewers and promised funding from WH. But what about Secret Santa?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin couldn’t respond.



    



    “Secret Santa may be one way to create a happier world, as you say. But can you quantify that? How will you prove the results?”



    



    “It’s not necessary to quantify everything.”



    



    “It is necessary. Because we’re a company.”



    



    Lee Ji-hye understands Baek Woo-jin's heart better than anyone.



    



    That’s why she can articulate the practical problems in detail.



    



    She must have contemplated all these examples and counterarguments while thinking about how to implement Baek Woo-jin’s idea and the possible outcomes.



    



    And after all this consideration, she deemed it impossible, hence her firmness.



    



    She was someone who had stood by Baek Woo-jin during his toughest times.



    



    “Someone told me, ‘I became happy through Secret Santa. I gained self-esteem.’ Who would believe that? Me? The people here? Are you going to lecture the public on what you explained to the subscribers for 10 or 20 minutes?”



    



    “......”



    



    “Emotionally, they might understand. But to logically convince them, you need something visible. They won’t wait 10 minutes for you.”



    



    “......”



    



    “The reason lunch boxes and the nationwide trek received great responses and were highly regarded is that there were accurate figures. Young people who gave up millions of won in sales and lost 8 million won while dedicating their labor and time. The warm hearts and passion of the young people who took out 10 million won from their own pockets over three weeks. Just conveying that fact already wrapped it up nicely. But what about this?”



    



    Lee Ji-hye shook her head.



    



    “You can make people happy and bring them joy. You’ve done that until now. But this method isn’t it. Find another way.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s fists trembled.



    



    As Baek Woo-jin was systematically countered with detailed arguments against his ideals, he felt frustrated, as his intentions were genuine.



    



    However, being the intelligent person he is, he seemed to understand well what Lee Ji-hye was conveying.



    



    Lee Ji-hye denied the method of Secret Santa but encouraged finding another way.



    



    Since she didn’t misinterpret or distort his true intentions, he calmly waited for alternative opinions instead of shouting or throwing a tantrum, which showed how sincere he was about this matter. This deepened the concern for all members of the Sadang Family, including myself.



    



    We were contemplating how to salvage Baek Woo-jin's idea.



    



    “Hmm. My thoughts are a bit different,” Choi Mi-kael broke the silence.



    



    “Woo-jin’s idea is pure, unlike what the Nam-Sadang troupe has done in the past. It’s not about giving money or food, but simply sharing hearts,” he continued.



    



    Everyone focused on Choi Mi-kael.



    



    “Second, it’s something we can do easily.”



    



    “Ahem.”



    



    Ahn Sang-kyu cleared his throat.



    



    Everyone looked bewildered, except for Ju Ji-seung, who casually sipped his coffee as if this was familiar.



    



    “What do you mean?”



    



    Mukunji asked.



    



    “Whether it’s 60,000 or 600,000 participants, the Nam-Sadang troupe can’t handle that number. So managing it from the start is impossible. We need to let it go.”



    



    “What does that mean?”



    



    “Woo-jin’s idea is practically unfeasible to implement. Even a large broadcaster like WTV would need months to prepare for something of this scale. Therefore, we need to approach it in a way that we can manage.”



    



    “...Online?”



    



    Mukunji asked, confirming.



    



    “Exactly.”



    



    Choi Mi-kael grinned.



    



    “Is there a rule that Secret Santa has to happen in real life?”



    



    “...Not really,”



    



    Cha Ji-chan replied.



    



    “We just need to tweak the method a little. For example, we could have subscribers choose one person each for Secret Santa and leave likes or positive comments on the posts of their selected person.”



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    “We could also act together. There are many good creators who don’t get the recognition they deserve. We could go to their channels, whether it’s 60,000 or 600,000 of us, and leave likes and comments. They’d probably be bewildered, right? They might even cry from happiness. That reaction would be interesting.”



    



    Choi Mi-kael chuckled slyly.



    



    “Also, we could comment on negative comments like this: ‘You’re just feeling a little down right now. You can be a good person. I hope you regret this comment later.’ We could leave thousands of the same comment. Don’t you think the reaction from those trolls would be amusing?”



    



    I was too shocked to close my mouth.



    



    “By engaging online like this, we can prevent any illegal activities that might happen in real life. We can quantify the results too. Plus, it wouldn’t cost us anything. The participants can leave comments together, so it won’t require much labor. If we select the most liked positive comments, we won’t even need to check each comment individually.”



    



    It felt a bit off, but I understood why Choi Mi-kael had seen success in content planning until now.



    



    If this were to be done offline, we’d be overwhelmed with budget, labor, and management issues, and we wouldn’t even know where to start.



    



    Now, transitioning online seemed to solve most of those problems.



    



    “That makes sense. Speaking of good deeds, there’s a YouTuber I know who collects trash at the beach.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung mentioned someone he wanted to highlight.



    



    “I think positive comments would be better than targeting trolls. If hundreds of thousands of people leave positive comments, it’d make them happy and create a buzz.”



    



    “Using the same comment would be even better. If we commented ‘Have a good day’ with the Sadang Family logo, it’d be perfect.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Ahn Sang-kyu shared their ideas.



    



    “I agree. Using a unified message can promote our Secret Santa activity and generate some buzz. It’d be good to target heroes or people facing difficulties who have been introduced in news or other YouTube channels.”



    



    Mukunji supported Ahn Sang-kyu’s opinion while proposing a new idea.



    



    “I’m thinking of small business owners. They’re really struggling these days, especially regarding reviews. Of course, we’d need to experience it firsthand. I want to find a way to include them as our targets.”



    



    I also shared my thoughts.



    



    Initially, the meeting’s atmosphere was negative and headed in the wrong direction, but gradually it shifted towards a positive outlook.



    



    “What do you think, Ji-hye?”



    



    Ju Ji-seung asked Lee Ji-hye.



    



    Everyone turned their attention to PD Lee Ji-hye.



    



    “...There’s room for refinement, but it definitely sounds good. It seems promising.”



    



    When she showed a positive attitude, Baek Woo-jin, who had been trying to maintain his composure, wiped away tears.



    



    “What’s wrong?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan looked at Baek Woo-jin in disbelief.



    



    Ju Ji-seung pulled out a tissue and handed it to him, and I, feeling worried, looked up and asked,



    



    “Are you crying?”
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    “What’s your favorite zero-calorie drink?” That’s a tough question.



    



    It was Friday. During the broadcast, Sky Pig donated 10,000 won and asked the question.



    



    “First of all, it’s Coca-Cola Zero. Honestly, I can’t really remember how regular Coca-Cola tasted, but now I’m addicted to the zero version. If I hadn’t been forced to stop, I probably would have kept drinking it.”



    



    └I don’t have diabetes, but I still prefer the zero version.



    └Isn’t it an exaggeration to say you drink it just for the taste?



    └No, no, it really tastes different; I like the zero better too.



    └What about Narangdo?



    



    “Narangdo. It’s good value for money. But honestly, it’s not really my preference. When it comes to soda, Chilseong Cider Blue Lime is really delicious. It’s smooth and refreshing. I used to really like natural cider. It feels like something is missing from the natural cider? For me, it’s similar to Coca-Cola Zero.”



    



    If you like natural cider, can’t you just drink natural cider zero?



    



    What is natural cider anyway?



    



    I didn’t even know there was a product called Blue Lime.



    



    “Oh? They have a zero version of natural cider? Why didn’t anyone tell me?”



    



    Hahaha



    



    Why should we tell you? Hahaha



    



    You didn’t ask, did you?



    



    Your audacity is growing by the day.



    



    After searching, I found out there really is one. It seems the zero-calorie drink market is indeed growing. Most of the drinks I used to like have been released in zero versions since I was diagnosed with diabetes.



    



    “I have to buy this.”



    



    I tried to recall what other zero drinks there were.



    



    “Milkis Zero. Right. Milkis Zero is also okay. The truth is, all zero drinks taste a bit different or are lacking compared to the originals, and Milkis is no exception. It feels like something is missing compared to regular Milkis, but it still has a unique taste that can only be found in Milkis. It’s nice that there’s an alternative for those who miss it.”



    



    Milkis Zero is delicious.



    



    They’re coming out with everything these days.



    



    These days, there’s almost a zero version of everything.



    



    I heard there’s a Powerade Zero too.



    



    “I’ve only seen Powerade at the store but haven’t tried it. Oh, speaking of functional drinks, Hot Six and Vita500 also have zero versions, right?”



    



    When I showed this to the viewers online, many of them seemed surprised.



    



    “Oh, Welch’s Zero. The grape flavor is the best. If you pour it into an ice cup, the fruit aroma is really nice. I’ve been avoiding fruits due to my diabetes, but I really like grapes. I feel like I’m experiencing some kind of backlash. I recommend Welch’s Zero grape flavor. Coca-Cola Zero lemon flavor? I don’t like lemons, so I didn’t like it much. Pepsi lime flavor is also not great. I’ll drink it if it’s available? Ah!”



    



    I clapped my hands without realizing it.



    



    “Galbae Cider Zero came out? How did I not know about this? Has anyone tried it?”



    



    It’s better without it.



    



    It’s delicious.



    



    No way, lol. They said you might get an upset stomach if you drink too much of it, so stop looking at it.



    



    I stocked up on it during the 1+1 sale this summer and drank a lot. It’s similar to the original but with a cleaner aftertaste.



    



    “Wow. That’s insane. Why didn’t I know about this? I have to order it right away.”



    



    I added Galbae Cider to my cart.



    



    Did you know Ceylon tea also has a zero version?



    



    Maccol has one too.



    



    Boseong black tea iced tea is also delicious. It’s super sweet.



    



    “Wow. The world is really heading in the right direction.”



    



    To be healthy, I need to reduce sugar intake, but it’s not easy to give up the foods and drinks I’ve gotten used to. Now, I can handle it by eating regular meals little by little, but in the early stages of my diabetes, not being able to eat my favorite foods was really painful.



    



    “It would be nice if cafes increased their zero menu options. I’m really tired of only drinking iced Americano or cold brew.”



    



    It must be really painful for people with diabetes to go to cafes.



    



    For real, it’s in front of you, but you can’t eat it. ㅠㅠ



    



    Bring out zero tteokbokki; I don’t even remember what tteokbokki tastes like.



    



    Isn’t it possible to make tteokbokki like how Joo Ji-seung made zero bingsu and low-sugar sweet and sour sauce?



    



    The rice cake itself is a lump of carbohydrates, how is that possible? Hahaha.



    



    What if you just reduce the sauce?



    



    Konjac tteokbokki? Let’s go.



    



    “Konjac is konjac. It’s not rice cake.”



    



    It might create a feeling, but it wouldn’t satisfy the desire to eat tteokbokki at all.



    



    Looking at the time, it was about time to get to the main point.



    



    “Two days ago, I said I had something to tell you all. Before I get into that, let’s watch a video.”



    



    Viewers started to send question marks.



    



    Baek Woo-jin played a video he had uploaded on YouTube.



    



    Human desires can be categorized into stages, and Maslow divided them into five levels: physiological needs, safety needs. Up to this point, it’s all related to survival, and next comes belonging needs and esteem needs, which are rarely satisfied.



    



    “Maslow’s hierarchy of needs is a well-known theory, and many of you may have heard of it at least once.”



    



    Suddenly?



    



    This is true. For people to be mentally healthy, they really need to be respected at home and at work. It’s not about being adored but being respected as a person.



    



    Most feelings of self-loathing occur when you’ve worked hard but aren’t recognized.



    



    Couples argue for this reason too. Both the man and the woman think they’re doing their best, but if they start resenting each other because they’re only thinking about their own struggles, there’s no solution.



    



    Just a simple thank you is important.



    



    It was clear everyone was intelligent, as they connected the theory to real-life situations well.



    



    “So, if you can be a necessary person for someone, that alone can make you incredibly happy. I resonate with this because the reason I started picking up trash was that I wanted to contribute to society somehow. I wanted to find my place through that. It really did help a lot. The lunch boxes and the national walking expedition were the same. So this time, I want to do it together with all of you.”└Something big is coming.



    



    Are we going to walk again?



    



    It’s going to be cold.



    



    Lunchbox season 2 is coming!



    



    Am I getting hired? Please let me work.



    



    “For the next month, all you have to do is leave comments on YouTube.”



    



    We’ve been doing that anyway.



    



    What are you talking about?



    



    “Kind comments. You’ll be leaving comments that make you feel good. It’s fine if it’s on channels you usually watch, and you can also designate me or the Sadang family.”



    



    It seemed like everyone was still trying to grasp the concept, asking what the purpose of this act was.



    



    “The most precious thing to me is the side dish shop. This shop can survive thanks to all of you, and it’s because of the comments you leave. So, you’re people who make someone happy.”



    



    Give me a shout-out.



    



    Is this like a campaign for positive comments?



    



    I can’t be bothered; why should I do that?



    



    What are you thinking now? Hahaha.



    



    “For the person who writes the most liked comment on that channel, I will give them a whole chicken. The more comments you leave, the higher your chances, right? You can write something funny or touching. You can also receive multiple rewards.”



    



    Now there was a bit of a reaction.



    



    Oh.



    



    Are we getting chickens?



    



    Hahaha, if it’s chicken, I’ll definitely do it.



    



    But can’t you just bring your friends along to rack up the likes? Like using a secondary account?



    



    “It won’t be easy, right? Are you going to get hundreds or thousands of likes just to get one chicken?”



    



    It wouldn’t be worth it financially.



    



    “Of course, there are conditions. First, for a month, you need to change your profile picture to this.”



    



    I showed an image with the words “Namsadang Family” on it.



    



    “You have to display this so we can know it’s a comment we wrote, right?”



    



    Everyone seemed to agree.



    



    “One more thing. While the most liked commenters will receive chickens, we will also select those who wrote a lot of comments and those who replied to others’ comments frequently to receive chickens as well.”



    



    Such events need to feel enjoyable and meaningful in themselves. The greater the possibility of receiving a prize, the more likely people will act voluntarily.



    



    If I act stingily in trying to save money, people might decide not to participate, thinking it’s impossible anyway.



    



    Choi Mi-khael said that actions without monetary transactions are more meaningful, but we agreed to set prizes to encourage participation.



    



    “We prepared 3,000 chickens. This is all funded by the Namsadang family without any external support, PPL, or advertisements. It cost a lot of money.”



    



    When I showed them the payment amount, everyone was shocked.



    



    That’s insane.



    



    What on earth is this? Hahaha.



    



    I really don’t get it. I understand you want to help small YouTubers, but aren’t you in competition with them anyway?



    



    Wow, burning 60 million won on chicken.



    



    “You can see it as competition, but at least we don’t see it that way. It’s much more comforting to help each other out. Really.”



    



    I remember Dongjeo-ssi said the same thing when he taught at university. He said he was someone who fell behind in competition, but by getting along well with those around him and working hard, he ended up where he is now.



    



    Still, Hahaha.



    



    I subscribed because I’m originally this kind of person. I want to participate.



    



    For real, even if the side dish shop makes a lot of money, it doesn’t bother me at all because they share like this. People like this should succeed more.



    



    As long as it’s not about dating, I can forgive everything.



    



    So how do we do this?



    



    “I’ll make a separate video with all the details and upload it next Monday. I’ll also post it in the community, so keep an eye on that. The period will be from February 1 to 29, exactly one month. Just leave comments that make you feel good. What kind of comments do I like the most? Hehe. Comments filled with ‘hehe’ make me feel the best. To be honest, if there are a few curse words mixed in, I feel like, oh, this person is really enjoying it.”



    



    Hahaha, something like this?



    



    Hahaha, YouTube person.



    



    Hahaha.



    



    “Right, right. Like that. But my favorite comments and the ones that get the most likes might be different. Oh, don’t like comments that are just nonsense. They should be clearly positive comments. Got it?”



    



    I confirmed once more.



    



    “Participation will be recognized by changing your profile picture. I’ll attach the image in the announcement, so use that. For verification, just post it in the community. The Namsadang family staff will contact you. What are we doing this time? Be happy. Yes. Be happy.”



    



    Lotte Capital?



    



    Was it a loan advertisement campaign?



    



    I feel like I’ve heard this phrase a lot before.



    



    It plays in movie theaters.



    



    “No! You guys!”
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Friday, February 2, 2024.





I turned on the broadcast.





└Hello





└You’re really punctual with your broadcast~





└Wow, you’re so handsome, sir!





└Our Chanyong breathes well too~





└Hahaha, what’s up with the chat room’s vibe?





└Wow, you have hair! I’m so jealous~





It seemed that due to the “Be Happy” event, the viewers were posting some rather peculiar comments.





“Come on. You’re supposed to write nice comments. And what do you mean, ‘breathe well’? ‘You have hair’? Is there really nothing nice to say?!”





└What’s wrong with complimenting?





└Hahahahahaha





└You took it literally; I’m saying he breathes well.





└Are you ignoring people with breathing issues?





└I was just saying I’m jealous because I don’t have hair.





└Wow, is the side dish shop owner really going to make those without hair feel bad?





└Hey, hey, kind words!





└Oh, I forgot.





These people are always ready to drag someone down whenever they get the chance.





It was clear that the more I talked, the worse it would get, so I hurried to bring up today’s broadcast topic.





“Anyway, today we’re going to learn a bit about rice. I found it really interesting.”





I showed the viewers the reference materials that Mukbangji had organized for me.





“First, if we classify by size, there are Japonica and Indica. The rice we eat is Japonica, which is small, firm, and sticky. Indica is mostly eaten in Southeast Asia and has longer grains. Since it’s less sticky, people from Korea often find it tastes bad.”





└That’s right. Southeast Asian rice tastes bad.





└Wait, are you throwing shade at Southeast Asia?





└Sorry.





└No, it’s just a matter of preference, right?





└So you’re not saying it’s bad; you’re just saying it’s not your taste. That’s how you should say it.





└For real, it would hurt feelings if Southeast Asian rice heard that.





└Can’t I even say it tastes bad for my mouth?





└If you confessed to someone you liked and they said they didn’t like you because you were ugly, would that be nice? You could also say, ‘Sorry, you’re not my type,’ right?





└Oh, I get it.





“This difference in stickiness is due to the amylose content. Japonica has an amylose content of about 17-20%. If the amylose content is low, the rice is sticky, and if it’s high, it’s dry.”





└So if it’s 20%, is it dry?





└No, no, Japonica itself is sticky rice, so we should consider it normal sticky if it’s between 17-20%.





└It’s sticky, huh.





└There’s a weirdo here.





└Me?





└You said it’s sticky.





└You said it’s sticky!





└Stop saying weird things, okay?





└What’s wrong with the kids in this chat? Hahaha.





“Also, the amount of protein affects the taste a lot. Usually, less protein means it’s softer, while more protein means it’s harder. If it has less amylose and a little protein, it would taste good, right?”





└Yes, teacher.





└Eh?





└Chanyong is smart~





└Yeah, yeah.





└Rice with high protein content may not taste great but is better for your health.





└Right. If it has a high protein content, that means the carbohydrate ratio is low.





└Why is it that the healthy stuff always tastes bad?





└Eh?





The viewers kept posting “Yeah” or “Eh.”





“Now let’s compare the amylose and protein contents of the rice varieties produced in our country.”





I showed the reference materials.





“According to this, the variety with the highest amylose content is Chamdream. It has 19.5% amylose, which is average, and the lowest protein content. This means the rice is soft and chewy while having a moderate stickiness.”





└Is it really delicious?





└I don’t know any rice brands.





└If you say it’s delicious, I guess it must be.





└Chamdream is also good for storage and has excellent milling rates.





Heungbu, a farming YouTuber who helped me with sourcing agricultural products when I was in the lunch box business, left a comment.





“Hey? Heungbu here. Hello.”





Heungbu grows various crops in Icheon and shares farming-related information, country life, and occasionally camping content.





He had helped me a lot when I was in the lunch box business, but it had been a long time since we last spoke because I got busy.





Now that I think about it, his channel is quite informative and healing, but it doesn’t have many subscribers.





I wondered if I could help Heungbu’s channel during the “Be Happy” event.





“Heungbu, if it’s okay with you, can we have a quick call?”





As soon as I mentioned it, Heungbu called me.





I switched to speakerphone.





“Heungbu.”





-Oh! How have you been?





“Of course. Heungbu, could you please greet the viewers?”





-Oh, yes. Hello, I’m Park Heungbu, and I’m farming in Icheon. I run a YouTube channel called Heungbu. Nice to meet you.





└Is your real name Heungbu?





└That’s some serious name value.





└Name value, right? Hahahaha.





└Don’t tease me.





└I’m just laughing.





└Is this the extent of the negative comments?





“Heungbu’s channel is really healing, so please check it out.”





-Oh! There’s no healing here. Farming is so hard.





“From a viewer’s perspective, it’s quite relaxing.”





-Hahahaha.





“Heungbu, we’re talking about rice; could you help us a bit?”





I thought it might help with channel promotion, but I wasn’t sure.





-Of course. All the famous rice varieties are mentioned here. Personally, I recommend Baekjinju.





“Baekjinju has low amylose and protein content, right?”





-Exactly. As Chanyong said, the lower the amylose, the stickier it is. If the protein content is low, it’s softer. You can say that Baekjinju has both of these qualities.





“But can you really feel the difference when eating different varieties of rice?”





-Of course, of course. When you switch from mixed rice to a variety rice, you can smell the difference as soon as you open the bag. They say that the rice from Hae-Ban is tastier than most restaurants, right?





“That’s true?”















The Hae-Ban uses rice varieties like Ilpum, Golden Queen, and Boramchan.


















 























“Oh. So it really is different.”





└Hae-Ban is delicious.





└For real, Hae-Ban tastes better than the rice at my house.





└Su-hyang rice is missing; the smell when cooking it is amazing.





└Is sticky rice really that good? I prefer fluffy rice.





└Isn’t that just a matter of water?





“Su-hyang rice is Golden Queen. In the chat, there’s a discussion about sticky rice and fluffy rice, and someone asked if varieties like Baekjinju, which has low amylose, are too sticky and picky with tastes.”





Oh, it’s completely different. Adding a lot of water when cooking rice makes it soggy, and that’s not the same as sticky rice. For Baekjinju, you should use a bit less water. And it shouldn’t be soaked. If you cook it that way, you can get glossy rice.





“You heard that? He said you shouldn’t soak it. I guess the cooking method varies by variety?”





Of course. When you buy rice, it’s all written on the package. When you buy electronic devices, there’s an instruction manual, right? It’s the same with rice; they tell you how to cook it.





I didn’t know that.





I pulled up how to read rice packaging that Mukbangji prepared.





“Like this?”





Ah, yes. That’s right. It says the variety there; single varieties can be sold like that when more than 80% is a single type. Since this says Samgwang, it means that over 80% of it should be Samgwang rice.





“Oh.”





Here, the grade is indicated, right?





“Yeah, it says 'Special'?”





That’s ‘complete rice.’ The more unbroken rice it contains, the higher the grade it receives.





“If the protein content is low, it’s ‘good.’ If it’s medium, it’s ‘average,’ and if it’s high, it’s ‘poor.’ So, when it says ‘good,’ it means it’s 'good' enough.”





Yes. If the protein content is less than 6%, it’s ‘good.’ From 6.1% to 7% is ‘average,’ and anything above that is marked as ‘poor.’





“Then, is the ‘good’ one the most delicious?”





They said that the lower the protein content, the softer the rice.





If you’re just looking at the protein, then yes. But since things like amylose and the aroma of the rice also affect the taste, generally speaking, ‘average’ is acceptable.





“You should eat rice with a protein content of ‘good’ or ‘average.’”





Yes.





“Why is the milling date written on the packaging?”





I understand the production year, but I’m curious why the milling date is also there.





Milling causes the rice to oxidize.





“Oh.”





When it oxidizes, it affects the taste of the rice. Old rice loses its flavor. So, the more recently milled the rice is, the better it is.





“Hmm~”





└Wait, why is rice so complicated?





└Thinking about it, there’s water quality, so it makes sense that there’s rice quality too.





└But just changing the rice can change how it feels to eat.





└Rice is really important.





└What kind of rice do we have at home?





└You usually don’t know what kind of rice you’re eating if you don’t cook it yourself.





Also, while that chart gives exact protein and amylose content, it can vary slightly depending on how it’s grown. For example, Koshihikari is marked at 6%, but SS-grade has a protein content of 4.8-5.3%.





“Are you saying that even within the same variety, there are different grades?”





Yes. Yes. That’s right.





“Oh. So it’s not just beef that gets graded.”





Exactly. Exactly.





Thanks to Heungbu, the broadcast became richer.





“Now, let’s take a closer look at the characteristics of each rice variety. What about Shindongjin?”





Shindongjin is from Jeonnam. It has been famous for rice farming since ancient times, right?





“Naju plain.”





That’s right. Shindongjin rice grains are large. It has a slightly higher protein content, which gives it a nice chewiness.





“The texture is good. Then what about Samgwang?”





Samgwang rice comes from Chungcheong-do, and its grains are transparent. If you look at the chart, the protein content is as low as Baekjinju, which makes it very soft.





“What about Ilpum?”





Ilpum rice is from Gyeongsang-do and, as I mentioned earlier, is used in Hae-Ban. The surface of the rice has a nice sheen.





“Odae. I’ve heard a lot about Odae rice.”





It’s from Gangwon-do, which is probably why. It has a moderate amylose content and high protein, making it a bit firm. This rice is actually good for storage, so even old rice can be very tasty.





“Oh. Since it’s from Gangwon-do, I’m familiar with it. What about Icheon rice?”





In Icheon, we have Alchanmi. Alchanmi rice looks beautiful at first glance.





“Eheh. Beautiful?”





Of course! It’s very pretty and delicious.





“Is there a specific reason why beautiful rice is better?”





Usually, if the rice grains have cracks or blemishes, it’s not good. There can also be spots on them.





“Oh. Right. It doesn’t look good at all.”
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Yes. They say it has poor marketability. Just like with vegetables and fruits, products with blemishes can't fetch their fair price.





“Right. But if they have characteristics, are there specific uses for them? For example, some rice is better for cooking, while others are good for making rice cakes.”





Yes, indeed. When making rice cakes, the stickiness is important, so rice varieties like Baekjinju or Jinsang, which have low amylose content, are good.





“Got it.”





Let’s see...





“What about fried rice?”





It seemed like Park Heungbu was hesitating to answer, so I asked another question.





Fried rice is suitable for indica rice. The grains need to be firm and large for it to taste good. Plus, rice that isn't sticky absorbs oil and seasonings better.





“So it’s originally non-sticky, but adding oil makes it just right?”





Exactly. If you're looking for a variety among Korean types, one with high amylose is good. Shindongjin has a lot of amylose, so it’s less sticky, has higher protein, and the grains are firm. That's why it's often used in Chinese fried rice.





“Wow.”





I had somewhat grasped that each type of rice had its uses while studying with Mukunji, but I couldn't help but admire Park Heungbu’s knowledge.





Also, for sushi, Yeokchanmi is delicious. The grains have a nice elasticity, making the texture interesting, and they have just the right amount of stickiness so they don’t fall apart.





“Anything else?”





Hmm. This is just my personal preference, but for cooked rice, Yeonghojinmi is delicious. It has a nice savory flavor and a wonderful sweetness.





└I should buy Yeonghojinmi.





└Why is the price fluctuating so much?





└Didn’t they say it depends on the grade? Look closely.





└There are 29,000 won for 10 kg and 45,000 won. What should I buy?





└They said the more expensive, the tastier.





└45,000 won is indeed pricey.





└When I looked, it was around 30,000 won.





“Even for the same variety, there’s a price difference?”





I asked a question that the viewers were curious about.





The price of rice varies depending on when it was harvested, when it was milled, whether it's a special product or a regular one, and it also differs from farm to farm, so look carefully and judge accordingly.





“Got it. Wow, thank you so much, Heungbu. Really appreciate it.”





Oh, it’s nothing.





“Everyone, Heungbu's channel is really healing, so please check it out. Heungbu, I’ll get in touch soon. Thank you for today.”





Oh dear. Thank you.





The call ended.





***





It was the third day of the “Be Happy” event, on a Saturday.





To prepare side dishes for Jiyong, everyone gathered at the Banyasikgyeong studio.





“Recently, I've been seeing a lot of people called 'Namsadangpae' on YouTube. What is Namsadangpae? Are they gangsters?”





Cha Jichan read a question that had been posted on a community site.





Responses included, “Yes,” “They say they’re posting positive comments to live a good life,” “They’re really terrible people,” and “You can’t be serious about that, LOL.”





“So I said we should change our name!”





Baek Woojin shouted loudly.





“Do kids these days not know what Namsadangpae means?”





Joo Jiseung tilted his head and asked, and I shrugged.





“Who cares what Namsadangpae is? It’s not the original meaning anyway. Right?”





Baek Woojin rolled his eyes and shook his head.





“What’s this?”





He pulled out his smartphone.





└What is Namsadangpae? Is it some kind of cult? I see comments on every YouTube video saying, 'Be happy, be healthy.'





└LOL!





└Someone could see it that way if they don’t know, haha!





└Why do people keep writing 'Please be saved?' LOL!





The total subscriber count for the Sadang Family was 6.4 million, and they had appeared on TV, so I thought they were quite well-known, but it seems that’s not the case.





“It’s surprising how many people don’t know.”





Joo Jiseung shared his thoughts.





“Actually, there are probably way more people who don’t know.”





“Right. People only see what the algorithm shows them. Even if there are 100,000 subscribers, I don’t know most of them.”





Everyone nodded in agreement with Baek Woojin’s remark.





Even for us, who run YouTube channels full-time, there are many large channels we don’t know, so I wondered how much more true that was for others.





“Well, there’s still some effect.”





In just three days since the event began, “Be Happy” had attracted quite a bit of attention.





Thousands of people were using the same image for their profile pictures, leaving positive comments on various channels that they regularly watched, even those they thought were small and unknown. For other viewers, this phenomenon must be quite fascinating and strange.





Questions and reactions regarding “Be Happy” were being posted not only in communities but also on social media, Knowledge-in, and various other places.





“I’ve given away 3,000 chickens, so if that’s not enough, I’ll be disappointed.”





Cha Jichan said.





“So what are we going to do now?”





“We should help Heungbu.”





I said, and Baek Woojin nodded vigorously.





“Totally agree.”





“Right. He helped us a lot when we were doing business, so it wouldn’t be right to end it with just a meal. It would be nice to help out this time.”





Joo Jiseung thought the same.





“So, are we promoting his channel?”





Cha Jichan asked.





“That would be fine too. But what about secretly helping out? Farming.”





“Eh?”





“Are you farming right now? It’s February!”





“I found out that we need to add fertilizer and do some drainage work, so they said a lot of hands are needed.”





“So you’re preparing for a year of farming?”





“Right.”





“I totally agree!”





Baek Woojin raised his hand and shouted, clearly excited about the idea of playing a secret buddy game.





“Let’s do it secretly then. Let’s not let them know it’s us.”





“How are we going to do that?”





“We can go at night.”





“Hey, this place is just fields. Are there any streetlights? What work can we do at night?”





“We can bring lights. As Woojin said, we can secretly go at night to help and film it to release later.”





“Wait a minute. We need to know what we’re doing first. What if we ruin the farming?”





“We can ask Sister Cheong!”





Baek Woojin mentioned Park Heungbu’s wife.





“We can just ask Sister Cheong to tell us what to do. She might prevent Heungbu from coming out at night.”





“That sounds good.”





I agreed with Baek Woojin, and Joo Jiseung slowly nodded in agreement.





“I can’t believe we’re doing something so crazy. So what, are we going to work from night until dawn?”





“That’s better than competing with an octopus or something.”





“It’s better than hanging on a pull-up bar with a monkey.”





“It’s better than running a marathon with a dog.”





“When are we going to do it?”





As everyone took turns speaking, Cha Jichan redirected the conversation.





“Since we’re talking about it, let’s do it. Besides, no one has anything to do tomorrow.”





Baek Woojin showed enthusiasm.





“Today?”





“If we do it during the week, the next day will be tough. Today is good!”





“That makes sense.”





“Then I’ll contact them?”





“Haha.”





Joo Jiseung chuckled.





“Why?”





“Whenever I’m with you guys, something crazy happens.”





“It’s because of you.”





“It’s because of this guy.”





“That’s because of him.”





I pointed at Baek Woojin, who pointed at Cha Jichan, who then pointed back at me.





“Ah, this is ridiculous.”





It was so absurd I had to say something.





“Honestly, it’s not me. When you guys suggest something, I try to stop it first.”





Cha Jichan tried to counter with some nonsense, but Baek Woojin stepped in first.





“It’s your fault we walked all the way to Busan!”





The pot calls the kettle black.





“You have no right to say that! You made us buy 3,000 chickens!”





As I scolded Baek Woojin, Cha Jichan yelled at me.





“At least he resolved it with money! Have you already forgotten that we worked our butts off for a month while the money kept going out because of you?”





“Huh? Why are you bringing that up? Didn’t you say it was fun!”





“Wasn’t it fun walking all the way to the sky?”





“I’m going to sleep soon. It’ll be tiring to work all night. Wake me up.”





“Ah! It was totally boring!”





“What? Who was whining about wanting to go?”





“When did I ever!”





“Because of you, the side dishes purposely took on the villain role!”





“Right! I was so nice to you because I was thinking about you!”





“Is that being nice? Turning someone into a Nazi supporter? In front of 60,000 people!”





“Hey guys, if we’re going tonight, don’t we need to prepare something?”





“Ah, right.”





“What about the lights?”





“I’ll get them.”





“Sure. You handle that.”





“...But why am I the only one working?”





“You said you’d do it.”





“You were supposed to do it.”





“That was your idea.”





“That was Changyong’s idea.”





Baek Woojin rolled his eyes again, tilting his head.





***





It was Saturday at 11 PM.





We arrived at Park Heungbu's field in Icheon.





“This is a violation of labor standards,”





Producer Lee Ji-hye reprimanded Baek Woojin with a very displeased expression.





“Boss, this really isn’t right.”





Producer Ahn Sang-kyu also had a word with Cha Jichan.





“You should’ve let us know about this in advance. I couldn’t even prepare my cosplay.”





Choi Mikael expressed some strange grievances to Joo Jiseung.





“......”





Mukunji let out a small yawn, and as I approached to zip up my padded jacket, he mumbled the name of a newly released board game.





I’ll have to order that tomorrow.





“Sister!”





Baek Woojin waved at someone approaching.





Turning my head, I saw Heungbu’s wife, Shim Cheong, walking over in warm clothes.





“Hello!”





“Oh my. Are you okay on such a cold day?”





The cold had subsided a bit, but this winter was particularly chilly.





“Yeah! What should we do first?”





“I’m really not sure about this.”





“What’s the big deal? It’s all content for us. Just prepare a late-night snack.”





For some reason, Baek Woojin was hopping around excitedly.





“No, just stay and hang out with your husband since you’re here. I’ll wake him up.”





“No, no. Really, we came to work. We need to surprise Heungbu!”





Even when I tried to intervene, she hesitated.





“I still think this isn’t right.”





“Oh, look at us. We may not have skills, but we’re probably stronger than Heungbu!”





Cha Jichan flexed his muscles forward.





“Then can we really ask you for help?”





“Of course.”





“Oh, just let me know what to do.”





Baek Woojin pressed Shim Cheong once more.





“Okay. Then you can take that fertilizer over there and spread it around here.”





“Here?”





When Baek Woojin asked for the exact area, Shim Cheong waved her arms.





It was dark, and I couldn’t quite gauge the size of the field, which looked quite vast.





I couldn’t see how far the field extended with just my eyes.





“And then dig a drainage ditch straight through here.”





“Straight? How far?”





“Go all the way around, following the edges. There’s a drainage channel in the middle, so just follow it and dig all the way.”





There seemed to be more work than I had thought.





Moreover, the ground was slightly frozen, so I wondered if tools like pickaxes or shovels would even work.





“...I don’t think I’ll need to exercise tomorrow.”





Cha Jichan said in disbelief.
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    I packed two pickaxes and shovels and put on gloves.



    



    “We need to work quickly.”



    



    Joo Jiseung clapped his hands and picked up a shovel.



    



    “Let’s get started. What about the side dishes?”



    



    “I’ll take the shovel.”



    



    “Then I guess Woojin and I will do the pickaxing.”



    



    “The pickax won’t go in.”



    



    Baek Woojin struck the field, but it only went in a little at the front. After struggling to pull it out, he struck again, and this time it was effective.



    



    “Be careful of the rocks. If they fly out, it could be a disaster.”



    



    “Stay a bit further back, hyungs.”



    



    “This pickax is going to take longer, isn’t it?”



    



    Joo Jiseung said.



    



    “Should we just sprinkle the fertilizer while you two work for a bit?”



    



    “Let’s do that.”



    



    As I looked around for where the fertilizer was, I saw Shim Cheong pushing a wheelbarrow with two bags of fertilizer.



    



    “I’ll bring it over.”



    



    “No, no, we’ll do it ourselves.”



    



    “If you’re helping us, we should do at least this much.”



    



    “Oh, come on.”



    



    While we were arguing and moving the fertilizer bags, Cha Jichan was teasing Baek Woojin again.



    



    “Come on, hold your position like this. You need to stimulate your forearms and lats.”



    



    “Stop talking nonsense and just hurry up!”



    



    “Hurrying isn’t the most important thing. You need to feel the stimulation with the correct posture for it to be effective.”



    



    “Oh, really! My grandma never did this with my mom! Can you just be quiet for a second?”



    



    “This is all for your benefit.”



    



    “So what!”



    



    “Be quiet. You’re being a nuisance.”



    



    “You’re going to wake Heungbu.”



    



    As Joo Jiseung and I tried to intervene, they stopped talking and started playfully shoving each other until Baek Woojin got pushed away.



    



    “How do we sprinkle this?”



    



    “You have to remove the covering material first before sprinkling it. Like this.”



    



    “Speaking of which, there’s plastic here?”



    



    “There are onions under it.”



    



    “Ah, have you already planted them?”



    



    “Yes. We can’t let them freeze, so we laid down the covering. Now we have to remove it, sprinkle fertilizer, and cover it again.”



    



    There seemed to be more work than I expected.



    



    First, removing the covering was already making my back ache. I worried that if I sprinkled the fertilizer and dug with the shovel, I’d be completely exhausted tomorrow.



    



    “Phew.”



    



    After removing some of the covering and straightening my back, a sigh escaped me.



    



    “Now we just need to put fertilizer into the spreader and spray it, but don’t sprinkle too much in one spot.”



    



    “Isn’t a lot of nutrients a good thing?”



    



    “If there’s too much nitrogen, it can cause disease. You also can’t store it for long.”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    Just like how people can develop diabetes, it seems plants shouldn’t have excess nutrients either.



    



    Shim Cheong operated the spreader.



    



    I felt a bit pressured, thinking that if I messed up, it could ruin the farming.



    



    “Is this how you do it?”



    



    I mimicked the action without actually starting the machine, and Shim Cheong nodded.



    



    Carefully, I continued to spread the fertilizer, soon catching up with Cha Jichan and Baek Woojin.



    



    “Wow.”



    



    Baek Woojin looked at me in disbelief.



    



    I was backlit, so it was hard to see, but even though it was still February, sweat was pouring down my face.



    



    “What is it?”



    



    “It looks so easy. I want to do that too.”



    



    “If you’re going to do it so easily, come out for training tomorrow.”



    



    “What are you talking about? We still need to remove all the plastic and cover it again. Plus, we have to shovel!”



    



    “...No matter how I think about it, you seem to have it easier.”



    



    “You can suffer a little.”



    



    Cha Jichan scolded Baek Woojin.



    



    “But you said it was hard too.”



    



    “Hard work is good. Think of how much muscle I’ll build doing this!”



    



    It had been a long time since Cha Jichan had seen any increase in muscle mass.



    



    Sure, he could probably gain more, but if his muscles got any bigger than they already were, it would look quite ridiculous.



    



    “I’m really tired. Switch with me.”



    



    “Okay. Ask Shim Cheong how to do it. If you give them too much fertilizer, you’ll ruin the farming.”



    



    “Got it.”



    



    I grabbed the pickaxe.



    



    ***



    



    “Haah. Haah.”



    



    Had about three hours passed?



    



    We were making better progress than expected.



    



    Thanks to Park Heungbu managing the drainage a bit, aside from the initial access point, we only had to fix some areas that were collapsing or blocked.



    



    We almost stayed up all night without finishing the work.



    



    Still, my back was sore, and I figured I’d be in for some serious pain when I woke up tomorrow.



    



    “Have a snack.”



    



    Shim Cheong brought a large tray filled with various items.



    



    The menu included roasted sweet potatoes, kimchi, and fish cake soup.



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    “Wow. I feel like it’s been 300 years since I sat down.”



    



    Baek Woojin sat down dramatically.



    



    He blew on the roasted sweet potatoes to cool them down and peeled them before offering them to me.



    



    “I’m fine. You should eat them, Changyong.”



    



    “Just try it.”



    



    After smiling and encouraging him once more, he took a bite and nodded.



    



    “Should I peel some for you too?”



    



    “Move aside, will you? Do you think I have no hands?”



    



    “Didn’t you say it would only take an hour or two?” PD Ahn Sang-kyu asked, only to provoke Cha Jichan’s anger.



    



    “How much work do we have left?” Joo Jiseung asked after sipping some oden soup.



    



    “No, you can eat and go. You’ve done everything you needed to do with your husband today.”



    



    “It’s fine. Since we’re here, let’s finish everything. Why not?”



    



    Shim Cheong shook her head.



    



    “You’ve done so much already. Thank you very much.”



    



    Shim Cheong bowed her head.



    



    In surprise, we also bowed our heads and thanked her, which made her smile slightly.



    



    “Farming like this has always been my dream, but my husband has really struggled with it. Imagine a man who used to work in an office suddenly having to farm overnight; it must have been tough.”



    



    It seemed she hadn’t always been a farmer.



    



    “He used to love going out and having fun, but now he’s always getting his hands dirty. I feel both grateful and guilty.”



    



    “How did you start your YouTube channel?”



    



    “There was nothing to do here. I told him if he was bored, he might as well try that. I said he could earn some pocket money.”



    



    Shim Cheong smiled softly.



    



    “At first, he wasn’t interested, but I guess he got bored. He set up his phone and started mumbling to himself. When he got a few comments, he was so happy. When he hit 1,000 subscribers, he tossed aside his equipment and celebrated with a glass of makgeolli.”



    



    The expression on her face showed it was a happy memory.



    



    “But lately, he’s been feeling a bit down. The subscribers weren’t increasing, and the comments weren’t as lively as before. Then, after he appeared on Changyong’s broadcast a little while ago, the subscribers suddenly shot up.”



    



    The Heungbu channel, which had 10,000 subscribers when Baek Seung-yong was selling lunch boxes, grew to 30,000 due to the promotional effect, and after my recent phone appearance, it now had 48,000 subscribers.



    



    The “Be Happy” event might have contributed, as views and comments increased significantly.



    



    “He was so happy. He’ll be so surprised when he wakes up in the morning.”



    



    “You have to film that reaction well!” Baek Woojin emphasized.



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    Shim Cheong nodded with a smile.



    



    “Now that you’ve done everything you needed to do today, I think it’s time to go out and enjoy ourselves for the first time in a while. Thank you so much.”



    



    As the chilly weather gradually cooled the sweat on my body, her words of gratitude warmed my heart once again.



    



    “The sweet potatoes are really delicious.”



    



    Cha Jichan, perhaps feeling awkward after receiving the thanks, brought up the sweet potatoes.



    



    “Yeah, they really are.”



    



    ***



    



    I’ve been waking up at 5 AM for seven years, but I still can’t get used to it.



    



    Especially when it’s cold like this, I don’t want to get out of my blanket; every morning feels like a test.



    



    I really wish I could sleep for just one or two more hours, but somehow, I manage to get up.



    



    As I change my clothes, I can’t help but sigh while recalling the many tasks I have to accomplish today.



    



    When will I get all of this done? When the sun sets, I’ll be exhausted and unable to do anything, and I can’t help but wonder if my life is meant to flow like this.



    



    It’s frustrating.



    



    But if I don’t do those tough tasks, isn’t Cheong going to have to do them instead?



    



    That hand, which was dirty and calloused when we first met, will only get worse if I don’t help.



    



    If I move, at least Cheong can suffer a little less.



    



    “Ugh.”



    



    Still, maybe it’s not so bad now that I’ve discovered the joy of harvesting and selling something I’ve grown with my own hands.



    



    However, I miss the days when we could go to movies, eat delicious food, go for drives, and do things together like when we were dating.



    



    “Cheong-a.”



    



    After washing my face and brushing my teeth, I found that Cheong was still asleep.



    



    On a normal day, the person who would be scratching their messy hair and cooking kimchi stew is fast asleep, snoring away without a care in the world.



    



    Since she looks unwell, I’ll let her sleep a little longer today.



    



    “Let’s see...”



    



    As I head to the kitchen to prepare breakfast, I find that there are no sweet potatoes left for today.



    



    There were at least twenty, but now there’s not a single one in sight.



    



    I guess I have no choice but to boil some oden instead.



    



    “Huh.”



    



    When I opened the refrigerator, there was no oden either. I was looking forward to the Busan fish cakes, but they seem to be completely gone.



    



    With no other options, I poured some oil into the frying pan, cracked four eggs, and scrambled them.



    



    For breakfast today, I’ll make do with kimchi, seaweed, and scrambled eggs.



    



    I took some frozen rice out of the freezer, heated it in the microwave, set the table, and brought it back to my room.



    



    “Cheong-a. Wake up.”



    



    “Ummm.”



    



    “Wake up. It’s time to eat.”



    



    “Uhhh.”



    



    This isn’t like her to whine like this.



    



    I’m worried she might be sick.



    



    I got closer and placed my hand on her forehead, but she swatted my hand away irritably.



    



    “Are you in pain?”



    



    “Ummm.”



    



    “Do you have a cold?”



    



    No answer.



    



    “Cheong-a.”



    



    “Haa. What time is it?”



    



    “It’s 5:30. You’re late.”



    



    “You should sleep more.”



    



    Cheong let out a sigh and went back to sleep.



    



    “We need to spread the fertilizer today. And we still have to finish the drainage.”



    



    “You don’t have to do it.”



    



    “What do you mean I don’t have to? Come on. If you don’t want to work, just eat your breakfast. I’ll do it myself.”



    



    Just as I was finishing my meal, Cheong quietly sat up.



    



    Sure, everyone has days when they feel tired for no reason and everything feels like a chore.



    



    Looks like I’ll be doing this alone today.



    



    “After you eat, just soak the stuff in water. I’ll clean up when I come back for lunch.”



    



    “Where are you going?”



    



    “Oh, just to work.”



    



    Cheong rubbed her eyes and got up, grabbing her coat.



    



    “You said to eat and rest.”



    



    “Oh, I’ll handle it myself. Just take care of your own stuff.”



    



    Why is she being so sensitive today?



    



    “Oh... that’s not it?”



    



    “What do you mean that’s not it?”



    



    “It’s nothing. Isn’t it?”



    



    “What’s what? If you’re going out, then hurry up.”



    



    “Do I really not need to eat?”



    



    “I said I’ll take care of it, so stop asking.”



    



    Cheong hit me lightly on the back.



    



    What a strange thing.



    



    Unable to bear the nagging, I stepped outside and noticed something odd.



    



    “Huh?”



    



    The areas where I needed to work on the drainage were all fixed.



    



    It even looked like new, covered with protective material.



    



    “Huh?”



    



    Surprised, I turned around to see Cheong holding her phone and snickering.



    



    “What’s going on?”



    



    “What do you mean?”



    



    “No, why is everything done?”



    



    “Don’t you know?”



    



    “Huh?”



    



    Not believing it, I walked a bit further and saw that the area where we planted onions and garlic was all taken care of.



    



    “Cheong-a! What is this?”



    



    “What’s what? I don’t know.”



    



    “No, this is all done, isn’t it? Huh?”



    



    “Then does that mean we can take the day off?”



    



    “Huh?”



    



    “Want to go on a date?”



    



    Surprised, I turned around and saw Cheong beaming with a big smile.

  For the Weary and the Depressed (2)





Tuesday.





It was the sixth day since the happiness event began, and I could clearly see that the number of people participating voluntarily had increased.





As always, there were some who dismissed it as trivial or useless.





Some resonated with the purpose, some just followed along, and others enjoyed it with playful comments.





In the YouTube videos I usually watched, the image of the Nam Sadaengpa was always present, and even after logging out, it was the same.





I never thought something like this could really happen, but even I found YouTubers sending thanks and encouragement messages to Nam Sadaengpa.





The comments expressed how happy they were that the number of comments had suddenly increased despite feeling very tired.





I was really glad and replied, expressing hope that more people could join in, along with sending a chicken to them.





Meanwhile, today’s upload, "Delivering the Park to Heungbu," received a great response.





Within six hours of being uploaded, it reached 500,000 views, a notable record even within the side dish store.





Since we were uploading one by one in rotation, it likely contributed to the view count being concentrated on me.





The view count was spiking in real-time, along with the video uploaded on Heungbu’s channel yesterday.





"I don't remember the last time I put myself out there like this. I've been busy farming, uploading YouTube videos, and handling housework that I haven't watched a movie with Cheong even once."





The video began with Park Heungbu’s warm tone and genuine voice, filled with gratitude and surprise for our Nam Sadaengpa, as well as love and trust between husband and wife.





"This person gave up his job and city life to come to this rural village in Jangho-won without any connections because he liked me. Sometimes I feel a bit sorry when I see him working the fields in his trousers, which used to look so great when he was single."





The narration by Simcheong also clearly expressed her affection for her husband.





Viewers seemed to enjoy the sweet interactions of the couple in their early 40s, as the like ratio and number of comments were quite positive.





I want to live like that too.





I don’t want to live farming, but I want to marry someone like that.





Love isn’t about meeting a good person, but about becoming a good person.





What are you talking about?





LOL!





Seriously, how pitiful. What kind of life must you live to get so worked up over just going to see one movie?





Oh? Is this a fight? Negative comment?





I hope you regret this comment later.





For real, I hope your heart grows soon.





It’s obvious they’re living well, what’s the complaint?





It’s probably about their own reality.





Oh? Negative comment?





You seem to be someone who feels sorry for your own reality.





Even if you shoot slowly, it still hurts, teacher.





It’s so nice to see how much you care for each other. I support you.





This was a great job by Nam Sadaengpa.





Advertisements





Haha, if you want to help, just help. What’s with the lights at this late hour?





Heungbu's reaction was a bit disappointing.





He was so flustered he couldn't even speak. LOL!





I liked that reaction because it felt more genuine.





For real, if someone gets too excited, I start to suspect it’s an act.





If that’s a script, shouldn’t we acknowledge it? It’s true he worked until 4 AM before coming here.





That’s true.





While I was looking at the comments on my video and Heungbu’s video, Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin came into the office.





"How did you come in together?"





"We ran into each other downstairs."





"What about Eun-ji?"





"She’s at the labor office. She’s trying to hire more staff, so she wanted to talk. Want some coffee?"





"Sounds good."





I took out cans of Americano from the fridge and handed them out.





"So? Are you trying to help Yook Hye-rin?"





The reason for today’s gathering was that Joo Ji-seung wanted to help Yook Hye-rin, a participant from the Korean Food Contest.





"Yeah. Seong-chil said business isn’t going well."





"Hmm."





"Have you contacted her yet?"





Cha Ji-chan asked curiously.





"Yeah. Not everyone, but we’ve been in touch."





It seemed they were keeping in touch since they shared how serious and eager they were about each other's situations.





"Did you quit your job?"





I asked, and Joo Ji-seung nodded.





"Yeah. Apparently, the boss kept bothering him after he appeared on the show. He kept asking, 'When are you leaving? Why aren’t you leaving?' like that."





Now that I think about it, there were instances where the participants' stories were broadcasted as they were during interviews.





I clicked my tongue at the producer's lack of character, and it seemed he took advantage of that to harass him.





"I wanted to try running a business anyway, and since the Korean Food Contest just ended, I thought I’d start after watching that, but it’s not going well."





"What kind of business are you doing?"





Baek Woo-jin asked.





"Yukhoe. It's been about a month."





"But with that much exposure on TV, how can it not be doing well? Isn’t there something wrong?"





"It started off well, but the number of customers dropped quickly. There could be a problem."





"Mm. Where is it located?"





"At Nakseongdae Inheon Market."


































 























I’ve never been to that place.





"I’ve only been to J Bakery in Nakseongdae," I said.





"Then how can we help? Should we try some guerrilla marketing?" Cha Ji-chan asked.





"Well, I don’t know. But since there weren’t any customers from the start, there must be some other issues. It seems better to address those," I replied.





Joo Ji-seung nodded at my words.





"I think so too. We don’t have to be sneaky about it; we should go, try the yukhoe, and look around to get started."





"Are we going for a 'Street Food Restaurant' vibe?"





"We're not in a position to do that. So I found someone to help."





"Who?"





"Chef Park Jung-ah."





Park Jung-ah was a young chef who had won at Paldo Jinmi and had served as a judge in the Korean Food Contest. Having successfully grown her own restaurant, which she runs with her mother, she could be of assistance.





"What’s bothering you now?" Cha Ji-chan asked Baek Woo-jin, who looked sullen.





"Manito should be done secretly."





Ignoring him, we moved on.





***





I visited the Nakseongdae Inheon Market with Park Jung-ah.





As we entered, we were greeted by an endless array of food: tonkatsu, jokbal, hot bars, sweet and sour pork, tteokbokki, and more.





Despite the market often having a messy image, it was surprisingly clean.





After walking for a while, we spotted a small store with the sign "Yukhoe Lin."





"We need to get a lot of customers in here," Park Jung-ah remarked, noting her concern.





It seemed that the high rent was preventing them from finding a better location, and I wondered if there were any alternatives.





We stepped inside the store.





"Oh, hello!"





Yuk Hye-rin greeted us with a bow.





"Hello! How have you been?"





"Uh..."





It seemed she couldn’t manage to respond positively.





"How many customers did you have today?"





"We had one team for takeout at lunch..."





That was a serious situation.





With it being evening now, unless someone came in for drinks, that meant daily sales of only 20,000 to 30,000 won. I doubted the store could last three months at that rate.





Looking at the menu, I saw there were only two options: yukhoe and mul-yukhoe.





"Let’s have one of each," I said.





"Sure. I’ll prepare them right away."





The store had only three tables: two for two people and one for four, which wasn’t even enough for us to sit.





"We should focus more on delivery or takeout," Joo Ji-seung said, and Park Jung-ah nodded in agreement.





"Here’s your yukhoe and mul-yukhoe."





I mixed the yukhoe and took a bite.





The chewy texture and seasoning were perfect—nothing to fault.





I then tried the mul-yukhoe, which had a slightly less sweet and sour taste than regular mulhoe. The buckwheat noodles included with the yukhoe were delicious, making it feel like a unique cold noodle dish.





It was good.





Cha Ji-chan, Baek Woo-jin, as well as Joo Ji-seung and Park Jung-ah, all had bright expressions.





This suggested that it wasn't a food issue, meaning we could try anything.





"This is really delicious!"





"Thank you!"





"I'm not just saying that. I really mean it. If you adjust the portion of yukhoe and noodles and sell it as cold noodles, it could become very popular."





"I don’t think it’s a food problem. It’s the price that’s an issue," Park Jung-ah said, wiping her mouth.





The yukhoe was priced at 25,000 won per plate and the mul-yukhoe at 28,000 won, but looking at the prices and menu images, they seemed more suited as side dishes than meals.





"The lack of lunch sales is because these aren’t meal options. For the older customers who enjoy a drink at lunch, the prices are a bit steep."





"Yeah..."





"If there were large companies nearby or many office workers, they might come for dinner parties, but the store is too small for that."





"That's true. We often can’t take orders over the phone due to a lack of tables."





"Have you considered trying delivery?"





"Yes. I thought we should at least cycle the meat since we can’t stock it up, so I signed up for delivery apps, but not yet..."





"I’ve heard delivery fees have gone up and delivery orders have decreased."





"With a plate of yukhoe at 25,000 won and delivery fees ranging from 3,000 to 5,000 won, that quickly adds up to 30,000 won. It’s a burden for a meal."





Everyone fell silent for a moment.





"The meat is fresh. How do you manage that?"





"Well, I think using low-quality ingredients to save costs would ruin everything, so I keep sourcing fresh meat."





It’s an obvious point, but also the reason for increasing expenses.





"So, I’m trying to cycle the meat."





"Yes..."





Yuk Hye-rin smiled as she spoke.





"In the first week, everything was going so well. I was handing out numbers to people waiting for takeout and told those who couldn’t get any meat to come back next time, and I would prepare even better."





I quietly listened to Yuk Hye-rin’s words.





"So I prepared double. I thought that would be enough, but I sold less than half."





Her voice began to tremble.





"The next day, sales dropped even more, and almost 30 kg of meat was left over. I gave some away to neighbors. But there was still too much left. I couldn’t use it if I froze it, so I took some to my mom. Eventually, I had to throw some away. It just kept happening. Yeah."























Yuk Hye-rin struggled to continue speaking.





Thirty kilograms is an enormous amount.





It’s hard to imagine the despair she felt when sales were good one moment and suddenly stock began piling up to an unmanageable level.





"What about now?"





"I’m only keeping that much because of a contract."





Since the procurement of goods is also based on contracts, it’s not easy to just reduce the amount at will.





"Let’s look for a solution. Are there any hotels, wedding venues, or pubs around here?"





"Huh? Not very close."





"Places like that often use yukhoe, either for buffets or as side dishes. We need to find out if we can supply those places."





"Supply?"





"Since customers aren’t coming, Hye-rin, you need to go out and find them. If you stay like this, it’ll be a big problem."





"…."





"Hye-rin, wasn’t it your dream to open your own store and run a business?"





"Yes."





"This is what you want to do. If you want to keep this place, you’ll have to do whatever it takes. Right?"





Yuk Hye-rin slowly nodded her head.




















































    Tired People and Depressed People (3)



    



    First, Yuk Hye-rin compiled the issues she had organized along with the opinions of Park Jeong-a and Joo Ji-seung.



    



    "The problem seems to be that lunch hour needs to attract office workers, but accessibility is poor," Joo Ji-seung started.



    



    There are plenty of food options from the market entrance, and many restaurants along the main road, so it seems unnecessary to venture deeper into the area.



    



    It's about a 10-minute walk from the nearby office, which means a total travel time of about 20 minutes. If the food takes 5 to 10 minutes to prepare, that means they would have to rush, making it a barrier for customers to visit Yuk Hye-rin’s shop.



    



    "Even if we can't move the shop, we need to make it a place worth visiting," he added.



    



    Yuk Hye-rin and Park Jeong-a listened intently.



    



    "In fact, yukhoe is a bit too much of a burden for a lunch menu, including the price. However, I found the 물육회 (water yukhoe) with buckwheat noodles very tasty and unique. How about reducing the amount of yukhoe and shifting towards yukhoe cold noodles?"



    



    "Oh."



    



    While yukhoe isn't suitable for lunch, cold noodles are different. They can be appealing in the summer and also during spring, fall, and winter.



    



    Moreover, the combination of yukhoe and the sweet and sour broth with buckwheat noodles provided a taste that was unlike anything else.



    



    "If it’s a signature menu item from someone featured on the show, people will definitely endure the effort, just like when the shop first opened. Plus, it can work well for delivery too."



    



    "Cold noodles usually have a high order volume for delivery," Park Jeong-a added.



    



    "If we reduce the amount of yukhoe, we can also adjust the costs. How much are we currently using?"



    



    "About 400g," Yuk Hye-rin replied.



    



    "That’s too much. What if we reduced it to just 50g?"



    



    "Considering the profit margin... um... I think we could price it at around 12,000 won. Ah, maybe 11,000 won."



    



    "These days, cold noodle prices have been over 10,000 won for a while. Given that it includes yukhoe, that price should be reasonable."



    



    At Joo Ji-seung's words, Yuk Hye-rin and Park Jeong-a nodded.



    



    "Can I say something?" Baek Woo-jin raised his hand.



    



    Not being an expert in the food industry, he was a bit more cautious than usual.



    



    "This place is too clean."



    



    "Oh."



    



    While cleanliness is essential for a restaurant, I quickly understood what Baek Woo-jin meant.



    



    The inside of the shop has a charming café vibe. Everything is pristine white, with only black accents on the tables.



    



    The chopsticks and spoons are also beautiful, making it not feel like a place for eating yukhoe.



    



    "When people think of yukhoe, they usually imagine having a drink. But this atmosphere doesn't convey that at all."



    



    "That's a valid point," Joo Ji-seung agreed.



    



    "I think it looks great for taking pictures, so we should consider that more," I added, prompting everyone to think a bit deeper.



    



    "But the bigger problem is dinner. While we might have a lunch option with yukhoe cold noodles, not many people eat cold noodles for dinner," Yuk Hye-rin looked at me with wide eyes.



    



    That was a bit daunting.



    



    "I don’t know much about this, but I like to visit restaurants and read reviews, so I’ve seen something," Yuk Hye-rin nodded.



    



    "There’s a small space next to the shop. If we add a couple of tables and chairs, it might solve the issue of the narrow shop and create a nice ambiance. Imagine enjoying a plate of yukhoe and a glass of soju outdoors."



    



    "That could work once the weather gets warmer," Joo Ji-seung chimed in, supportive of my suggestion.



    



    "It could be beneficial, but running a food business is different from managing alcohol sales. If we go that route, drinks would be served at every table, which might be hard to manage alone," Park Jeong-a raised a realistic concern.



    



    It’s true that dealing with drunk customers wouldn’t be easy, but it seems Yuk Hye-rin is prepared to tackle any challenges as long as business picks up.



    



    That once timid person now wore a rather determined expression.



    



    "I will do it."



    



    ***



    



    After a week of research, Yuk Hye-rin succeeded in transforming 물육회 into yukhoe cold noodles.



    



    The first recorded segment was uploaded to the Banyasikgyeong channel, and it seems that business has improved since then, as Yuk Hye-rin let out a sigh of relief.



    



    The cold noodles made with yukhoe and a water-based seasoning base were exactly the flavor we expected, and after being introduced on the Banyasikgyeong channel, lunch orders surged starting the very next day.



    



    In particular, delivery orders skyrocketed, prompting her mother, who used to run a food truck, to close her business and come help at the shop, filling me with a sense of pride.



    



    "Wow. The view count is really good," Joo Ji-seung remarked as he checked the two videos uploaded on the Banyasikgyeong channel.



    



    The video from a week ago recorded 1.8 million views, while the second video just surpassed 500,000.



    



    "I'm happy that we're doing well and Hye-rin is doing well too, but I’m even happier that the comment culture seems to be changing," Joo Ji-seung said with a contented smile.



    



    Considering how much mental anguish can come from negative comments in this line of work, I had honestly wondered if that was even possible, but it seems the number of supportive comments from the Nam Sadangpa has been increasing.



    



    "The news also aired," Baek Woo-jin said, his shoulders nearly at his chin as he turned on the television.



    



    The scenery of Yangyang Beach, which we visited last Wednesday, appeared on screen.



    



    Baek Woo-jin collaborated with a YouTuber he knew; he usually travels to beaches around the country, collecting trash for recycling, and we decided to join him to promote our channel while cleaning up at Yangyang.



    



    Even though it was winter and there weren’t any surfers, upon arrival, the area around the beach was filled with noisy entertainment establishments, making it chaotic and overwhelming.



    



    "Have you heard of Nam Sadangpa? Many people think of traditional farmers’ bands, but it’s a trend on YouTube right now."



    



    "This is the WTV entertainment YouTube channel. Netizens who posted about the Nam Sadangpa are sending supportive messages like 'Be happy,' 'Make a lot of money,' and 'Don’t work too hard.'"



    



    "Reading negative comments affects me even though I'm not involved. I started this because I could get chicken."



    



    "Nam Sadangpa is a crew newly named by Ban Chan-yong, Cha Ji-chan, Baek Woo-jin, and Joo Ji-seung, who are cast members of the popular WTV show, Baekban Dda-ra."



    



    "Last year, these young people created a positive impact on society by providing healthy lunch boxes and participating in a nationwide hiking event, and this time, they're rolling up their sleeves to create a positive online environment."



    



    "They’re running content that secretly helps those in need by giving chicken coupons to people who leave positive comments."



    



    "They’ve given farmers a day off, offered solutions to struggling small business owners, and even collected 2 tons of trash from a beach in Yangyang late at night."



    



    "How did you start doing this?"



    



    "(Influencer Ban Chan-yong) It’s about image management. We need to look good to get positive attention."



    



    "Considering the time and financial costs, is it feasible just for that purpose?"



    



    "(Influencer Ban Chan-yong) We’re filming and uploading videos, right? We want to be viewed positively. We can make money and feel fulfilled. I also think it's nice if we can bring joy to others while helping each other out."



    



    Ban Chan-yong says there’s nothing to lose by doing good deeds; rather, one ends up gaining more.



    



    Attention is now focused on whether the culture of helping neighbors and spreading kind words can take root.



    



    “Hey, but why are you the only one getting interviewed?”



    



    When the video ended, Cha Ji-chan frowned and asked.



    



    "Exactly. Why him? I'm here too!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin seemed quite disgruntled as well.



    



    "This guy is treated like a celebrity. We’re not the same," Cha Ji-chan added.



    



    "Oh, come on. Anyone can do an interview."



    



    "Well, I guess I’m not anyone, so I couldn't do it."



    



    "I think he’s starting to think he’s good-looking."



    



    "Ah! Hyung! You're the worst!"



    



    Cha Ji-chan openly insulted me, and Baek Woo-jin made me feel even more embarrassed.



    



    I’m used to criticism, but I rarely get accustomed to compliments.



    



    “Why? Is that sincere?”



    



    “Ah! Stop it!”



    



    “Ugh, hehehe.”



    



    As we joked around like usual, time flew by quickly.



    



    It was time for Muk Eun-ji and PD Lee Ji-hye to reach out.



    



    “It’s about time we heard from them,” I said.



    



    “Right? Is it not going well?”



    



    "Ah, PD Eun-ji went, right? It’s probably just taking longer than expected."



    



    ***



    



    “1,000 chickens are too few. I would prefer 4,000 chickens,” Muk Eun-ji's proposal surprised the marketing manager of the new chicken franchise, Padak Padak Chicken, Kyeong Jeong-bong.



    



    They had hoped to supply chicken for the “Get Happy” event, leveraging the attention Nam Sadangpa had generated, in order to secure a positive brand image, but the amount they were asking for was unexpected.



    



    Padak Padak Chicken’s main product, fried chicken, is priced at 20,000 won, meaning supplying 4,000 chickens would cost 80 million won.



    



    For Padak Padak Chicken, which was expecting a big impact from a small investment, this was a dilemma.



    



    “4,000 chickens?”



    



    “4,000 chickens,” Muk Eun-ji confirmed.



    



    Kyeong Jeong-bong asked again in hopes of a different response, but Muk Eun-ji’s answer was resolute.



    



    “Well, how about 2,000 chickens?”



    



    “4,000 chickens.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji didn’t waver in the slightest.



    



    Lee Ji-hye, the PD, didn’t quite understand what Muk Eun-ji was thinking but remained silent, knowing that she had successfully facilitated deals in the past.



    



    “What about 2,500 chickens? That’s 2.5 times our original offer.”



    



    Lee Ji-hye thought this seemed reasonable for negotiation.



    



    She felt it was inappropriate to demand more from Padak Padak Chicken, who had initially offered to help with the “Get Happy” event.



    



    “4,000 chickens.”



    



    However, Muk Eun-ji did not budge in the slightest.



    



    “Phew. PD, we're giving this in good faith, so we really can’t go beyond this. Let’s settle on 3,000 chickens.”



    



    “4,000 chickens.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji showed Kyeong Jeong-bong some documents.



    



    “This is the list of winners from the first event.”



    



    Kyeong Jeong-bong hastily flipped through the thick folder. The last page had the number 1,000 written on it, indicating that there were 1,000 winners from the first round.



    



    “Now that we’re entering the second week, the number of participants has increased significantly compared to the first week. Therefore, we need additional supplies beyond the original 3,000 chickens we secured.”



    



    “…….”



    



    “In addition to Padak Padak Chicken, 11 other chicken franchises have contacted Nam Sadangpa for sponsorship, support, and advertising inquiries.”



    



    Kyeong Jeong-bong was taken aback.



    



    If several competitors were already reaching out, it would be difficult to expect significant advertising effects.



    



    “Nonetheless, the reason we approached Padak Padak Chicken first is that your company promised pure support, rather than advertising or PPL.”



    



    “Y-yes, that’s correct!”



    



    “But we know your company is expecting advertising benefits. No company invests funds in something without returns.”



    



    Kyeong Jeong-bong was rendered speechless.



    



    Advertising formats weren't necessary.



    



    Padak Padak Chicken had judged that they could gain a meaningful image through this significant event, branding themselves as a supporter of Nam Sadangpa in the media by providing chickens for free.



    



    “We can partner at any time. Additionally, several brands whose images have deteriorated due to rising chicken prices are very eager to partner with us.”



    



    That was certainly plausible.



    



    With rising delivery fees and 30,000 won chickens, various companies had built up negative reputations, so they would want to improve their images through this event.



    



    “You reached out to us instead of companies willing to give you 10,000 chickens, so shouldn't Padak Padak Chicken also show sincerity?”



    



    Words failed him, no matter how many mouths he had.



    



    Hearing Muk Eun-ji’s explanation made the request for 4,000 chickens sound trivial.



    



    However, if he were to spend 80 million won, shouldn’t there at least be some form of advertising or PPL involved?



    



    ‘This is insane.’



    



    Yet, since the agreement was firmly based on goodwill from the start, he had no justification to bring up advertising.



    



    “……Then, let’s go with 4,000 chickens.”



    



    “Thinking it over, that doesn’t add up.”



    



    “Excuse me?”



    



    “Please give us 5,000 chickens.”



    



    PD Lee Ji-hye slowly shook her head at the audacious act unfolding right before her eyes.
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    “That is…”



    



    Kyeong Jeong-bong paused for a moment to collect his thoughts.



    



    “I think it’s excessive. We have crossed the line of what we can offer in good faith.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji took a sip of her tea and then posed a question.



    



    “What is the reason for needing to eat Padak Padak Chicken?”



    



    “Excuse me?”



    



    “I was asking how Padak Padak Chicken's products compare to others in terms of strengths and differentiation.”



    



    “It’s grain-based, so it’s very crispy. The spicy, non-chewy scallion is also a strong point. Additionally, our special coriander mayo sauce is a unique flavor you won’t find elsewhere. Even those who don’t like coriander can enjoy it.”



    



    “Grain-based chicken and scallions are commonly found in the market, so I guess you could say the coriander mayo is Padak Padak Chicken's identity.”



    



    Kyeong Jeong-bong slowly nodded.



    



    “I’ve never tried it. Have you, PD Lee Ji-hye?”



    



    “No, this is the first time I’ve heard of it.”



    



    “Exactly. I only found out about the coriander mayo sauce after receiving the inquiry.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji looked Kyeong Jeong-bong in the eye and said, “20,000 won is enough to buy chicken from other brands. The representative items from brands like Kyochon, Gubne, Nene, Yellow Chicken, BBQ, Choga Jip Seasoned Chicken, and Furadak all cost 20,000 won or less. Yet, the only reason customers should choose Padak Padak Chicken is the coriander mayo sauce, which they’ve neither heard of nor tasted.”



    



    “PD, our coriander mayo sauce is a product developed after years of research by our CEO. Customer reactions have been positive, and we now have 70 franchises.”



    



    Kyeong Jeong-bong suppressed his displeasure and emphasized the quality of the coriander mayo sauce.



    



    “Since I have never tasted the coriander mayo sauce, I will order from another chicken franchise. There are many verified chicken franchises out there.”



    



    “……”



    



    “Coriander is a highly polarizing ingredient. While you’ve created a version that even those who can’t or don’t like coriander can enjoy, not many people are aware of it.”



    



    Kyeong Jeong-bong understood what Muk Eun-ji was trying to convey.



    



    “This event will provide an opportunity for people to experience Padak Padak Chicken. It will give perfect motivation to those who had no reason to buy the coriander mayo chicken.”



    



    “For 5,000 people…”



    



    “5,000 households.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji corrected Kyeong Jeong-bong’s statement.



    



    “I understand what you’re saying. However, looking at the age demographics of event participants, it’s more accurate to consider it as 5,000 people.”



    



    “Based on your observation, while the proportion of single-person households is high among event participants, there are also multiple-person households included.”



    



    Since that wasn’t incorrect, Kyeong Jeong-bong nodded, taking a step back.



    



    “And the high participation rate among the younger generation will actually help with promotion. Not only do they mention it directly to their friends, but unique products like coriander mayo are easily shared on social media and community sites. It’s something only younger people can do.”



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    “We're not spending 100 million won. We're securing customers from 5,000 households.”



    



    Kyeong Jeong-bong felt a sense of admiration internally.



    



    Hearing Muk Eun-ji's words made it clear that providing 5,000 chickens in good faith wasn’t merely that; it was a fantastic advertising tool that would allow 5,000 unspecified people to experience Padak Padak Chicken.



    



    He figured that the CEO, who was confident in their product, would also welcome this.



    



    “One moment.”



    



    “Before you go to check, there’s one more thing I need to mention.”



    



    Kyeong Jeong-bong slightly tilted his head.



    



    “I would like all the chickens provided by Padak Padak Chicken to be covered by the headquarters.”



    



    “Excuse me?”



    



    “Not the franchise owners, but the headquarters should cover the costs.”



    



    “Why is that…?”



    



    “Discount events are typically borne by franchise locations. Small business owners end up working harder due to the event, but their profit margins decrease. As the number of items received from the headquarters increases, the only party benefiting from the discount event is the headquarters itself.”



    



    This was a way for the franchise headquarters to exploit its franchisees.



    



    “I hope this situation isn’t used that way.”



    



    “Well, that’s an internal matter for us, so I can’t make any guarantees.”



    



    “In that case, you don’t need to verify this matter. Let’s just forget it.”



    



    “Excuse me?”



    



    “Since you’re providing the chicken, I would like to help promote Padak Padak Chicken. However, if you only want to take credit and pass the burden onto the franchise owners, it would go against the purpose of ‘Happy Together.’ This is not just my personal opinion; the representative of Banchan-yong emphasized this directly.”



    



    “……”



    



    “Manager, is Padak Padak Chicken a good company?”



    



    “Well…”



    



    “If this event goes ahead, you’ll be able to answer that without hesitation. Even if you don’t answer directly, the public will come to view Padak Padak Chicken as a company doing good, a company that works in harmony with its franchisees, a company striving to succeed together.”



    



    Kyeong Jeong-bong was impressed by Muk Eun-ji's eloquence, even though she was 20 years younger than him.



    



    Listening to her made him want to chuckle.



    



    “Alright. If it proceeds as you say, that would be great. However, there are no guarantees, right?”



    



    “There was a company called Cook Cook that helped us with our lunchbox business. Six months later, Cook Cook’s sales increased by 400%.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji presented documents summarizing the quarterly sales figures of the companies that had assisted with the lunchbox business.



    



    All five companies, starting with Cook Cook, had seen significant success.



    



    “Berry Phone, which was the only one to help during the Great National Trek, experienced a similar result. Its market share among teenagers and young adults increased by 6% in six months.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji showed another document to Kyeong Jeong-bong.



    



    It was a graph showing Berry Phone's significant inflection point, as it struggled to maintain its share among teens and young adults due to competition from Apple.



    



    “I mentioned that we’ve received inquiries from 11 chicken franchises. I believe you understand why they want to work with Nam Sadangpae.”



    



    “……”



    



    “Because right now, it’s the most talked-about topic in South Korea. Its influence on actual sales and its impact on corporate image management are perfect in every way.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji’s voice remained steady, without any fluctuation or loudness.



    



    Still, Kyeong Jeong-bong couldn’t help but listen to her.



    



    Everything she stated was factual.



    



    “Isn’t that also the reason why Padak Padak Chicken reached out to us?”



    



    He had no way to deny it.



    



    Thinking that they were offering chicken, he had been somewhat complacent, but he had to acknowledge that the decision-making power rested with Nam Sadangpae.



    



    “It’s not a bad thing either.”



    



    Moreover, if they proceeded as Muk Eun-ji suggested, both Nam Sadangpae and Padak Padak Chicken would benefit.



    



    “Then…”



    



    “However, there are some concerns.”



    



    “Excuse me?”



    



    Kyeong Jeong-bong was surprised and repeated the question, eager to conclude the discussion.



    



    “I’m wondering whether Padak Padak Chicken can distribute chicken to the event participants nationwide. From what I’ve learned, the locations are concentrated in the Seoul and Gyeonggi areas. I can’t be sure if there’s any appeal for Padak Padak Chicken gift cards for those living in other regions.”



    



    “About that…”



    



    Kyeong Jeong-bong thought for a moment before offering a response.



    



    “The number of franchise locations is steadily increasing. I think extending the coupon expiration date would solve the problem.”



    



    “That solution won’t work. Let’s look at it from the perspective of the winners. They won the coupon, but when they search for stores to use it, they find none in their area. They won’t know when one will open, and they’ll be uncertain about when they can go to an area that has one or if they will even be able to eat it. Naturally, they’ll end up listing the coupons on secondhand trading sites.”



    



    “……That does seem likely.”



    



    As Kyeong Jeong-bong struggled to find words, Muk Eun-ji packed her documents and stood up.



    



    “It seems that we won’t be able to proceed with this matter. Thank you for your kindness.”



    



    “Wait, just a moment.”



    



    As Muk Eun-ji’s demeanor changed, Lee Ji-hye was also surprised when Kyeong Jeong-bong hurriedly spoke up.



    



    “A month from now, we will be releasing meal kit products. They’re designed to make fried chicken using an air fryer, priced at 13,000 won each. It includes our cilantro mayo sauce as well. How about we send two to those living in regional areas?”



    



    Muk Eun-ji stared at Kyeong Jeong-bong before slowly sitting back down.



    



    “That approach would certainly be welcomed by the winners. If we give them the option to choose between two options, it would suit each person’s circumstances perfectly.”



    



    “Exactly! Then…”



    



    “Yes. It seems that Padak Padak Chicken can handle this event.”



    



    With Muk Eun-ji giving a positive response, Kyeong Jeong-bong felt like he wanted to cheer.



    



    By providing chicken exclusively for the Happy Together event, they could not only establish a strong brand image but also significantly promote their cilantro mayo fried chicken.



    



    Feeling intoxicated by the thought that he had resolved what could have been overlooked due to the limited number of franchise locations with his quick thinking, Kyeong Jeong-bong wanted to immediately share this joyful news and his accomplishment with his uncle, the representative of Padak Padak Chicken, Kyeom-ho.



    



    “So, how about 5,000 chicken exchange coupons and 5,000 meal kit products?”



    



    “Excuse me?”



    



    “We’ll need double the quantity since we can cover both the capital area and the provinces.”



    



    Cold sweat began to trickle down Kyeong Jeong-bong’s forehead.



    



    ***



    



    As Kyeong Jeong-bong left to confirm details with the headquarters, Lee Ji-hye lowered her voice.



    



    “Where did you learn to do this?”



    



    “It was something I did every day.”



    



    Lee Ji-hye opened her mouth in admiration.



    



    “Do you really think we’ll get 10,000 chickens?”



    



    “I threw a bit of a provocation, and seeing his flustered reaction made it clear that he holds his own product in high regard. Since it was developed by the representative himself, I figured there wouldn’t be a major issue.”



    



    “Wow.”



    



    Lee Ji-hye shook her head in disbelief.



    



    “What about the lack of franchises? What were you going to do if we couldn’t give any to the people in the provinces?”



    



    “I already knew that the meal kit products would be on sale soon.”



    



    “Then you should have mentioned that from the start.”



    



    “If I bring it up first, it would only reveal my intentions. If I make them realize how important this event is, they’ll find a way to make it happen. Since I’m here and am the representative's niece, I assumed I had some decision-making power and was a capable person. When the conversation started to stall, I took the risk to leave, and just as expected, it worked out.”



    



    As Muk Eun-ji finished speaking, Lee Ji-hye gave her a thumbs up with both hands.
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    “In the end, we promised to support 10,000 exchange coupons, allowing people to choose either one serving of cilantro mayo fried chicken or two fried chicken meal kits.”



    



    When Muk Eun-ji returned to the office and shared the results of the meeting, no one could say anything.



    



    The shock outweighed the joy.



    



    Everyone exchanged glances between the contract and Muk Eun-ji but struggled to speak.



    



    “How about it?”



    



    Ju Ji-seung asked.



    



    “Are they really just giving us that much?”



    



    “It’s officially support, but it’s part of the marketing strategy. Given your influence, it’s only natural.”



    



    It’s not natural at all.



    



    Every time Muk Eun-ji accomplished something like this, she credited it to the Nam Sadangpa’s recognition, but the fact that she achieved it under much better conditions was purely due to her individual capabilities.



    



    “None of this is natural. If it’s 10,000, we can keep this going until next month.”



    



    “Next month? It could last until the month after that.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin and Cha Ji-chan chimed in.



    



    We all concluded that we wouldn’t be able to continue the “Happy Together” event for long.



    



    Dividing up 1,000 chickens per week for three weeks, we planned to stretch it to a month at most.



    



    But this way, we could really sustain it for three or four months.



    



    And the longer the event lasts, the more people will comment positively and create an atmosphere of mutual help.



    



    Once a habit is formed, people will tend not to deviate from it, and the more people who join in, the more positive influence it will have on internet culture.



    



    “We also agreed to avoid passing responsibility to the branch managers, as you suggested, Chan-yong. However, it seems that Padak Padak Chicken needs some justification for that, so I took the liberty of promising a review broadcast for the cilantro mayo fried chicken.”



    



    From the beginning, Muk Eun-ji and Lee Ji-hye were given full authority regarding the agreement’s details.



    



    Furthermore, it was only right to do at least that much.



    



    More than that, I was just glad that this initiative had become sustainable.



    



    Baek Woo-jin jumped up suddenly.



    



    “We can’t do anything if we’re duplicating chickens!”



    



    He started to circle around the table.



    



    “Hooray!”



    



    In my excitement, I stood up and grabbed Muk Eun-ji’s hand, and everyone erupted in cheers around us.



    



    ***



    



    “So, what’s next?”



    



    After celebrating securing 10,000 chickens with a beef feast, Baek Woo-jin asked about the next plan.



    



    I suggested helping Park Heung-bu, while Ju Ji-seung suggested helping Yuk Hye-rin, and now it was Cha Ji-chan’s turn.



    



    “I found that around 600 households in Seoul still use briquettes.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan mentioned unexpectedly.



    



    “Really? That many?”



    



    Ju Ji-seung asked in surprise.



    



    “Where?”



    



    “Hold on.”



    



    When I asked, Cha Ji-chan pulled out his phone and started searching.



    



    “There are 223 households in Seongbuk-gu, 112 in Nowon-gu, 48 in Dongjak-gu, 47 in Yeongdeungpo-gu, 44 in Gwanak-gu, and 30 in Dongdaemun-gu.”



    



    “So, you’re suggesting we distribute briquettes?”



    



    “I’m against it.”



    



    When I inquired, Baek Woo-jin spoke up.



    



    “There’s a lot of donated briquettes, and there’s also a lot of funding available.”



    



    Everyone listened to Baek Woo-jin’s words.



    



    “Low-income households receive subsidies for heating fuels, with kerosene costing 310,000 won and briquettes costing 470,000 won. Since they receive a lot of donations and subsidies, giving out briquettes won’t be very helpful.”



    



    “Oh, really?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan leaned back awkwardly in his chair.



    



    “Then how about rice and kimchi?”



    



    “That sounds good. They’re food items and have a long shelf life.”



    



    As I supported Cha Ji-chan’s alternative suggestion, Ju Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin nodded in agreement.



    



    “Since we’re at it, let’s include some seaweed as well.”



    



    “How about canned tuna?”



    



    “Sounds good. But how much should we give?”



    



    “Are we trying to help all 600 households?”



    



    “That seems a bit difficult.”



    



    While we hadn’t decided how much to support each household, helping 600 households would definitely be burdensome, especially after already spending a lot on the chickens.



    



    “Then, how about the most households in Seongbuk-gu?”



    



    “Sounds good.”



    



    “I like that too. I think we should provide around 10 kg of rice.”



    



    “About how much would that be?”



    



    “It depends on what we’re getting. Since we can’t get the best quality, let’s think of it in the range of 30,000 won.”



    



    “Then for kimchi. How much for that?”



    



    “I’ll look it up.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin entered a supermarket website to find kimchi prices.



    



    “Non-brand delicious kimchi, 1.9 kg, is 10,980 won.”



    



    “That’s expensive.”



    



    “It’s because it’s non-brand; the branded ones are double the price.”



    



    “Then let’s roughly estimate it at that. 10,000 won for 2 kg. What else did we want to do?”



    



    “Seaweed. Tuna.”



    



    “Look up seaweed and tuna too.”



    



    “Okay... Non-brand roasted seaweed is 4,280 won for 100g, and lean tuna is 2,280 won for 150g.”



    



    “Roughly, seaweed would be 8,000 won for two packs, and tuna would be 10,000 won for five cans. In total, that’s 20,000 won.”



    



    “Adding rice, kimchi, seaweed, and tuna together makes 60,000 won. How many households were in Seongbuk-gu again?”



    



    “223 households.”



    



    “...How much is it?”



    



    “13,380,000 won.”



    



    While Ju Ji-seung and I tilted our heads in confusion, Cha Ji-chan answered.



    



    “If you factor in transportation costs, it’ll be much more.”



    



    “Why would we have it delivered? We should carry it ourselves.”



    



    Everyone was taken aback by Cha Ji-chan's comment.



    



    “How are we supposed to do that?”



    



    “The roads are too narrow; we probably can’t even fit a car in there!”



    



    This time, even Ju Ji-seung seemed to be opposing the idea.



    



    “Yeah. We’d have to carry everything ourselves. Each person would have to cover 55 households? With 14 kg to carry?”



    



    “Exactly. It’s exercise, it’s a good deed, and it saves money. What’s not to like?”



    



    His confidence was so absurd that it left us speechless.



    



    “This is ridiculous. It’s insane,” Baek Woo-jin bluntly chimed in.



    



    “Hey, are we supposed to just dig up dirt and live off that? We’ve already pooled 20 million won each; why do we have to do more? It’s exercise and saves money, what’s the issue?”



    



    “Ah, for goodness' sake, stop just sitting there and say something to him!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin pleaded with Ju Ji-seung and me.



    



    “Ji-chan,”



    



    Ju Ji-seung lowered his voice.



    



    “My back has been bothering me lately. Can we just do 50 households?”



    



    “Huh?”



    



    “Or split it over two days.”



    



    “What are you talking about! Let’s not do it!”



    



    As Ju Ji-seung attempted to negotiate, Baek Woo-jin shouted angrily.



    



    “Chan-yong! You need to say something!”



    



    “...”



    



    Everyone looked at me.



    



    “Um, this seems to be a different topic, but we’ve done a lot of good work together. We’ve gained a lot from giving.”



    



    “And?”



    



    “I just feel like it would be nice if we got a little recognition for this effort. Honestly, it’s commendable. Where else can you find people like us? Am I right?”



    



    “Yeah! We’ve done really well! Why do we have to do it ourselves? Have you already forgotten how much trouble we went through at Heung-bu’s place?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin shouted loudly.



    



    “I think it’s because that effort isn’t as visible. Now it’s time for us to show a little pride in what we’ve done; that’ll motivate us further.”



    



    “...So that’s your reasoning.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan exhaled deeply.



    



    “Right. You can’t convey everything through videos. We need to show them our hard work, sweating it out together and sharing drinks like Bacchus. Then maybe they’ll appreciate it more.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin narrowed their eyes in unison.



    



    “Let’s do it during the day instead of at night. That way, more people will see how hard we’re working. If we do it at night, there won’t be any media coverage, and there will be fewer eyewitness accounts.”



    



    “Why are you going off on this tangent?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin shouted again.



    



    “Let’s not do it! We can just hire people! Why are you always thinking about working harder?”



    



    “If we’re going to do it, we might as well show off a bit.”



    



    “Right! Let’s do that! Let’s take it easy!”



    



    “Come on. We need people to see that we did well. Otherwise, they’ll think we’re just being obnoxious, right?”



    



    “I want to split it over two days.”



    



    “It’ll be good exercise!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked around at us before slumping down into his chair.



    



    ***



    



    We split into two teams to distribute the ingredients.



    



    Park Heung-bu had mentioned he could buy decent rice cheaply, so Cha Ji-chan and I, along with some helpers, went with him.



    



    Ju Ji-seung and Baek Woo-jin went to the kimchi factory to secure domestic kimchi, while seaweed and canned tuna were purchased at the supermarket as non-brand items.



    



    I felt overwhelmed at the thought of moving 223 bags of 10 kg rice, but the six helpers were all so enthusiastic about the exercise that we quickly loaded everything into the car.



    



    It was satisfying to fill up the three Porters we had rented for the week.



    



    “6,244,000 won to settle.”



    



    “Okay.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan handed over the card, and PD Ahn Sang-kyu captured the transaction on camera.



    



    After verifying the receipt, we climbed into the car.



    



    “Wow, we just bought rice for 6 million won.”



    



    “When will we ever do this again?”



    



    “I’m not doing this again. Baek Woo-jin was right earlier. Once you rent the car, that money is already spent.”



    



    “We need to look into people's eyes to convey our feelings. Meeting the viewers in person while we were working up there in the sky was so rewarding!”



    



    “What if someone collapses? Who would benefit from that?”



    



    “Hey, that’s already in the past! You said it would be nice to show off, right?”



    



    “The video quality is definitely better your way.”



    



    My phone rang; it was Muk Eun-ji.



    



    “Hello, Eun-ji.”



    



    I just got off the phone with the Seongbuk District Office. They said they can guide us the day after tomorrow. It seems social workers will accompany us, so there shouldn’t be any worries about getting lost.



    



    “Thank you. It’s a relief that they’ll help us. Should we prepare something to express our gratitude?”



    



    They’ll probably refuse. It could lead to problems, so just be mindful of meals and drinks on the day of the event.



    



    “Do we need to worry about the amounts too?”



    



    Yes. They’re only accompanying us along the routes we’ll take over the two days, so you don’t need to worry about that.



    



    “Still, it feels like we’re getting into debt.”



    

    



















“They’ll appreciate sincerity over material gifts.”





Since they’re public officials, expressing gratitude isn’t straightforward.





As Muk Eun-ji said, I should show my sincerity within the possible limits.





“Alright. I’ll see you at home later.”





“What time will you be home?”





“How long until you arrive?”





“About 30 minutes?”





“If you’re arriving in 30 minutes, it’ll take about an hour to get home. It might take longer.”





“Understood.”





After the call, Cha Ji-chan asked, “Didn’t you say you greeted them last time?”





“Huh?”





“Eun-ji PD’s parents.”





“Yeah. I visit them occasionally.”





Cha Ji-chan made a sound of approval.





“When the wedding invitation comes, you have to be the first to give it to me. Got it?”





“I’m actually touring the wedding venues this weekend, but they’re all fully booked. But didn’t they say in the news that they’re not getting married? Yet when I go to the venues, they’re booked for months in advance!”





“Have they not set a date yet?”





“Nope.”





“Oh, how much should I give as a congratulatory gift? How much do you want?”





“100 million won?”





“...You’re crazy.”




























  
    Crocodiles and Birds (1)



    



    10 AM.



    



    With the guidance of social workers, we began delivering food supplies to vulnerable groups.



    



    Each box contained 10 kg of rice, 2 kg of kimchi, 200 g of seaweed, and 5 cans of tuna. Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan carried two boxes each.



    



    He said his back hurt, but that was a lie.



    



    I wondered if I could also carry two boxes, but just as I was about to challenge myself, I spotted Baek Woo-jin struggling in front of the truck.



    



    “Ugh!”



    



    He lifted the boxes to his knees but quickly put them down again.



    



    He wiped his sweat and tried once more, but it seemed he couldn’t lift them this time either.



    



    “Don’t overdo it; use this.”



    



    I brought down a cart from the truck.



    



    “You can do it!”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “You can!”



    



    As I folded the cart back up to load it into the truck, Baek Woo-jin hurriedly grabbed it.



    



    When I stacked two boxes and tried to lift them, I found them awkward due to their size rather than weight.



    



    Still, I felt a sense of accomplishment since I only had to make one trip instead of two, and the local residents had gathered around.



    



    “Hello.”



    



    No one greeted me, but they all smiled.



    



    It felt awkward.



    



    “Is this your house?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    Social worker Park Ji-hyo knocked on the door, and a little while later, an elderly woman came out.



    



    “Hello, grandma.”



    



    “Did you eat?”



    



    “Yes, and you?”



    



    “I had something quick.”



    



    While the grandma warmly welcomed Park Ji-hyo, she glanced at me, seeming a bit uncertain.



    



    “Hello, I’m Ban Chan-young.”



    



    I set the box down.



    



    The grandma seemed curious about what was going on, focusing only on the social worker.



    



    “This person is here to give you rice and kimchi, along with seaweed and canned tuna for you and the neighbors.”



    



    When Park Ji-hyo opened the box to show her, the grandma’s expression darkened.



    



    “What’s wrong?”



    



    “...I can’t accept this; I have nothing to give in return.”



    



    “I’m doing this because I enjoy it. It makes me feel really good. Please accept it.”



    



    When I said this with a smile, the grandma quietly went inside.



    



    I realized that my good intentions might be perceived as a burden.



    



    “What should we do?”



    



    “It’s okay. She’s just feeling shy. Grandma? Grandma?”



    



    After calling her a few times, she soon came back out and handed me a black bag.



    



    “Yes?”



    



    “Take it. Take it with you.”



    



    I opened the bag, feeling confused, and found two yogurts inside.



    



    “Wow, I really love that yogurt! How did you know?”



    



    “You’re such a fuss. Just go on.”



    



    The grandma’s lips lifted slightly.



    



    “Thank you! I’ll enjoy it.”



    



    I carried the remaining box outside. I was worried about how far I had to walk, but it turned out to be right next door, so I felt relieved.



    



    “Grandpa, I’m here!”



    



    “Hello!”



    



    When I greeted him alongside Park Ji-hyo, the grandpa smiled widely.



    



    “This person brought you rice and kimchi. Isn’t that nice?”



    



    “Yes, yes.”



    



    The grandpa’s face was lit up with joy, likely happy to see the social worker.



    



    Feeling good alongside him, I noticed a foul smell coming from the room.



    



    Trying not to show any sign of discomfort, Park Ji-hyo asked the grandpa if he had any discomfort and how his legs were doing.



    



    “I’m fine. I’m fine.”



    



    “That’s a relief. Oh, you need to do some dishes.”



    



    He just kept smiling.



    



    “Well then, we’ll be on our way.”



    



    “Already?”



    



    “We need to distribute to other places, too.”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    For the first time, the grandpa looked a bit sad, which made my heart ache.



    



    He was probably living alone and seemed to be lonely.



    



    Once outside, Park Ji-hyo smiled and said, “That smell was pretty strong, right?”



    



    “A little.”



    



    “Doesn’t do the dishes well, just cooks ramen and rice in dirty pots, and doesn’t wash up properly.”



    



    I had no words and could only nod.



    



    “Even when I tell him it’s not good for his health, he says detergent and soap are too precious.”



    



    Park Ji-hyo let out a sigh.



    



    “Once he pays rent, he struggles to make ends meet. There are quite a few people like that.”



    



    “......”



    



    Once again, I went to grab another box.



    



    The incline was quite steep, making it a bit challenging.



    



    “Ugh. Ugh.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin was panting as he lifted a box.



    



    “What about the cart?”



    



    He must not have the strength to answer, as he just pointed toward the cart lying next to the truck.



    



    Upon closer inspection, I saw that the wheels were broken.



    



    Of all times, why did that have to happen?



    



    “Take it easy. Ji-chan and I can handle it.”



    



    “...Ah.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin set the box down and sat down.



    



    “Are you okay?”



    



    “I feel dizzy.”



    



    It seemed he didn’t even have the luxury to consider the gazes of those around him. He just lay down flat and tried to catch his breath.



    



    Since he was resting, I grabbed two boxes and headed to the next house.



    



    This time, it was a place where a grandma and her two grandchildren lived.



    



    When I set the box down, one of the kids rushed in, tearing off the tape, revealing his dirty nails.



    



    “Grandma! There’s tuna too!”



    



    “Hold on.”



    



    “There’s seaweed! We’ll have a feast today!”



    



    Hearing the words about having a feast pierced my heart.



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    As the grandma bowed her head to thank me, I hurriedly bent down to bow in return, fearing I might tear up, and stepped outside.



    



    “Are you okay?”



    



    “Yes. Ah, I’m sorry.”



    



    “It’s fine.”



    



    As I took a breath and calmed down, Park Ji-hyo comforted me.



    



    “I was a bit worried because I only saw you on TV. I thought maybe you’d only care about how you appeared.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    As I asked back, I remembered an interview I had done before.



    



    “But seeing you get happy over just one yogurt, and how you didn’t show any reaction to the smell, or seeing you hold back tears in front of Grandma Bok, made me realize you’re different.”



    



    That’s only natural.



    



    It’s a basic principle to uphold between people.



    



    “I’m going to become a fan of Nam Sadangpa from today.”



    



    “I’m going to cheer for you too.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “I’ve come to respect you.”



    



    Watching Park Ji-hyo, who walks thousands of steps a day, listens to hundreds of words, and offers warm touches countless times for the people living here, I felt a lot.



    



    “She’s a bit of an oddball.”



    



    Before knocking on the next house’s door, Park Ji-hyo seemed to worry about something.



    



    It looked like a person with a peculiar personality lived here.



    



    “Grandpa. Grandpa.”



    



    After knocking, the door opened slightly a little while later.



    



    Seeing Park Ji-hyo’s face, the grandpa scolded her.



    



    “Why are you so late!”



    



    “I came here the fastest.”



    



    “Don’t lie! I can hear everything!”



    



    The grandpa turned to look at me.



    



    “What’s going on?”



    



    “Hello, I’m Ban Chan-young.”



    



    “What?”



    



    “This person brought you a gift.”



    



    I held the box out toward him, but the grandpa became angry.



    



    “Are you telling me to lift this heavy thing? I might hurt my back!”



    



    “Why do you have to talk like that?”



    



    “I’ll bring it inside.”



    



    The grandpa finally opened the door fully. After I set it down, he kicked the box lightly with his foot.



    



    “What’s this?”



    



    “It’s rice and kimchi. There’s seaweed and canned tuna too.”



    



    “I told you I wanted ramen, not rice!”



    



    “That’s something the district office provides. This is a personal gift from this person.”



    



    “Hmph.”



    



    The grandpa stared at me, then scoffed and waved his hand dismissively.



    



    “If you’re done, get out.”



    



    “How’s your back doing?”



    



    “Why do you keep asking the same thing? What good does it do to ask? I need to go to the hospital to get better.”



    



    “Okay. I’ll come again.”



    



    “Don’t come!”



    



    Park Ji-hyo sighed and led me outside.



    



    “He has trouble trusting others.”



    



    “There must be a reason for that.”



    



    Not everyone is kindhearted.



    



    Some may be hurt, or have a bad temperament, but still, I think it’s because there are people like social workers that this town can continue to exist.



    



    “Then…”



    



    “Wait a moment.”



    



    I called PD Ahn Sang-kyu.



    



    “Yes, Chan-young?”



    



    “PD, I’d like to ask if I could buy some soap.”



    



    “Soap?”



    



    “Yes. I’d like to get three of the same kind per household. I want to give them out together; is it possible to get it done quickly?”



    



    I requested the same kind of product to avoid any misunderstanding of discrimination if I brought different items.



    



    “Sure. How many people should I prepare for?”



    



    “Thank you. Please come to get the card. Yes. Yes. Thank you.”



    



    After ending the call, Park Ji-hyo stared at me.



    



    “Ah. It was on my mind.”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    Park Ji-hyo smiled brightly.



    



    After visiting a few more houses, I noticed Baek Woo-jin moving around.



    



    He didn’t look so good, and I thought about whether I should stop him when PD Ahn Sang-kyu brought the soap.



    



    It was Dove soap.



    



    If we were to prepare the same product, we would have needed to split into teams and go to several supermarkets, but he had gotten it ready sooner than I expected.



    



    “Thank you. You worked hard.”



    



    “Oh, this is nothing compared to what the boss does. How far do we need to go?”



    



    “I was going around to the end of this alley. I’ll take care of it.”



    



    “Are you sure you don’t need help? That’s a lot.”



    



    “No, I need to tell you something directly.”



    



    I picked up the soap and returned to the house we had just visited.



    



    Entering Bok’s house, I handed the soap to Bok and said, “Bok, uncle is advertising this soap. Can you try it out and let me know if it’s good or not?”



    



    “Okay!”



    



    At first, Bok was puzzled but quickly responded.



    



    His surname is Jeong and his name is Bok, which suits him as he is quite the assertive kid.



    



    “Okay. Thank you. Grandma, I’m leaving now. Stay healthy!”



    



    After saying goodbye, I headed to the house of the grumpy grandfather.



    



    “What now!”



    



    “I’m sorry, I forgot to give you the soap.”



    



    The grandfather stared at the soap and got angry again.



    



    “Are you forgetting something else again?”



    



    “Oh come on. There’s nothing left. Here you go.”



    



    I slipped the soap through the door and hurriedly walked back to the places I had been.



    



    When I told people it was for advertising or that I accidentally left it out, they accepted it without suspicion.



    



    “Is the advertising real?”



    



    Park Ji-hyo asked.



    



    “No?”



    



    “Then why?”



    



    “I thought if I just gave it away, they might think it smells bad or that I’m dirty or something.”



    



    Park Ji-hyo slightly opened her mouth, then gave me a thumbs-up.



    



    “Looks like we’ve visited everywhere we intended to?”



    



    “Yes. You can go back now.”



    



    “Wow. I’m feeling a bit tired now.”



    



    “Well, you’ve been going since this morning. It’s lunchtime now.”



    



    “Oh, right.”



    



    I had said we would eat at 1 PM, and there was just one minute left.



    



    “Let’s eat first.”



    



    Park Ji-hyo nodded.



    



    As we walked slowly back to the truck, I spotted Baek Woo-jin on the opposite side.



    



    Seeing him sprawled out against the wall, he looked completely drained.



    



    “Hey, Baek Woo-jin.”



    



    “……”



    



    “Let’s eat. Get up.”



    



    “Hyung, I feel dizzy.”



    



    I crouched down in surprise to check on him.



    



    “What’s wrong? Why do you feel this way?”



    



    “I don’t know.”



    



    “……Is your heart racing?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    He must have low blood sugar.



    



    I wanted to check his blood sugar level, but ever since it stabilized, I hadn’t carried my meter around.



    



    I also hadn’t carried the chocolate I usually kept on me for quite some time.



    



    “What’s going on with you?”



    



    “I have low blood sugar. Does anyone have something sweet? Something sweet! Is there anyone with something sweet!”



    



    I shouted in panic.



    



    “Chan-young, yogurt!”



    



    Park Ji-hyo mentioned the yogurt she had received in the morning, and as I searched my pockets, I found the black bag.



    



    “Can you open this for me? Hey, Baek Woo-jin! Get up!”



    



    When I tried to lift him but he remained dazed, I slapped his cheek, and he groaned.



    



    The guideline for treating low blood sugar stated that feeding someone food while they were in a daze could cause issues, even if it was liquid, so I was relieved we had something.



    



    I received the yogurt from Park Ji-hyo and put it in his mouth.



    



    “Drink it. Finish it all.”



    



    After getting out another remaining yogurt from the bag on the floor, I made sure he finished it before picking him up and sitting him in the passenger seat of the truck, adjusting the seatbelt over him.

  
    

    














The Crocodile and the Bird (2)




What should I do first?





Think. Don't space out. The hospital. Driving.





I took out my smartphone.





— Banchan. Just in time.





“We need to take Woo-jin to the hospital. Please send a driver. He’s in truck number 2. Hurry up.”





— Yong-joo! Choi Yong-joo!





Fortunately, Cha Ji-chan called someone without any further comments. I would explain the situation later.





“Next, Ji-hye PD.”





I called Lee Ji-hye PD.





— Yes, Chan-yong?





“Woo-jin collapsed. It looks like he has low blood sugar. Where are you right now?”





— I’ll be right there.





Lee Ji-hye didn’t waste any time.





I wished I had a blood sugar meter; it made me realize how careless I had been.





As I waited anxiously, Ji-hye PD, who had been nearby, arrived first.





“What happened?”





“He looked unwell and was lying in the street. I thought it was low blood sugar, so I gave him some yogurt, but I couldn’t check his blood sugar, so I called for help.”





“I have one.”





Ji-hye PD pulled a small pouch from her bag.





“Uh….”





Seeing her fumble and not knowing how to use it, I stepped in to help.





I sanitized under his thumbnail, pricked it to get some blood, and placed it on the test strip. After five seconds, it recorded 83 mg/dL.





After eating two yogurts and waiting about ten minutes, 83 confirmed that he indeed had low blood sugar.





The target range for blood sugar control during hypoglycemia is between 80 mg/dL and 130 mg/dL, so he was back to safety.





Thank goodness.





“How is it?”





“It seems okay.”





With the tension lifted, I felt my strength ebbing away.





“Do we not need to give him more?”





Ji-hye took out some glucose candy from her bag.





“No, he’s fine now. He should regain consciousness soon.”





“Ugh.”





Baek Woo-jin started to come to.





“Woo-jin, can you hear me?”





Ji-hye called out to him, her brow furrowed in concern.





Woo-jin looked at Ji-hye with dazed eyes and then smiled faintly.





“You’re really ugly.”





A moment of silence passed.





“Look at him. He’s talking nonsense. What do we do? Baek Woo-jin, Baek Woo-jin!”





Ji-hye gently stroked his cheek before lightly slapping it.





“Ouch.”





“Get yourself together!”





After slapping him once more, Woo-jin shook his head.





“I’m okay. I’m awake. Really. Really.”





“Really? Then take another look.”





“You’re pretty. Pretty.”





“Ha. That surprised me.”





“……”





Woo-jin slowly turned to look at me. His eyes were pleading for help, but seeing him joking around made me ignore it.





***





Once his blood sugar was stabilized, the urgency of the situation passed.





Just in case, I sent him to the hospital, and the remaining crew finished up the work for the afternoon.





Since I had a lot of work to catch up on as well, we ordered dinner for the night.





“That was a close call.”





I relayed the day’s events to Muk-ji, who hadn’t been on site because of an advertising contract.





“Exactly. If the grandmother hadn’t given him yogurt, it could have been really serious. She saved Woo-jin.”





Just imagining it was terrifying.





The spot where he collapsed was near the truck, visible from the house side, but blocked from the direction where people were gathered.





We were lucky to find him early; it could have ended in tragedy.





“I should carry a blood sugar meter and juice with me. I didn’t bring them because it was a hassle, but I should at least keep them in the car.”





When going around filming, it’s actually not easy to carry a meter or juice separately.





They’re too bulky to fit in a pocket.





“I’ll carry them.”





“You will? Why?”





“Because if Chan-yong faints, I need to take action, so I’ll carry them.”





“…”





I was overwhelmed with gratitude and guilt. I hugged Muk-ji tightly because she was so lovable.





“Did you send him straight to the hospital?”





“Ji-hye PD had a blood sugar meter. Since his levels returned to normal, we sent him slowly.”





As I spoke, I suddenly realized something.





There’s no need for someone who doesn’t have diabetes to carry a blood sugar meter and glucose candy around.





Just looking at Woo-jin lying there with a devastated expression showed how much Ji-hye PD cared for him.





“What’s wrong?”





“I just realized that Ji-hye PD is really attentive to Woo-jin.”





“Baek Woo-jin asked me various things when he was diagnosed with diabetes.”





“Really?”





Muk-ji nodded and turned on the TV.





WTV news was on, and after a series of reports that were suffocating to watch and listen to, our story came up.





Woo-jin had worried about looking like he was putting on a show with the news coverage, but thankfully, the details about him collapsing didn’t make it to the report.





If the reporters had found Woo-jin, they might have taken some action, but I wasn’t sure if that was fortunate or unfortunate.





“Ji-chan hyung is really blaming himself. He started without considering Woo-jin's stamina or health.”





“It's not Cha Ji-chan's fault.”





“It seems he doesn’t think so.”





— Oh, thank you. Just rice and kimchi will do. And some seaweed, what’s it called… tuna. He also gave me soap.





— This soap is really great! The ajusshi from the banchan store gave it to me!





An interview with Bok-yi’s family was being used in the news.





“Was soap included too?”





“Oh, when I visited in person, I noticed there were hygiene issues. When people are preoccupied with daily life, it seems they neglect that. I thought it would be nice to give it out together.”





Muk-ji nodded slowly.





“It seems like they really liked the soap.”





Seeing Bok-yi holding a piece of soap in each hand was indeed surprising.





It was odd that he was so happy to receive soap instead of something else.





“I said it was for advertising because I thought you might feel bad if I just gave it away. When I asked what it felt like, he probably told the reporter.”





That kid must have been trying to help me in his own way.





“Is it Dove?”





Even with the mosaic, it seemed recognizable.





“Yes. Can you tell?”





“If it’s a white case, there’s no other product that comes to mind.”





“I didn’t specifically ask for Dove, but I decided to keep it consistent so that there wouldn’t be unnecessary complications if the items were different.”





“That was a good decision.”





“How was your day, Eun-ji?”





“There were quite a few inquiries about advertising. I planned to handle it, but I couldn’t finish everything.”





Muk-ji took out her phone and showed me something.





“You can see the usual inquiries, but there was something unusual; a clothing brand contacted us.”





“Clothes?”





That was quite unexpected.





“It’s Lacoste. They proposed a photoshoot and ambassador role.”





“……What?”





Lacoste is a world-renowned brand. It seemed implausible that they would propose a photoshoot and ambassador role.





“I was surprised too.”





Muk-ji opened the proposal document and showed it to me.





Since its establishment, Lacoste has made efforts to become a free link in society by respecting diversity and pursuing creativity. We ask that the banchan you have provided, which has comforted the weary by uniting the members of society, work together to beautify our lives.





Please refer to the attached file regarding the Lacoste Ambassador 2024 policy.





They used complicated language, but interpreted in my own way, it seemed to mean they wanted everyone, regardless of age or nationality, to wear Lacoste clothing.





“It’s not just in our country?”





“It’s for global ambassadors.”





“I’m not that kind of person.”





“Looking at the data from last year, photoshoots or videos are indeed used for global marketing, but direct activities mostly take place domestically. However, attending Lacoste’s annual events is something to consider.”





“That sounds too burdensome.”





“Being an ambassador might allow the company to adopt your image, but you could also adopt the company’s image. Lacoste has a well-positioned brand.”





“Wouldn’t that be worse for Lacoste? What’s the point of me wearing it?”





“Don’t say that. You’d look great in any setting.”





“That’s only in your eyes, Eun-ji.”





“No, it’s not.”























Muk-ji seemed to be hoping I would take on this task.





“Okay. Should we meet then?”





“You made a good choice.”





***





“Ah, can you hear me?”





It was Friday.





After working hard for two days, my body was not in great shape.





As I greeted the audience with a long, drawn-out salutation, they responded in their own ways.





└Ahhhhh





└Drlnd





└I’m in love





└Why does your voice sound so weak?





“It’s because I was carrying rice yesterday and the day before. I’m exhausted.”





I took a sip of water.





“If you look at the banchan store, you’ll know that the news was a bit disappointing. I sweated a lot in this cold weather, but they didn’t cover that.”





A yawn escaped me.





Looking at the chat, various comments were coming in.





└It seemed like a big deal.





└You do look tired.





└Lol, I know he’s just pretending to be tired for the image.





└You should give him some credit for that.





└For real.





└Is Baek Woo-jin okay?





“Woo-jin is fine. Hypoglycemia is really dangerous, but once the blood sugar is stabilized, it’s okay. Wow, if it weren't for the grandmother who gave him yogurt, it would have been a serious problem. I went to thank her in person yesterday.”





└So relieved to hear that.





└Baek Woo-jin really is too weak.





└But he did lose some weight.





└Thank you, grandmother.





└Woo-jin is precious.





└The welfare worker from the video left a comment. She said that people with diabetes are really considerate.





└How much did you give?





“Oh, come on. How much do you think I gave?”





Welfare worker Park Ji-hyo thankfully commented on YouTube.





What I thought was a given was wrapped in thoughtful consideration, and thanks to that, my intentions were accurately conveyed to those who didn’t realize.





“But that comment got a lot of likes, right? Was it 8,000? By event standards, that’s a sure win. Is it a bit much to give chicken for a compliment? Is that okay?”





Comments started coming in at a roughly equal ratio of ‘yes’ and ‘no,’ but one stood out: “If you give it, doesn’t that make it a quid pro quo?”





“No, it’s a prize. Everyone, you’re trying to block your competitors because you want chicken, but there’s plenty. Even without what I gave out last week, there are 12,000 pieces left.”





As I spoke, I recalled the signature product from Padak, which is the cilantro mayo fried chicken.





Since they were sponsoring the event, we decided that all the members of the Nam Sadangpa would do a review broadcast.





“Speaking of which, I need to eat cilantro mayo fried chicken. I’ve honestly never even heard of it, but people say it’s surprisingly good. When? Tomorrow. Tomorrow seems fine. Let me just check.”





I left a message in the group chat suggesting that instead of making banchan tomorrow, we do a fried chicken review.





“Soap? Oh, why didn’t I get toothpaste and shampoo? Body wash?”





└Because he doesn’t brush his teeth well, he forgot about toothpaste. Lol.





└Ugh.





└So dirty.





└You should wash yourself more.





“Oh right, toothpaste and shampoo. I didn’t get them because I’m short on cash. So give me some money.”





└?





└A robber? D:





└Is this a threat?





“I said I don’t have money! I don’t have any, so can you all donate in the name of the banchan store? Who was it earlier? Luluka. Can you pull out some money to buy toothpaste and give it away?”





└[Luluka has donated 2,000 won]: Is this enough? Let’s share some more.





└2,000 won! Hahaha!





└Lol, who are you teasing?





└With 2,000 won, can you even squeeze some on a toothbrush? Hahaha!





└Giving 2,000 won and being so confident! Hahaha!





└This is probably going to surprise the banchan store. Lol.





“Why would that surprise me? 2,000 won is a steal!”





└[Namsadang Gallery has donated 100,000 won]: Really? I was planning to give some super chat today, but is it okay if I only give 2,000 won?





└Wow!





└100,000 won?





└A big spender has arrived!





“Oh! Thank you, Gallery! How did you know 2,000 won wouldn’t be enough!”





└Hahaha!





└Haha, with 100,000 won, that changes everything!




















































  
    Crocodile and Bird (3)



    



    └So what are we doing today?



    



    └Let’s have a World Cup.



    



    └Let’s do a mukbang.



    



    “Today, I want to talk about ice cream. I’ve been diagnosed with diabetes for about 15 months now, and during that time, so many new ice cream and snack products have come out. Just looking at them makes me want to eat them so much! So I plan to reminisce about what I’ve tried and also ask you about the ones I haven’t.”



    



    I opened a web browser.



    



    “I used to love Lotte ice cream, you know? So today, we’ll focus on that. Once we hit a certain view count, I’ll check out Haitai and Binggrae as well.”



    



    I accessed the Lotte Wellfood website and navigated to the ice cream section.



    



    The first item listed was the Turtle Bar.



    



    “The Turtle Bar. I loved this when I was in elementary school. It’s coated in chocolate, and the inside is vanilla, which makes it delicious. A perfect combination! But honestly, I probably ate more of the Turtle Eggs than the Turtle Bar, right?”



    



    └Yeah!



    



    └It didn’t come out for a while, but once it did, I couldn't stop eating! Hahaha.



    



    └Isn’t that a condom?



    



    └Have you never seen a condom? The Turtle Egg is much thicker.



    



    └…I never had the need for it.



    



    └I’m sorry.



    



    “The Turtle Egg is tasty, but the downside is it’s hard to eat without scissors. I’ve seen kids try to tear it open with their teeth, ending up just holding a lump of ice cream in their hands. Ah, I want to eat it.”



    



    Next up is the Pig Bar.



    



    “Who hasn’t had a Pig Bar in Korea, right? Do you know why it’s called the Pig Bar?”



    



    └?



    



    └I know this one! The chocolate part is the skin, the vanilla is the fat, and the red part is the meat, so it’s like pork belly.



    



    └Whoa!



    



    └That’s wild.



    



    └That’s so gruesome!



    



    “No! You crazy! I can’t believe you thought that was true. It’s called the Pig Bar because it was released in 1983, which was the Year of the Pig. That’s why it’s called that.”



    



    └That’s even more ridiculous.



    



    └You’re joking, right? Hahaha. Who names their own product like that?



    



    “It’s true! Look it up. And you know how the strawberry syrup in the Pig Bar has decreased? But originally, the Pig Bar didn’t have any strawberry syrup at all. Older folks will remember this, right?”



    



    └It didn’t have it back then.



    



    └Really?



    



    └I looked it up, and there was none from 1983 to 1995.



    



    └You’re an oldie!



    



    “I don’t really like strawberry, so I preferred the way it used to be. When you peeled off the skin, the chocolate biscuit would crumble. That was the good old Pig Bar. By the way, did you know this is halal food?”



    



    └What are you talking about? Hahaha.



    



    └That name doesn’t sound halal at all.



    



    └There was an article about how it couldn’t be sold after being sent to Malaysia for export because it had the word 'pig' in its name, even after getting halal certification.



    



    └Hahaha! That’s insane!



    



    └The butterfly effect is crazy!



    



    “I didn’t have much interest in Cookie-O, but Byeollan Bar is a legend. It had candy inside, chocolate, and on top, coffee-flavored ice cream, and the chocolate was really good. I liked that I could eat candy while eating ice cream. Lotte really made some good stuff. Do you remember Al-Gum Bar? It’s the one with gum in a stick.”



    



    └Oh, I remember that!



    



    └I’d buy one for 300 won while playing in the playground, and it felt like the world was mine! Hahaha.



    



    └There was always that kid asking for gum!



    



    └Is this a gathering of YouTube uncles?



    



    └The Byeollan Bar also had a flute!



    



    “Right! The flute! It didn’t make a great sound, but it still felt satisfying until the end. Joanna hasn’t tried it. Tico is really good, though. I guess I have a thing for chocolate-coated vanilla ice cream.”



    



    After Tico, they introduced Tetris, an ice cream I had never seen before.



    



    “Gugugcon. The name itself is a scam.”



    



    └Gugugcon is delicious.



    



    └World Cone is the best!



    



    └Gugugugugugugu.



    



    └Why did we skip Tetris?



    



    “Gugugcon. Gugug. Kyu. Isn’t it cute? Cute things are the best! Enjoy your Gugugcon!”



    



    └What the heck! Hahaha!



    



    └Oh, my eyes.



    



    └A 35-year-old uncle acting cute like this is priceless.



    



    └You seem to like chocolate flavors.



    



    “Jaws Bar and Screw Bar—honestly, if we had to pick the top two Lotte ice creams, it would be these two, right? Jaws Bar came out in ‘83, and Screw Bar came out in ‘85. The Lotte ice creams of the 80s were the best. They still taste good today!”



    



    └Jokbok!



    



    └For real, they still taste good. In the summer, when you turn on the fan and eat a Screw Bar, it’s like winter.



    



    └It looks weird, the Lotte Screw Bar~



    



    └I even remember the CM song for Screw Bar!



    



    Curious about what Jokbok meant, I looked it up, and it turns out it’s an abbreviation for Jaws Bar, Screw Bar, and Watermelon Bar.



    



    I guess it’s similar to the feeling of Okmae Wakka from back in the day.



    



    “Screw Bar has apple and strawberry flavors, while Jaws Bar has orange and strawberry. Now that I think about it, how did they combine orange and strawberry? It’s really a perfect match.”



    



    As I continued talking, the conversation became quite lengthy.



    



    We’ve only covered one page, and it’s already three pages long, so we need to speed things up a bit.



    



    “But there’s too much to talk about! Should we just focus on the popular ones?”



    



    └No, no, no, no, no!



    



    └We should go through them all.



    



    └Oh ho!



    



    └Don’t try to slack off; be diligent!



    



    └We have to get through Binggrae and Haitai today.



    



    “No, but seriously, there’s too much. I’ll only talk about my favorites. There are just too many!”



    



    I glanced at the remaining ice creams.



    



    There’s Ppabiko, Bangpare, Watermelon Bar, Sullaeim, Amatna, Jewel Bar, World Cone, Double Bianco, Okdongja, Selection, Choco Fudge, Chalokcorn, Wow, Wild Body, and Chaltteok Ice.



    



    “Wait. I love them all!”



    



    └Hahaha!



    



    └They’re all treasures one by one!



    



    └That’s not a phrase for this situation!



    



    └It actually is!



    



    └Lotte’s ice cream lineup is indeed impressive.



    



    “But there’s one that we really need to talk about. Chalokcorn. Before I had this, I never thought of making corn into ice cream. Just thinking about it sounds unappetizing, but wow—it’s so delicious. The corn flavor, the snacks, and the corn kernels create such a unique experience. I think Chalokcorn has opened a new horizon in the ice cream world. And wow.”



    



    └My dad ate a lot of Chalokcorn.



    



    └Wow.



    



    └I ate a ton of that in the army.



    



    “Wow, you know? I think this is the best among Korean ice creams. There’s no other ice cream with this refreshing, crunchy yet smooth texture. It’s just crazy. If they had brought something like that instead of protein bars in Snowpiercer, there wouldn’t have been a revolution.”



    



    └What are you talking about? Hahaha.



    



    └Isn’t that true for other things too?



    



    └But it really is delicious.



    



    └If you see it in stores, it’s a bit noisy.



    



    └Why?



    



    └Wow, wow, wow, wow, wow, wow, wow!



    



    └Hahaha!



    



    └Is it really that delicious?



    



    └They’re great for side dishes, too.



    



    └This one is truly delicious. I hope more places start selling it.



    



    “Wild Body and Okdongja can be thought of together. It seems like Lotte focused on texture when they released these. They used chocolate very well. Both have different textures with every bite.”



    



    └Wild Body was truly revolutionary.



    



    └For real, I loved the crunchy bits in between the ice cream.



    



    └A lot of ice creams like that came out in 2000—Wild Body, Encho, etc.



    



    └There are trends even in ice cream!



    



    └So how do we categorize them?



    



    “Jaws Bar, Screw Bar, and Pig Bar feel like the Pelé and Maradona of soccer players. They’re a bit of a special case. They still taste great, but they feel a bit overshadowed since so many delicious things have come out.”



    



    It’s certain that Jaws Bar is number one, but the rest are a bit ambiguous.



    



    “As I mentioned earlier, Wow is my number one. If it weren’t for my diabetes, I think I could live off just Wow. After that, Sullaeim is also delicious, along with Megaton and Ppabiko.”



    



    └I thought you were a mint chocolate fan, but you’re actually into vanilla and chocolate. I’m disappointed.



    



    └Bingbing Bar is tasty too.



    



    └Is Wow really that good?



    



    └Once he gets fixated on something, that’s all he eats.



    



    “Yeah, right. I don’t see mint chocolate anywhere. Didn’t Lotte release any mint chocolate ice cream?”



    



    I searched and found Natuur Piforita Mint Chocolate.



    



    “I didn’t even know this existed. I usually don’t buy things like Natuur or Häagen-Dazs because they’re too expensive.”



    



    Reports also came in about Cookie O Mint Sand.



    



    It seems that I preferred something like Bbangttoa over ice creams like Cookie O, so I didn’t know about those.



    



    “I really love ice cream, but I didn’t realize how many I haven’t tried.”



    



    Thinking about it, I felt a bit wronged.



    



    “I feel so unfair! Why did I have to get diabetes and miss out on all this?”



    



    └Hahaha!



    



    └But even without diabetes, once you get older, eating anything becomes scary.



    



    └Is this going up on YouTube?



    



    └I want to eat ice cream too!



    



    “Maybe? These days, I’m not involved, so I don’t know. The PD and editors are handling everything.”



    



    └Wow, you’re just coasting by!



    



    └Is that for real? It’s similar to how it used to be!



    

    



















└It seems like there was a slightly different period at some point.





└But I really didn’t know.





If even the longtime fans didn’t know, it shows that our editors are doing an excellent job.





The four of them who have consistently worked throughout the last year have now completely settled in, so there’s almost no feedback to give.





“Yeah, coasting by. Just the pure annual salary for staff in 2024 will be 240 million won. Considering the four major insurances and bonuses, it’ll go over 300 million—how is that coasting?”





└Wow.





└Over 300 million just for labor costs?





└What are you living off?





└So you really earn a billion a month!





└Didn’t you say you earned around 1.2 billion last year?





└That’s just from YouTube revenue.





“After taxes, health insurance, rent, labor costs, and all the deductions, I’m left with not even a quarter of that. When I donate and all that, people think I have a lot of money, but that’s not the case.”





└Then why do it?





└Because I still make some money from it, haha.





└Aren’t you supposed to be looking out for yourself?





└I’m subscribing and sending super chats to support you. You can keep it all for yourself.





“Wait a second. I might be exaggerating a bit, but everything I do is content. I mean, my videos do well, right? They get over a million views each time I upload. I’m doing this for my own enjoyment, so don’t worry about it. If you say it’s unnecessary or meddling, I’ll get mad.”





└You give out chicken, don’t you? Just stay quiet.





└If you keep quiet, you’ll get chicken—so why stop?





└Hahaha!





└I like this side of you—good intentions with a reason.





“Right. It’s good for all of us. There are so many bad people out there that it’s become a belief that being nice means getting taken advantage of, but in reality, the world is meant for us to help each other. What’s the basic theory of globalization? Selling what we produce well in our country to other countries and importing what we don’t have, so we can all live well together. Sure, it doesn’t always work ideally. But still, in this tough world, let’s help each other. In that sense, please subscribe and support.”





└Look at the conclusion, haha!





└He’s trying to get donations, wow.





└Seriously, why does he always end up talking about money?





└Haha, you need to earn money to do good things!




























  
    The Crocodile and the Bird (4)



    



    I visited the Banyasikgyeong studio to do a review broadcast for the Gosu Mayo Chicken.



    



    “Hey! Didn’t I tell you to knead it more gently?”



    



    “…….”



    



    Cha Ji-chan was massaging Baek Woo-jin’s shoulder.



    



    “Be more polite about it!”



    



    “Just do it appropriately.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan said through clenched teeth.



    



    “Ah, I feel dizzy. I think my blood sugar is dropping.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin fanned himself with the back of his hand on his forehead, causing Cha Ji-chan to twitch his lips and eyebrows.



    



    It seems he thinks Baek Woo-jin collapsed from overexertion. He’s holding back quite a bit today.



    



    “Who told you to skip breakfast before coming out?”



    



    I chimed in, and Baek Woo-jin pouted.



    



    “I didn’t have time to eat.”



    



    “Then you should carry something with you.”



    



    “Yeah. What if Chan-yong hadn’t seen you?”



    



    Ju Ji-seung also scolded Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “……Thank you.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin bowed in gratitude.



    



    “If you understood, give my shoulders a good rub.”



    



    When I sat in the chair, Baek Woo-jin lazily came over to massage my shoulders.



    



    “Hey! You should show some respect to your benefactor!”



    



    He really put some force into it.



    



    Though not as good as the director of the aesthetic shop I go to, it felt quite nice.



    



    “Is this enough?”



    



    “Yeah. Keep it up.”



    



    I could have said something, but I didn’t. I guess he’s thankful.



    



    I pulled Baek Woo-jin’s hand down.



    



    As we chatted while waiting, it was time for the broadcast, and I sat in front of the camera.



    



    Since it was a full collaboration with the Nam Sadang troupe, 40,000 people joined as soon as we started.



    



    └Is Baek Woo-jin okay?



    



    └He was said to have collapsed, but he looks fine?



    



    └Give me chicken!



    



    └Is it an eating broadcast today?



    



    “I'm okay!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin spread his arms wide and made his elbows into right angles, causing Cha Ji-chan to marvel at how he could lack biceps and examined his forearm.



    



    “Today, we’ll be cooking chicken marinated in ginger, pepper, and salt, wrapped in brown rice, and served with a sauce made from green onions, eggs, garlic, cumin, cilantro, and olive oil.”



    



    └It’s a healthy dish.



    



    └What is this?



    



    └With cumin and cilantro, it sounds like some Latin American or Southeast Asian chicken dish?



    



    └Cumin is typically used in Chinese dishes, right?



    



    └Cumin is also used a lot in the US, Mexico, and Greece.



    



    “Cheers.”



    



    I took out four servings of the signature menu item, the Gosu Mayo Chicken from Padadak Padak.



    



    I neatly arranged the golden-brown fried chicken, fresh green onions without the spicy taste, and the Gosu Mayo sauce.



    



    └Wait, what? Hahaha.



    



    └Isn’t that chicken? Hahaha.



    



    └Don’t scam us.



    



    └Oh, is this the product?



    



    └Looks fine to me!



    



    └I hate cilantro.



    



    └Even during the ad, this is so fabricated, haha.



    



    └When you say mayonnaise is made with eggs and olive oil, it sounds healthy.



    



    └There is olive oil mayonnaise, though, haha.



    



    “Everyone knows that, thankfully, Padadak Padak supported us with chicken for our show, Happy to Be Here. Today, I’m introducing the main menu, Gosu Mayo Chicken.”



    



    “But why four pieces?”



    



    “Huh?”



    



    “Chan-yong can’t eat one piece.”



    



    I was momentarily speechless from the embarrassment and absurdity.



    



    “Hey, you’re making me feel bad.”



    



    “I couldn’t eat one, right?”



    



    “I wasn’t feeling well then. I’m just for side dishes!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin chuckled.



    



    “You’re so skinny, you’d only eat the breast? You’d just eat the legs and wings and collapse afterward.”



    



    I actually experienced what it feels like to have blood rush to my head for the first time.



    



    As I glared with wide-open eyes, Ju Ji-seung was snickering, and Cha Ji-chan took it a step further.



    



    “Honestly, eating broadcasts have kind of lost their charm. When you did the chicken show, you ate it so unappetizingly.”



    



    “Right, right.”



    



    “Doesn’t Chan-yong hate cilantro too? He always asks to have it removed when he eats pho.”



    



    └Wow. He can’t even eat cilantro? How did this guy do eating broadcasts?



    



    └Hahaha, look at Ban-chan’s eyes rolling! Hahaha.



    



    └It’s truly pathetic. How can an eating broadcast star not eat one piece of chicken?



    



    └He’s become obsolete.



    



    └The name of the side dish shop is wasted on him.



    



    └That’s harsh! Hahaha.



    



    └You can’t eat cilantro, but you’re going to eat Gosu Mayo?



    



    └But what is Gosu Mayo?



    



    └I’ve never even heard of it.



    



    └Isn’t it amazing that this guy has endured for three years while watching chats like this?



    



    └His mentality is surprisingly strong.



    



    └Haha, what good is a strong mentality if you can’t even eat one piece of chicken? Hahaha.



    



    The viewers started to scratch my itch too.



    



    But it felt good in a way.



    



    Since I couldn't even finish one piece during the last chicken broadcast and I tend to avoid cilantro, if I finish the Gosu Mayo Chicken, it would have a significant advertising effect.



    



    It was impressive to see how smoothly everyone had set the angles without practicing beforehand.



    



    “Hmm. It’s delicious.”



    



    “It’s super crispy.”



    



    “The brown rice adds a nice texture.”



    



    We each took turns commenting.



    



    I had tried the chicken by itself, without the green onions or sauce, and its crispiness was exceptional.



    



    “It’s crispy, and there’s also juice coming out.”



    



    “Oh. It’s really good.”



    



    Juices flowed out as the fat melted under the crispy batter.



    



    “Let’s mix it.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin piled the green onions on top of the chicken and drizzled the Gosu Mayo sauce.



    



    “Hey, why are you pouring it like that?”



    



    “What do you mean?”



    



    “You said that sweet and sour pork gets soggy, right?”



    



    “This is meant to be eaten like this.”



    



    I was dumbfounded.



    



    “I don’t eat cilantro much. I need to dip it little by little. How can you pour it all on like that?”



    



    “This is how it’s meant to be eaten! Chairman Gyeom-ho wouldn’t have made the right amount for no reason! There’s a reason why they give you this much.”



    



    “Then do Chinese chefs just make it casually?”



    



    └How long are we going to argue about pouring versus dipping? Hahaha.



    



    "Baek Woo-jin is driving me crazy, haha! But sweet and sour pork is originally meant to be poured over, right? Haha."



    



    "Guys, I don’t think we’ll ever reach a conclusion on this."



    



    "Why is there such a disagreement about chicken, haha?"



    



    "Baek Woo-jin is right about this. There’s a reason the sauce is served separately."



    



    "The representative has researched and created the best flavor, haha!"



    



    Just as Baek Woo-jin was about to argue, Ju Ji-seung stuffed a piece of coriander mayo fried chicken into Baek Woo-jin's mouth.



    



    He started chewing, surprised, but then his eyes widened.



    



    Out of curiosity, I picked up a piece too.



    



    The crunchiness of the fried chicken alternated with the crispness of the scallion, while the greasy flavor was balanced by the aroma of the herbs.



    



    The space between them was filled with the coriander mayo sauce.



    



    I could faintly smell the unique soapy scent of coriander, mixed with the spicy kick of cumin and the savory taste of mayonnaise—an exquisite combination.



    



    “What is this?”



    



    It was a flavor I had never tasted before.



    



    “It feels like a cat. When you first bring it home, it won't come out of the cage. If you pretend not to notice, it'll slowly emerge after a few days. Then, when you try to pet it after feeding, it suddenly pulls away. You realize, ‘Oh, it's starting to open up and trust me.’ But then it runs away again. That’s the feeling.”



    



    "?????"



    



    "What are you talking about, haha!"



    



    "Note this down… coriander mayo fried chicken tastes like a cat…"



    



    “So, it’s a completely different kind of spiciness from the Cheongyang mayo, but what's interesting is that it also has a slight curry vibe. It’s like a curry flavor mixed with a unique coriander scent in the mayonnaise. But it’s not really curry. It’s a taste that feels familiar yet unfamiliar?”



    



    "I still don’t get it, haha!"



    



    "Speak more clearly, haha!"



    



    “Cumin is often used in curries, sausages, and ham. Surprisingly, it’s found in a lot of processed foods in Korea. So that’s why you might feel it tastes like curry, but it’s not exactly that.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung added an explanation.



    



    “Oh, I see.”



    



    “But I understand what you mean about the side dishes. I’ve definitely had each one separately, but combined, it feels really unfamiliar. It's like I almost get it but not quite.”



    



    “I think it’s really delicious!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who had already eaten three pieces, chimed in.



    



    “It feels like Mexican chicken dishes, localized to suit Korean tastes.”



    



    “In Mexico, cilantro and chicken are commonly used, so there might be similar flavors. But really, the balance is just right. The coriander scent lightly lingers in the nose.”



    



    “Exactly. When the coriander scent is strong, it makes the dish seem unappetizing. But here, it just gives off a pleasant aroma.”



    



    "Is it really that delicious or are they just saying that for the advertisement?"



    



    "From what I see, they may seem a bit foolish, but surprisingly, they aren’t that foolish. They wouldn’t lose their credibility by claiming something tasteless is delicious."



    



    "Hahaha!"



    



    "I still can't grasp the idea of coriander mayo."



    



    "Oh, if I win the event, do I get two fried chickens or one coriander mayo chicken?"



    



    “What do you mean, I look foolish?”



    



    “Your side dishes are a bit like that.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan pointed at me.



    



    “What did I do?”



    



    “Just look at the 'Baek Ban Debate'. The answer is right there.”



    



    “Right! This guy is really crazy! Talking about tentacles and crazy American wild dogs. It’s just…”



    



    “Wait, if that’s the case, Ji-chan is even crazier. What kind of insane person pulls down their pants on a public broadcast?”



    



    “Exactly! That guy, when we went to Donghae last time, he said he wasn’t insecure about his lower body and pulled his pants down. On the street? You wouldn’t know because it got edited, but go check the WTV YouTube channel. He really did it.”



    



    “You shouldn’t speak like that! I was wearing leggings underneath!”



    



    “That’s worse! It shows your outline!”



    



    "Hahaha!"



    



    "From what I hear from Cha Ji-chan, he seems normal, but his actions are crazy. That time when he said to feel the lats while doing pickaxe drills was ridiculous, haha!"



    



    "Just looking at the competition with the Border Collie for a 10km race…"



    



    "Baek Woo-jin thinks he's just fine."



    



    "I was shocked when I saw Baek Woo-jin memorize the KTX schedule and the Seoul subway map."



    



    "The fact that he read and memorized the evolution of rice varieties from the county government website is absurd, haha!"



    



    "Seriously, why would you memorize something like that, haha?"



    



    “See? Even the chat room is saying it. They think you’re crazier.”



    



    “He really needs to get his head examined. It’s worth studying what’s going on in there.”



    



    “What do you mean, examine it?”



    



    As Cha Ji-chan and I mocked him, Baek Woo-jin held his head with both hands and shouted.



    



    "But they still think I’m nice."



    



    In the midst of it all, Ju Ji-seung tried to distance himself from the conversation.



    



    We all looked at him in disbelief and laughed.



    



    “Is this how it’s going to be?”



    



    “Honestly, I think the obesity rate in South Korea has increased by about 1% because of you. No matter how much you love money, how could you do that?”



    



    “You said you didn’t like cosplay, but now you’re seeking it out, right? Last time you were alone, you practiced your lines too.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung hesitated for a moment, then passed a piece of chicken to Cha Ji-chan and handed one to Baek Woo-jin and me as well.



    



    With food in my mouth, I just ate it. The more I chewed, the more I felt I was getting addicted to the unique flavor.



    



    Ju Ji-seung looked at the camera and said, “Try this coriander mayo fried chicken that even makes these noisy guys quiet.”
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    "Hahaha, this is real!"



    



    "Those noisy guys got quiet as soon as they stuffed chicken in their mouths, haha!"



    



    "Haha, if you're going to advertise, do it sincerely like this!"



    



    “It is delicious.”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    As we kept eating, the chicken dwindled quite a bit. At this rate, it seemed like I could finish a whole one, but I must have been feeling unwell at that time.



    



    [Dove has donated 100,000 KRW]: Hello, Banchan Yong. Could you clarify what it means that you were tasked with promoting our products and distributing them?



    



    "?"



    



    "What is this?"



    



    "Oh my, is this real?"



    



    "Dove is mad!"



    



    "Quick, do a deep bow!"



    



    “...Is this for real?”



    



    I was so shocked that I couldn’t respond.



    



    When I looked at my friends, they avoided eye contact.



    



    “Ahem.”



    



    “Quick, apologize.”



    



    “Sir! That was just him! We had nothing to do with it!”



    



    "Instant unfriending, lol!"



    



    "What a trivial friendship, haha!"



    



    "Haha, it was all Banchan Yong's doing!"



    



    "Baek Woo-jin is seriously hilarious!"



    



    I clicked on the ID and accessed the channel; it was indeed Dove Korea.



    



    I stood up and bowed from the waist.



    



    “I’m sorry. It’s complicated to explain. I’m really sorry.”



    



    Although Park Ji-hyo, the welfare officer, had already commented to explain, I couldn’t say that I wanted to give soap due to the smell out of fear of hurting their feelings.



    



    “But soap is really important.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin interrupted.



    



    “If hygiene is poor, it lowers immunity, making it easier to catch minor illnesses.”



    



    “Dove soap is hygienic. For sure.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan added.



    



    “Dove lacks sodium hydroxide, so its cleansing and antibacterial properties are lower.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan covered Baek Woo-jin’s mouth.



    



    “It’s gentle! And has good moisturizing properties.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung jumped in to cover for Baek Woo-jin, but Baek Woo-jin brushed Cha Ji-chan’s hand away and pretended to know more.



    



    “Right. Unlike other soaps, it's neutral, so it can be used universally. There’s nothing like Dove for distributing to the general public.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan exchanged glances before nodding in agreement.



    



    “But if you have oily skin, it’s better to use alkaline skin products instead of Dove.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan covered Baek Woo-jin’s mouth again.



    



    I couldn’t tell if that guy was trying to help me or just wanted to show off what he knew.



    



    “When it comes to soap, it’s Dove. There wasn’t really any other reason. I’m sorry for lying for the advertisement.”



    



    [Dove has donated 100,000 KRW]: Thank you for distributing our products. Baek Woo-jin made a good point; the products you distributed are suitable for skin care, and we also have antibacterial products that are specifically designed for that purpose. We would like to donate these products to you. We’d appreciate it if you could distribute them among the Nam Sadangpae group.



    



    "Oh my!"



    



    "What the heck?"



    



    "Dove has antibacterial soap too!"



    



    "Just like with the coriander mayo fried chicken, there are a lot of companies doing good work."



    



    I was so surprised that I didn’t realize Dove seemed to be taking advantage of this opportunity.



    



    It seemed like they wanted to promote not only their beauty soap products but also their line of antibacterial products, which would help their corporate image, so it looked like they were using this incident to their advantage.



    



    They could have contacted me directly, but by coming onto the joint broadcast of Nam Sadangpae, it became a form of promotion that I couldn’t refuse.



    



    Even though I felt flustered about my offhand comment being spread more widely than I expected, it ultimately turned out well.



    



    “Wow. Really? Dove has antibacterial soap?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin was in an uproar.



    



    "These guys keep improving their advertising skills."



    



    "Two promotions in one day, wow."



    



    "Oh, so today’s broadcast was for the coriander mayo fried chicken and Dove soap!"



    



    "Whoa, a crew with over 6 million subscribers doing behind-the-scenes advertising?"



    



    "Hahaha, wait, is this real or fake?"



    



    "Is Banchan Yong trying to cover up?"



    



    "At this point, it’s practically an open advertisement, haha!"



    



    "No way, haha! It’s really happening—Dove is advertising now!"



    



    "Advertising genius, lol!"



    



    "Banchan Yong is playing the long game."



    



    First, I needed to sort out the situation.



    



    “Thank you so much. If you could leave your contact information in my email, I’ll be sure to get in touch. Thank you.”



    



    ***



    



    I had a meeting with Dove Korea’s staff regarding the soap sponsorship.



    



    They agreed to support both antibacterial and moisturizing products, and I kept thanking them, but unexpectedly, they made a proposal.



    



    “And by the way, Chan Yong, your skin condition is really different from last year and the year before. Do you take care of it separately?”



    



    “Yeah. I’m doing various things.”



    



    “Even if you said you were in your 20s, I would believe you. Did your skin used to be good, but it got worse?”



    



    “I used to hear a lot that my skin was nice when I was younger. I only washed my face with water and didn’t apply anything, so I think it got worse.”



    



    The staff member nodded.



    



    “Do you have any plans to keep using our products?”



    



    “Excuse me?”



    



    “As you know, the moisturizing effect is really good.”



    



    “That’s true. Haha.”



    



    I didn’t quite understand the meaning behind their words, so I just smiled in response, and the staff member grinned back.



    



    “Nowadays, even men are paying attention to their skin, so we were looking for a male model.”



    



    “Are you proposing to me as a model?”



    



    The pickled radish that was with me asked.



    



    “Yes. Your friendly and innocent image fits perfectly. Although it was a coincidence that we came together, internally, it has been determined that you are suitable as the next advertising model.”



    



    “Uh... this is sudden.”



    



    “Of course. You can take your time to think about it.”



    



    “If I proceed, what would the terms be?”



    



    “I would propose a quarterly contract. If you express your willingness to proceed, I’ll provide the details.”



    



    They didn’t share the conditions right away.



    



    It’s probably due to some internal security regulations. If it’s a quarterly contract, that means it will be conducted in the second and fourth quarters, specifically in April, May, and June.



    



    There’s just a little over a month left.



    



    Even though they said to take my time, there isn't much time for deliberation.



    



    “Could you give us a moment?”



    



    The pickled radish requested some time to discuss it with the Dove staff member.



    



    “Sure. Please discuss, and call me back.”



    



    The staff member left the room.



    



    “What do you think?”



    



    “The product is good. They’re doing something nice. And I’d be making money, so it’s not bad.”



    



    “Is there something weighing on your mind?”



    



    “It’s not that, but I feel a bit dazed. I’ve been receiving a lot of these kinds of offers lately. I don’t even know why this is happening.”



    



    The pickled radish stared at me for a moment before speaking.



    



    “It’s probably because the approach has changed.”



    



    “The approach?”



    



    “Last year, advertisers reached out because they saw the Banchan store. They must have found merit in numbers like subscriber count and view count. This year is different. It’s you, Chan Yong, who is the focus.”



    



    “...”



    



    “Because your recognition, image, and influence are prioritized, there is a strong tendency to want to use you as a model rather than just post reviews and advertisements on the Banchan store.”



    



    Certainly, what the pickled radish said was true.



    



    Most of the recent advertising proposals I received included promoting the Banchan store and being exposed to external media.



    



    Both Dove and Lacoste, as well as the two products released by Ottogi, were like that.



    



    Recently, I also received model offers from a famous tonkatsu franchise and a pizza franchise, as well as from Padak Padak Chicken.



    



    Honestly, I had some desire to take on all of them, but it didn’t seem right to take multiple restaurant advertisements, especially since I had already signed a contract for CF and brand promotion with Padak Padak Chicken, which had helped me a lot.



    



    “You mentioned before that it feels strange to be receiving attention and love. Don’t you think you’re noticing a change in how people view you or treat you?”



    



    “That could be true.”



    



    “You don’t need to worry. It’s a positive thing that work is being centered around you. Operating as Banchan Yong instead of a YouTuber with a million subscribers is more advantageous for business expansion. There are many million-subscriber YouTubers, but there is only one Banchan Yong.”



    



    I nodded slowly.



    



    “It feels strange. I don’t think I’m that great of a person.”



    



    “You are great, Chan Yong. You lost 58 kg in 14 months. While you may say you had help from those around you, you’ve gained 1.3 million subscribers. People only share stories of kindness and gratitude regarding you. From your personal broadcasts to lunch boxes, and now your Manito activities, you’re making people happy. That’s why you’re receiving love. There’s no reason to feel anxious.”



    



    I found myself smiling unconsciously.



    



    “I really believe everything you say, Eun-ji.”



    



    “You should, because I’m only speaking the truth.”



    



    Thanks to the pickled radish, my thoughts were clarified.



    



    “Well then, I guess I should make some money, right?”



    



    “Good thinking.”



    



    Lacoste, which respects individuality and freedom and seeks to be a connection between individuals, has stated that it highly values Banchan Yong’s image as someone who cultivates themselves and makes a positive impact on society.



    



    Meanwhile, Banchan Yong is part of the YouTuber crew Nam Sadangpa, alongside Jimkkun, Ujinius, and Banya Shikgyeong, and is involved in various volunteer and donation activities.



    



    [Influencer Banchan Yong Signs Contract as Dove Advertisement Model]



    [Advertising Sensation Banchan Yong Lands Multiple CF Contracts]



    Banchan Yong has been selected as the CF model for Padak Padak Chicken, following his work in the Dove soap CF.



    



    Having advertised products and brands such as Ottogi's spicy braised short ribs, Ottogi's spicy soup bread, and Padak Padak Chicken through entertainment programs like "Following the White Rice" and "Praise for Korean Cuisine," Banchan Yong has recently been appointed as the global ambassador for Lacoste and a Dove CF model.



    



    Known for losing 58 kg over the course of a year, Banchan Yong has become a representative of self-management through dieting, exercise, and skincare, with his clean and well-maintained image being a key factor.



    



    According to a spokesperson, they noted the transformation in Banchan Yong's appearance through his self-management, which highlighted his once-friendly image.



    



    Additionally, Banchan Yong plans to incorporate the YouTuber crew Nam Sadangpa into a corporation to expand their business scope.



    



    I anticipated that it would get noisy when the news got out, but I was overwhelmed in ways I could never have imagined.



    



    With personal broadcasts, advertisement production, "Be Happy," and the establishment of Nam Sadangpa, I had a mountain of tasks to tackle, and even elementary school classmates, with whom I hadn’t had contact for years, started calling me.



    



    At first, I chatted with them pleasantly, but eventually, it all ended up leading to requests for joining something, selling products, or borrowing money. I decided not to answer calls from unknown numbers anymore.



    



    “I need to change my phone number. This is so exhausting.”



    



    After I casually mentioned this, Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin were glaring at me.



    



    “What’s up?”



    



    “...Why are you the only one getting ads?”



    



    “Right? We all did it together, so why are you the only one getting CFs?”



    



    “We agreed to do Padak Padak Chicken together.”



    



    “What about Dove?”



    



    “What about Lacoste?”



    



    “Well, they wanted me specifically. I told them I wanted to work with everyone, and that's why we're doing Padak Padak Chicken together.”



    



    “Be honest. What else are you doing?”



    



    “How much are you getting paid?”



    



    “Nothing. No money.”



    



    “....”



    



    “Ha ha ha.”



    



    “Ah! This is so annoying!”



    



    “I’m jealous, you jerk!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin and Cha Ji-chan lunged at me.



    



    (Note: The references to Unilever and Dove are fictional and have no connection to real companies.)

  
    Originally Precious (1)



    



    While I was going through CF model contracts and meetings, I inadvertently took a three-day break from broadcasting.



    



    There were many posts on the community and my YouTube channel asking when I would be back on air.



    



    Although Sunday is a scheduled break day, taking four consecutive days off felt burdensome, so I went to the studio.



    



    “Ah, can you hear me?”



    



    └Banha



    



    └Ahhh



    



    └DrlsNkk



    



    └Wow, you’re still alive



    



    “I was basically a corpse. Just being alive is a feat. How have you all been?”



    



    └What were you doing that you couldn't even go live?



    



    └You need to deliver this week's white rice debate!



    



    └My small and precious side dish shop has gotten way too big...



    



    └It wasn’t small.



    



    └What are we doing today?



    



    “I had a lot going on. I can’t go into detail, but most of it was related to CFs. Yes, I have a photoshoot next month, and I was so nervous that I had diarrhea for two days. Even now, my stomach doesn't feel great. What do I do? I don’t even take selfies!”



    



    └Eww



    



    └Is this the first thing you talk about when you come back?



    



    └It’s understandable to be nervous. Until the year before last, you had no connections to that sort of thing.



    



    └Hahaha, since you don’t take selfies, you’ll have to leave it to the professionals.



    



    └Try looking at magazines to study poses.



    



    └Otherwise, this guy might actually mess it up more if he tries hard. Just do what they tell you.



    



    └Can you elaborate a bit on what it’s about?



    



    └Seriously, what happened all of a sudden?



    



    └As an ambassador, what are you getting?



    



    “Is it okay to say?”



    



    Mugunji told me via KakaoTalk that other people's news had already been published in articles.



    



    “Oh, since you said it’s been published, I can talk about it. Lacoste is preparing a big campaign this year. They want to respect individuality while also being a connection between individuals, so they’re gathering quite a diverse range of people from different countries and professions. For example, in China, there’s the pianist Gao Wang, in the U.S. there’s the artist Fernando Gonzales, and in Italy, there’s the conductor Arturo Toscanini, among others.”



    



    I couldn’t remember all of them, so I looked up the article.



    



    “In Poland, it’s poet Wisława Szymborska. In the UK, it’s magician Derren Brown, and as you can see, they have gathered a lot of incredibly diverse people.”



    



    └Why are you included in this?



    



    └Hahahahahaha



    



    └I’ve heard of all those names at least once, right?



    



    └At this point, shouldn’t Baek Dobin, Choi Seong-sin, Ko Su-yeol, and Jang Mi-rae be involved too? Hahaha, why is the group leader here? Hahaha



    



    └Baek Dobin doesn’t do that sort of thing. Choi Seong-sin is already a Dior ambassador, and Ko Su-yeol might not fit the image? Jang Mi-rae has collaborated with Versace too.



    



    └The diversity of professions might be a reason too. There’s Toscanini as a conductor and Gao Wang as a pianist.



    



    └Didn’t Baek Dobin also beat Toscanini at last year's orchestra competition?



    



    └So does that mean you have to do everything just because Lacoste wants it? There must be reasons for everyone involved.



    



    └They probably passed on the artist part since Gonzales is there. Honestly, in terms of reputation, Ko Su-yeol or Demian Carter are higher, but it must be hard to meet all the conditions.



    



    └So among YouTubers, is it just the group leader?



    



    └That’s not the case. There’s a fashion YouTuber from Mexico too.



    



    └There are YouTubers with more subscribers than the group leader, but it seems to be about image?



    



    └Hahaha, I really don’t get it. Is the kind-hearted image from doing mukbangs invincible?



    



    “Right. You all must be curious too, right? I was curious and asked, why me? There are so many amazing people, why specifically me? And they said that the image Lacoste is pursuing is just that.”



    



    I sighed as if I had no choice.



    



    └??



    



    └Is he bragging right now?



    



    └This is ridiculous, hahaha



    



    “They said it like that, so what can I do? I have to do it. They said I’m just the right fit.”



    



    └So what did you get from it?!



    



    └How much are you getting?



    



    “I didn’t get paid for being an ambassador. I get paid for the CF and photoshoot, but there wasn’t anything specific in the ambassador contract. So, what’s the point? On the day I signed the contract, they told me to take whatever I wanted from the direct mall.”



    



    └That’s insane!



    



    └Whoa



    



    └Is this what a successful life looks like?



    



    └You really seem like a celebrity now, hahaha



    



    └Aren't you doing "Be Happy" anymore?



    



    └So what are we doing today on the show?



    



    “I’m still continuing it. I have something prepared for next week, so I’d appreciate it if you all could check it out. You asked what we’re doing today, and we’re just going to hang out like this. I didn’t have time to prepare anything.”



    



    └Then let’s go check out some comments.



    



    └Let’s do a real-time giveaway, let’s go!



    



    └Make sure to check my comment too.



    



    I regularly check what kind of comments the viewers are leaving, but I thought it would be fun to look at them together.



    



    I accessed the Nam Sadangpa fan cafe and opened any post.



    



    [This is really the last time]



    I tried for the 7th grade exam for four years, but it seemed impossible, so I entered a private company. Then during COVID, it went under, and I became unemployed.



    



    After that, I’ve been saving money while doing deliveries, but after an accident, I’m now trying to start a business. I heard that tanghulu is doing well, so I pulled together all the money I could find.



    



    Nothing in my life has ever gone well, but this is really the last chance.



    



    └Are your parents doing well?



    



    └Are you seriously making jokes here?



    



    └Yeah, they’re doing fine.



    



    └Right. Your parents think you’re the most precious thing in the world. I once had bad thoughts too, but I endured it thinking about my parents. It’s good to think desperately, but I hope you don’t consider this your last chance, regardless of success or failure.



    



    └Yeah, thank you.



    



    └If that's the case, what do I become?



    



    “Trash, that’s what.”



    



    While I was thinking a lot after reading such a serious story, I burst out laughing at the comments below.



    



    └Hahahahahaha



    



    └What was that saying? You only see what’s in front of you?



    



    └That’s heartwarming.



    



    └Yeah, no matter how hard it gets, let’s stay strong!



    



    “But you might need to think a bit more about tanghulu,” I said.



    



    Feeling sympathetic about the situation, I couldn’t help but intervene.



    



    “If you just follow what seems to be doing well, it usually doesn’t end well. Even with stocks, you see them going up and then buy in, but you end up getting burned.”



    



    I searched for “cheese ribs” in the search bar.



    



    “This was super popular for a while and you could find it everywhere. But what about these days?”



    



    └True, you hardly see it anymore.



    



    └Haven’t had it in a long time.



    



    └It might still taste good now, but it feels like it’s past its trend.



    



    “Things like honeycomb ice cream aren’t really around these days either, right? Foods like hot dogs, castella, and bread all have trends. Of course, they’re not as prevalent as before, but they’re still surviving and being well managed. But those places truly guarantee quality, like Myungrang Hot Dog or Cheongchun Rice Hot Dog.”



    



    I spoke calmly to ensure my point wasn’t misunderstood.



    



    “There are foods like rose tteokbokki and mala soup that have become established, but I think you really need to consider whether tanghulu can do the same. I believe the CEO of a tanghulu franchise was called to the National Assembly last year regarding children’s health issues. Parents are quite concerned about it. If parents don't approve, they won’t buy it, so consumption among children and teenagers will naturally be low. Also, for people over 30, tanghulu is quite burdensome. For someone like me, who has diabetes, it’s not even an option. Even for those without diabetes, it’s not a food they would frequently eat. So, it ends up being a product limited to people in their 20s whose pancreases are functioning well, and trends in that age group change extremely quickly. If the person who wrote this story prepares to start a business, another food trend will probably emerge a month later. To withstand that, they’ll need some level of expertise, but does the writer have that expertise?”



    



    └No, they don’t.



    



    └Wow, I knew it, but Banchanyong speaks well.



    



    └He’s always been good at talking to make a living, haha.



    



    └When something seems good, everyone rushes in, and it usually ends up being a really bad choice.



    



    └Why are you being so sensible? Hahaha.



    



    “I was thinking about making a video when tanghulu was really popular while I was doing YouTube, but by the time I thought about it, the trend had already passed on YouTube. If you really think this is your last chance, you might want to reconsider.”



    



    I clicked on the next post.



    



    This time, it’s about someone wanting to become a YouTuber.



    



    [I Want to Become a YouTuber Too]



    I don’t have anything particular I want to do, but I want to stream. I tried streaming, but no one came in, and it felt daunting.



    



    “If you want to become a YouTuber, instead of just focusing on YouTube, dig deep into something you’re good at or enjoy. The fastest way is to make and upload videos related to that.”



    



    └130k YouTuber’s YouTube lecture, wow.



    



    └Is today’s content going to be about advice?



    



    └Hahaha, it seems like it.



    



    └With someone like Banchanyong, it’s worth taking advice.



    



    “If you just vaguely say you want to be a YouTuber, there’s really no answer. You don’t have any content. The most important factor for a YouTuber is continuously putting out content. To do that, you need some level of expertise.”



    



    └Like mukbang.



    



    └Honestly, the side dish store hasn’t really been about mukbang for a long time.



    



    └You’ve been consistently doing food-related content, though.



    



    “In my case, my foundation was food, and somehow it worked out well. It feels a bit awkward to say it, but honestly, whatever I do now, my broadcasts maintain their viewership. Even without specifically talking about mukbang or cooking, people aren’t here to hear me talk about food; they’re here because they’re curious about what nonsense I might say next.”



    



    └You have a good sense of the topic.



    



    └Hahaha!



    



    └I find it interesting to learn new things.



    



    └Haha, hurry up and do the “Baekban Discussion,” please!



    



    “There are two types of streamers: those who specialize in a specific area and those like me, where the performer is the content. Honestly speaking, it’s not easy to have people laugh and enjoy just by saying whatever comes to mind. It’s quite a blessing. I’m one of those people too.”



    



    └You tend to show off a lot.



    



    └Haha, the global ambassador for Lacoste, huh.



    



    └But this is true. There are channels that just provide information, and then there are broadcasts that people watch because they like the person.



    



    “The reason subscribers like a YouTuber isn’t solely about attractiveness. How long they’ve been able to engage with the audience is also important. The content creates that connection, and you need a certain level of expertise to begin with. Initially, it’s interesting and fun, and as time passes, viewers start to like that YouTuber. So, if you jump into YouTube thinking it looks good, it’s really reckless. Starting just because it seems appealing is not a good idea.”



    



    └One thing I don’t get about people in business is that they throw in all their savings and even go into debt to start, which shows a lack of seriousness.



    



    └For real. Even after working in the same industry for a few years, opening a business is a big risk, but they just dive in anyway.



    



    └Wow, that’s a good point.



    



    └When this guy speaks, why does it seem so sincere?



    



    └It seems like he empathizes well because he’s lived through tough times.



    



    “Right. I think I get a bit serious about these matters. Let’s check out the next post. What color are Dangjeo’s underwear today? …It’s navy blue. Seriously, don’t write posts like this. It feels crazy. Let’s check the next post. What’s that ring on Chanyong’s left hand?”



    



    In that moment, my thoughts froze.

  Originally Precious (2)





Since I frequently appear on broadcasts, there are a few videos where I can be seen wearing a ring.





If I had edited them like I used to, I would have cut that part out. However, I had completely stepped away from editing, and due to an increase in sudden work, I didn't think to address that.





└Clarify, clarify!





└Did you really dump us?





└Wow, not only are you successful, but you also have a girlfriend?





Honestly, I always wanted to brag.





I wanted to say that I’m dating someone really amazing and lovely, but for several reasons, including the fact that Mukbangji is reluctant to show her face and concerns about how it might affect our daily lives, I couldn't reveal it.





└No way, haha! She’s just a side dish for him, haha!





└What a misunderstanding, haha! What does a 35-year-old virgin know?





└There have been more newcomers lately~ This guy will never date, haha!





└If it’s just a side dish, isn’t that okay? He’s handsome, fit, and successful.





└He’s the kind of guy who eats pork stir-fry every time he goes on a date, a stir-fry ghost!





└No way, he’s really not! How could he possibly be like that?





“Hey! Are you getting upset just watching this? What’s wrong with me?”





└Not knowing makes it even more frustrating, haha!





└Isn’t there something like a relationship ability evaluation?





└There is, there is, haha!





└[Link] Relationship Ability Evaluation





“Guys, I’m much more sensitive than you think. I’ve lived my whole life being observant, so I can tell how someone feels just like a ghost! I don’t even need to take this test.”





I said this in an appealing way, but upon seeing the word ‘coward?’, I immediately clicked on the link.





 
	




 
	Choose one statement that a woman did not say indirectly.














① You don’t have to take me home today.





② If you’re tired, let’s rest at home.





③ This place is really delicious.





④ This necklace is pretty, right?





⑤ No, I’m not mad.





“It’s easy. It’s easy. It’s number 3. Now, let me explain the reason.”





I need to take this opportunity to show the viewers how thoughtful I am.





“Number 1 means she wants you to take her home but is being considerate about how tired you might be. She would say something like that if she wants to be taken home, but it’s also okay if you don’t. There’s room for interpretation.”





I moved on to the next option.





“Number 2 is also ambiguous. If the other person is tired, they might want to rest at home even if they’d like to go out. Saying it that way shows they don’t fully know the other person’s state and are giving them options. It’s a kind way of saying that they can either go out or stay home and rest if they’re tired. Do you understand?”





Responses of “keke” and “oh” alternated in the chat.





“Number 4 is also ambiguous. They might really think it’s pretty and want to ask, or they might want to hear that it looks good on them, or it could mean they want you to buy it for them.”





└Sounds like she wants you to buy it for her.





└This is why it doesn’t work, haha! If you say “It’s pretty,” you’re just clueless, haha!





“Come on, everyone. If I say the sunset is beautiful, does that mean I want you to buy me a sunset? If Haim says he’s handsome, does that mean Haim wants you to buy him? You’re talking nonsense. Next.”





I looked at option 5.





“Number 5 is a bit risky. She might not be mad, or she could be mad, or she might not be mad to the extent of being angry but still be a little upset. So you need to pay attention to her expression or tone of voice to really know. But number 3? ‘This place is really delicious.’ You’re already in the eating situation. There’s no room for interpretation. It’s just delicious. And you can’t lie about taste. Speaking as a former judge for Korean cuisine, if it’s good, it’s good. If it’s bad, it’s bad. You have to say it accurately.”





└Haha, would you really say it’s bad if your girlfriend cooked for you?





└For real, you don’t know anything, do you?





└If your mom comes back with something weird and makes beet soybean paste stew, you’d be the one to say it’s bad, huh?





└Beet ungrateful child, wow.





“It’s heartbreaking. Yeah, if she cooks for me and I say it’s bad, that would hurt her feelings. But the truth is the truth.”





└Yeah, that’s a certified virgin moment.





└Hahaha, that’s super straightforward.





└Look at this guy, he’s dating someone?





└Phew, I thought you were betraying us by dating.





The reactions seem strange.





No matter how I think about it, I feel like I’m right, but everyone is laughing and relieved, as if to say it’s a confirmation of their own virgin status.





“…”





When I apply this to Mukbangji, it looks a little different.





Before we lived together, Mukbangji would often say things like, “Let’s just go our separate ways today.”





Without saying a word, I’d catch a Kakao taxi or take the bus.





“Is it number 1?”





└Hahahahahahaha.





└Are you starting to get confused?





└Haha, hurry up and decide, haha!





└So what’s the real answer?





“Well, saying ‘If you’re tired, let’s rest at home’ isn’t necessarily wrong. Come on, isn’t it okay for your partner to rest at home if they’re tired? What’s so indirect about that? Ah.”





My eyes fell on number 4.





“But number 4 is definitely not it. First of all, there’s no reason to go see a necklace. Why would you go look at a necklace?”





Since dating Mukbangji, I’ve never once looked at a necklace.





└Is he doing that on purpose?





└From what I see, this guy has no chance.





└At this point, it’s a bit sad.





“Number 5, too. If she was mad, she’d say she was mad. Asking ‘Are you mad? Are you mad?’ when she says she isn’t just provokes more, right?”





Mukbangji doesn’t hesitate to express her feelings.





If she’s angry, she’ll tell me she’s upset or disappointed and explain why.





“This one. There are several correct answers, aren’t there? Isn’t that a mistake in the questions?”





I looked at the chat for hints, but half were laughing while the other half looked frustrated.





“For now, I’ll go with number 3. Lying about taste is definitely not okay. Next question.”





“What does it really mean when your partner says, ‘Let’s eat what you want’?”





① I want to go somewhere nice.





② I want to eat something that won’t make me gain weight.





③ I don’t know what to eat; pick something nice for me.





④ I’m okay, so eat what you want.





⑤ I’m not hungry.





Mukbangji checks our schedule and makes a reservation for a place she wants to go on her day off, then informs me about it.





If she wants to go somewhere nice, she’ll say, “I’ve made a reservation for [date].”





“Number 1 isn’t it. Number 2 is a bit ambiguous.”





She’s improved compared to before, but she still tends to be conservative about gaining weight.





If she has to choose between fatty foods and less fattening foods, she would go for the latter.





“Let’s put number 2 on hold. She said to eat what I want, but I don’t think she’d want to eat something that makes her gain weight. Number 3… could be the correct answer.”





I organized my thoughts.





“Everyone, what’s the hardest thing in the world? It’s not knowing what to eat for lunch or dinner, right?”





└This?





└No way, haha!





└It’s obvious what the answer is; why is he saying this, haha!





└Shh, let’s see what he says.





“I don’t quite get it, but I see a lot of people around me who say they’ll eat anything. You only get to eat three meals a day, and you’re saying anything? That’s not true. When you ask someone what they want to eat, and they say anything, it’s because they don’t know what they want to eat.”





└What kind of bizarre logic is this?





└For real, sometimes anything is fine, haha!





└But it’s infuriating when they say “anything” and then add, “I don’t want this” or “I don’t want that,” haha!





“Exactly! Some people who say ‘anything’ just eat without saying much, but there are a lot of people who make a fuss about it. They have something they want to eat but just don’t know how to express it. So, I think number 3, asking me to choose something nice, is very likely. Plus, I feel a sense of responsibility for these kinds of things.”





└What on earth, haha!





└Don’t feel responsible, haha!





└So frustrating.





└Hahahaha!





“Who am I? I’m someone who used to scout food places. I’m even filming for ‘Baekban Ttara.’ The question I’ve been asked the most while meeting people is ‘Where is good to eat here?’ Honestly, it’s irritating. I don’t know every restaurant in the world, so why ask me? It’s frustrating, right? But! Even so, I feel responsible for how to make this person’s precious meal enjoyable. Let alone my girlfriend! I’d go through 35 years of food binge data to find the best place. So far, number 3 seems very likely.”





└Here we go again with the self-pity.





└Now I think I understand why he’s still single.





└But isn’t number 3 the answer?





└Is there even a correct answer to this?





“You keep teasing me for being single. So, what about you all? Do you have someone you’re dating right now?”





└Oh…





└Why the hit?





└For real, how can they say anything when they’re in the same boat? Haha!





└Is this a YouTube virgin support group?





“Number 4: ‘It’s okay, so just eat what you want.’ This one seems correct too. It really means I’m okay, so eat what you want. There’s no room for misunderstanding, right? Number 5? ‘Aren’t you hungry?’ That’s a lie. You can say, ‘I’m not hungry,’ out of courtesy. You might say you’re not hungry so that the other person doesn’t worry, but no one is ever really not hungry.”





└They might have just eaten.





└They might not feel like eating.





└Why are you so certain?





└I’m not hungry right now!





“Just because you ate doesn’t mean you won’t want dessert. If you had a snack, you won’t skip dinner, right? People are always hungry. It’s a natural instinct we’re born with.”





└But it’s possible to not think about food.





└How can a person always be hungry?





└Say something that makes sense.





“It’s really strange. Right now, I’m debating whether to eat budae jjigae or kimchi jjigae while broadcasting. Why? Because I want to have a delicious dinner. Don’t you get it?”





└Hahahahahaha!





└His way of thinking is different from ours.





└Now I understand how he got to 138 kg.





└I’ve seen this somewhere. They say men only think about sex while women only think about food, and they can’t understand each other.





└A new breed that understands both sides.





“I think this really is number 3. So, the first one is number 3 too. Let’s find out the answer. Where’s the answer for this?”





No matter how much I looked, I couldn’t find it.





└Ask a girl.





└Does he know any girls?





└Call the Paper Box PD!





└Oh.





└Let’s ask the PD.





Since I was solving the problem with Mukbangji in mind, there was no way I could be wrong.





I called Mukbangji, who was resting at home.





-Yes?





“PD, I’m on air right now. Are you available for a moment?”





-I was watching.





“What do you think the answer to the first question is?”





-They’re all correct.





“Excuse me?”





-There’s really no situation that requires indirectness. It seems there’s a mistake in the question.





└Wait, seriously?





└Was the PD T?





└Anyway, that’s wrong, right? Haha!





“Then what about the second question?”





-Four.





“Excuse me?”





-I think it’s right to give the choice to someone who has something they want to eat, regardless of what they want.





I recalled the memories of contemplating where Mukbangji could enjoy a satisfying meal.





“That’s true. But when we actually go and eat, it turns out to be delicious, right?”





-I don’t understand your intention.





“So at first, if she’s not interested, she’ll give me the choice. But doesn’t she end up getting excited about it later? Like, ‘What kind of tasty place will we go next?’”





-I didn’t think that way.





“Really?”





-Yes. I’m not particularly interested in eating, so I’m fine with anything.





“…”





-Why do you say that?





“I thought you’d developed a liking for food since you started eating with me.”





-All the restaurants that the representative took me to were satisfying.





“Really?”





└The places the representative took you?





└Do you meet outside of broadcast hours?





└That’s suspicious.





└Baek Woo-jin advised against it, yet you still invite him out on holidays. You might actually get hurt. There have been YouTubers who abused their staff and ended up in trouble.





└Give me freedom from the Paper Box PD!
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    After finishing the broadcast, Mukbangji invited me to sit for a moment.



    



    “You need to be careful.”



    



    “About us?”



    



    Since I had something I wanted to say, I nodded in agreement.



    



    “Considering the current advertising campaigns and upcoming projects, it seems more advantageous to keep our relationship private for now.”



    



    “……”



    



    “Revealing our romantic relationship will change our image. There’s also a possibility that it could affect our ongoing advertisements.”



    



    She was concerned that it would impact my activities.



    



    “I think it’s better to go public.”



    



    “Why do you think so?”



    



    “First of all, I feel wronged. I’m about to marry such a wonderful and beautiful person; there’s no reason to hide it.”



    



    Mukbangji furrowed her brows.



    



    “Secondly, it’s only a matter of time. People in the agency have known since the beginning, and both Haim and others seem to know.”



    



    After Park Haim caught on, I often got asked by those I worked with if I was dating Mukbangji.



    



    It was partly due to the ring, our usual interactions, and probably rumors spread through connections we weren’t aware of.



    



    It wasn’t exactly a false narrative, and it’s impossible to keep everyone’s mouths shut, so those who needed to know, knew.



    



    In the broadcasting world, since such things happen frequently, everyone is usually careful, which is why it hasn’t become publicly known.



    



    “Even the people living in this apartment know we’re a couple. Many of them know who I am. But.”



    



    I hesitated, and Mukbangji tilted her head.



    



    “I’m worried about Eunji’s private life. I can’t help it, but I’m concerned that it might lead to unnecessary gossip. That’s what worries me.”



    



    “I thought about it from the beginning.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “I believed you would become someone significant one day. I considered all of that when I started dating you. So, there’s no need to worry.”



    



    “……”



    



    “Most importantly, I know you’re not in a position to exploit feelings of love. It’s unnecessary to worry.”



    



    “True, but.”



    



    “We talked before about being careful with our actions, didn’t we? You said it felt awkward to throw trash around when we’re out.”



    



    “Right.”



    



    “If it’s regarding that sort of thing, it’s fine. I’m always careful and worried about potential problems. I was like that before, but since meeting you, I’ve been even more cautious.”



    



    “……”



    



    “I understand that you feel the burden of public scrutiny. So you wouldn’t want to pass that discomfort onto me.”



    



    I nodded.



    



    “But as a couple, we need to face everything together, including that. That’s how I see it. I’m not so weak that I need you to protect me unilaterally. I can protect you too. We will face it together.”



    



    Not knowing how to express my feelings at that moment, I hugged Mukbangji.



    



    ***



    



    “Who do you like more? Mom or Dad? Do you prefer dipping or pouring? Let’s just taste this, the fiercest debate in the history of the Korean Peninsula for the last five millennia. It’s a side dish for our Baekban debate.”



    



    “I’m Baek Woo-jin.”



    



    It was the day of the Baekban debate broadcast.



    



    “Today’s topic is rice cakes versus bread. We will engage in a healthy debate on which one we would choose to give up if we had to.”



    



    I wrote “rice cake” next to my name and “bread” next to Baek Woo-jin's.



    



    “I can’t live without bread. Introducing Baek Woo-jin, who has proudly showcased his plump cheeks for 34 years.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin pressed his cheeks with both index fingers, trying to be cute.



    



    “Our thing is the best! Introducing the rice cake champion, Banchan-yong.”



    



    └Isn’t this honestly an imbalance?



    



    └Haha, it’s definitely bread!



    



    “Feels like it’s been quite a while since I had rice cakes.”



    



    “Are you not going to eat the salty bread?”



    



    “Today, no matter what I do, I’m going to win, so you go first, Hyung.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin was being relaxed.



    



    “Alright. Let’s start lightly. Mr. Baek Woo-jin, we consider Seollal and Chuseok as our main holidays. Do you agree?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “During Chuseok, we make and eat songpyeon. Do you know its origin?”



    



    “I do. During the reign of King Uija of Baekje, there were will-o'-the-wisps flying around. When I went to check, I found a turtle with 'Baekje' written on its shell in full moon shape and 'Silla' in half-moon shape. When King Uija asked a fortune teller, the fortune teller said that Baekje was full and would soon decline, while Silla was half-moon, so it would continue to rise. However, another minister interpreted that since the full moon was already perfect, Baekje would prosper even more and that Silla wouldn’t compare. But after the war, since Silla won, the people of Silla began making songpyeon in the shape of a half-moon.”



    



    “Alright.”



    



    “But that’s just a tale. In reality, songpyeon was made and eaten during various festivals, shaped according to the respective seasons. In an agrarian society, the phases of the moon were extremely important.”



    



    “So.”



    



    “However, songpyeon eaten during Chuseok held a different significance. It represented the joy of the first harvest and gratitude to the ancestors who helped with the year's farming.”



    



    “Let me talk too! You said I should go first!”



    



    └Hahaha



    



    └Starting off with a loss, huh?



    



    └I’m curious how far Baek Woo-jin could go if he were left alone, lol.



    



    Baek Woo-jin shrugged his shoulders with his palm facing up.



    



    “Anyway, thank you for the explanation. You’ve made it easier for me.”



    



    “What do you mean?”



    



    “You just mentioned that songpyeon contains gratitude for our ancestors. But what do we do without rice cakes? We wouldn’t be able to express our gratitude. Wouldn’t our ancestors be incredibly disappointed?”



    



    └Good response, lol.



    



    └If he’s not careful, he might turn this into a fiery debate, haha.



    



    └Ah, you have to respect the elders and parents, and ancestors!



    



    “Without songpyeon, we’d be ungrateful children?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked unexpectedly nonchalantly.



    



    “Exactly.”



    



    “Well, I’ll admit that. Is your argument over?”



    



    “Of course not. Since we talked about Chuseok, I should mention Seollal too. During Seollal, we have the culture of eating rice cake soup. I believe Baek Woo-jin really likes rice cake soup, is that true?”



    



    “Is there anyone who doesn’t like rice cake soup?”



    



    “Right. Every Korean eats a bowl of rice cake soup during Seollal. Thanks to that, we also gain a year every year.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s eyebrows twitched.



    



    “Children eat rice cake soup and become teenagers and young adults. We’ve all aged that way. But what happens if the rice cake disappears? We’ll never age.”



    



    └?



    



    └What kind of nonsense is that?



    



    └No way, haha. Don’t say such things seriously!



    



    └Ah, right. We need to eat rice cake soup to age.



    



    “If you don’t eat rice cake soup, you won’t age?”



    



    “Exactly.”



    



    “Isn’t that a good thing?”



    



    “Yeah?”



    



    “I don’t want to age! How nice would it be to live forever?”



    



    “……Huh?”



    



    “Shouldn’t the rice cakes disappear quickly instead? If our parents don’t age, they won’t get sick. We won’t have to worry about them passing away. How great would that be?”



    



    I never thought he would entertain such nonsense.



    



    “I acknowledge that there are different perspectives.”



    



    └You should argue that you age even if you don’t eat rice cake soup, haha.



    



    └What on earth are they talking about?



    



    └Haha, saying that eating rice cake soup means you won’t age, lol.



    



    └Why are you agreeing again, haha?



    



    “Your arguments seem a bit lacking today. Shall I go this time?”



    



    “Go ahead.”



    



    “There’s a saying that laughter is the best medicine. It’s said that living while laughing makes the heart healthy and changes our thoughts positively. Laughter is that important to our lives.”



    



    I nodded.



    



    “But what if there’s no bread?”



    



    “You just live. I haven’t eaten bread for quite a while due to diabetes, but it doesn’t hinder my life.”



    



    “But then, you can’t have a good laugh, can you?”



    



    └Hahahahahaha



    



    └Oh my, haha.



    



    └Haha, if there’s no bread, you can’t have a good laugh, lol.



    



    └A life without bread is a life without laughter.



    



    └Wow, that’s crazy, haha.



    



    “Look at the chat. Just think about how those who are having fun and laughing could be unable to laugh anymore. Wouldn’t it create a truly bleak society?”



    



    “If you put it that way, a world without rice cakes would be incredibly dull.”



    



    “Why’s that?”



    



    “If you take the rice cake out of ‘sotteok sotteok’ (a type of rice cake skewer), all that’s left is ‘soso’ (small). What kind of laughter could exist in such a mundane world?”



    



    └‘Sotteok sotteok’ is a great point, lol.



    



    └Haha, I can’t argue with that.



    



    “Moreover, how sad would it be for employees this Seollal?”



    



    “What do you mean?”



    



    “The rice cake money! If there are no rice cakes, there’s no rice cake money! Did the Wujin Company not provide their employees with rice cake money either?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin's eyes widened.



    



    “Is the reason you’re trying to get rid of rice cakes just to save a few bucks!”



    



    └Wow, Baek Woo-jin is terrible.



    



    └Black company, woo-woo.



    



    └I can’t stand the rice cake money, haha.



    



    └What’s rice cake money?



    



    └It’s a special allowance given by the company during holidays.



    



    └On a human level, at least give us some spam during the holidays.



    



    └You’re making a lot of money, so you should do that!



    



    └Hahaha, Baek Woo-jin quickly turns into trash.



    



    “Furthermore! Without rice cakes, there’s no rice cake bait! If there’s no rice cake bait for those consuming various contents, will the fandom be able to sustain itself? From novels, comics, and animations to movies and entertainment, there has to be rice cake bait for fans to enjoy! Are you planning to take away not only the rice cake money from employees but also the joy of fans in every field?”



    



    “Wait a minute.”



    



    “Moreover! It’s said that children can recognize things from the leaf stage! What is your intent in trampling the hopes of our children, who grow up without recognizing the rice cake leaf? With Korea’s proud rice cakes, why are we favoring bread that comes from France? Have you forgotten the French Campaign?”



    



    └Lol, he’s really gone off on a tangent, haha.



    



    └Why did the French Campaign come up, haha?



    



    └This guy is really something else, lol.



    



    └He said ‘rice cake leaf,’ haha.



    



    Honestly, if I had to choose between bread and rice cakes, I would choose bread without hesitation. While I’d miss tteokbokki, rice cake soup, sotteok sotteok, baeksulgi, and sirutdeok, I can’t give up the various types of bread, including hamburgers and sandwiches.



    



    I think most viewers would prefer bread as well. Since it’s so tilted that way, I have to strike hard from the start to gain the upper hand.



    



    “Last time on Baekban Debate! You claimed that tteokbokki was the best food for dates, didn’t you?”



    



    “Uh?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin stammered, taken aback.



    



    “If there are no rice cakes, then there’s no tteokbokki either! So what do we do for dates? What are we supposed to eat on a date? Answer me!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin's eyes shook as if an earthquake had struck.
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“If we can’t date, then there will be fewer people getting married! There will be no children born! Are you trying to make it so that not only rice cakes disappear, but that they never get born at all? How can you not understand that a world without rice cakes cannot exist!”





Why so extreme?





Ah, if there are no rice cakes, the country will collapse!





I can't even get rice cakes at the folk village.





[Message deleted]





Whoa, that’s shocking.





OMG





What was that just now?





“What does that have to do with me?”





“Uh?”





I didn’t expect that reaction.





“If there are no rice cakes, then there’s no tteokbokki. If there’s no tteokbokki, how can we date? So what’s the point?”





“I told you!”





“What does it have to do with me?”





Baek Woo-jin’s eyes filled with tears.





“What’s the big deal about dating? I can’t do it now, so what difference does it make if there are no rice cakes?”





Ah





Oh my god





Right? They’re both single.





Now that you mention it, what’s the big deal about not dating? They can’t date now anyway.





Woo-jin,





“Tell me. Will my life change if there are no rice cakes?”





“…….”





“You know it too!”





It’s a dead end.





I know his feelings too well.





Before meeting Muk-ji, dating or romance had nothing to do with my life.





I just vaguely longed for the joy of someone loving me.





I only imagined the happiness of sharing things with someone I love.





“If I can’t date, then I might as well play drinking games.”





“What?”





“If we’re going to do something, we might as well play drinking games! Drinking games!”





Baek Woo-jin pointed at himself and said “drinking games,” and I reflexively raised my hand.





What the heck





No one does that these days





Wow, this is the drinking game of the 30s!





Why are you raising your hand for a side dish?





Ah, they have to raise their hands when there's bread involved.





“What does drinking games have to do with this?”





In that moment, I regained my focus.





“You’re saying drinking games have nothing to do with it?”





“Yeah. No matter how good you are at drinking games, no matter how well you set the mood, some people just don’t work out.”





“How do you know that?”





“……That’s how it is.”





It would be nice if he cried, but he lacks the acting skills, so he only wore a sorrowful expression.





Ah,





This is right. Just being funny at a drinking party doesn’t change anything.





What a cruel world.





“Then what am I supposed to do?”





Baek Woo-jin’s voice filled the studio with longing.





“I’m lonely. My heart feels empty. What am I supposed to do?”





I gently patted Baek Woo-jin on the back.





“You need to fill your stomach! You need to eat some bread! Are you not going to eat salt bread? Are you not going to eat mammoth bread? What about sweet red bean bread? What about puff pastry! What about cream puffs!”





You have to eat some bread!





Yeah, really, you should eat some bread.





Every example he mentions shows his age Puff pastry!





How can you resist mammoth bread?





“Think back.”





Baek Woo-jin’s earnest voice resonated in my chest.





“Back in Season 1 of ‘White Rice Discussion,’ when Sang-cheol gave us pocket money so little that we couldn’t even eat a slice of sashimi in Gangneung.”





I nodded.





“What did we eat that filled us up back then? It was kalguksu and jjambbong bread. Even in those tough times, we bought jjambbong bread and shared it. It was delicious. We were happy.”





I slammed the desk out of regret and nostalgia.





“If there was no bread, we wouldn’t have been able to do that. Is it really okay to be without it?”





“……It’s still not right.”





“Are you really going to come out with that?”





“Rice cakes are—”





“If there was no jjambbong bread!”





Baek Woo-jin shouted desperately.





“Would Ji-seung have been able to make that bass bread?”





“Uh?”





This is not good.





“You got the idea for the jjambbong bread from ‘White Rice Discussion!’ If there was no jjambbong bread or spicy fish soup bread, would Ji-seung have been able to win the Korean Food Praise contest?”





“…….”





“Our poor Ji-seung, who wants to own his own shop!”





I don’t know what’s so poor about him, but he feels pitiful.





“Do you really have to take away Ji-seung’s dream?”





Aww, trash for side dishes.





Don’t take Ji-seung’s dream away.





What’s so pitiful about him?





Wow, you’re that close with Ji-seung, but you must have felt jealous seeing him do well.





“Woo-jin.”





I called Baek Woo-jin calmly, trying to somehow turn the situation around.





Right now, I need to buy some time and escape from the frame he’s laid out.





“What about Daejeon?”





“……Daejeon?”





“What are you going to do about Daejeon? If there’s no bread, there’s no Seongshim-dang!”





As a Daejeon resident, this is a bit much.





Are you trying to ruin Daejeon?





Why would there be no reason to visit Daejeon without Seongshim-dang?





What about the bread gathering?





Seongshim-dang is pretty big.





Come on, Daejeon isn’t boring! Hanwha is there!





It used to be good for volleyball too.





Any attack on the kind company Seongshim-dang is considered an attack on me.





I let out a hollow laugh.





I never expected him to be this well-prepared.





They say even a dog can recite poetry after three years, but now he’s truly become an excellent agitator.





“I give up.”





“Ahhhhh!”





After finishing "White Rice Discussion" and "White Rice Report," Baek Woo-jin, Muk-ji, and I had 알탕 (spicy fish stew) for dinner.





As the warm broth arrived, the pain of defeat began to ease.





“I think I understand now,” Baek Woo-jin said.





“What do you mean?”





“I’ve been trying to convince myself that I was right, but that’s not it. It’s about making sure the other person can’t deny what I’m saying.”





In the "Chocolate vs. Candy" episode, he had conceded after I challenged him on how he could defend candy while being influenced by cocoa.





He won in the end, but in "Apple vs. Berry," he pushed back with how he received a scholarship thanks to apples.





It seems he learned from those experiences.





“I don’t have anything more to teach you.”





“Thank you.”





After allowing him to leave, Baek Woo-jin handed me an egg as a farewell gesture.





What a considerate kid, showing respect to his mentor by sharing food.





“Have you selected regular participants for 'Woo-jinias'?” Muk-ji asked Baek Woo-jin.





As "Happiness Week" progressed into its fourth week, they decided to have a regular participant play the role of a “manito” for a day, but there were so many applicants that it was overwhelming to read through each story.





I was curious about how 'Woo-jinias' was progressing.





Baek Woo-jin folded his right hand with just the thumb tucked in, resting it on his chin, and then raised his index fingers from both hands up and down.





“What’s that?”





“Sign language. It means 'of course.'”





Baek Woo-jin smiled brightly.





“I have a fan who is hearing impaired, and they said they feel lonely coming home from work without any friends. They eat while watching my videos, and they asked if I could add subtitles to 'White Rice Discussion.'”





“Oh.”





I usually added subtitles to other videos, but for "White Rice Discussion," I only inserted them during key scenes.





Since I lacked staff, I prioritized the tone and atmosphere over full subtitles, focusing instead on highlights and viewer reactions.





“Wow, when I read that DM, I felt a pang of regret. So I started adding subtitles from last week’s episode.”





At first, I only uploaded them to the side dish store, but after the views increased significantly, I began alternating uploads week by week.





“We’ll start adding subtitles from today’s episode as well. We’ll apply them to previous videos sequentially.”





Muk-ji replied.





“Are you sure that’s okay?”





“It’s necessary work, and we’ve expanded the staff. Don’t worry.”





I nodded and then asked Baek Woo-jin, “So you learned sign language to reach out to that person?”





“Yeah. You should learn too.”





“Me?”





“It’ll be fun!”





29-year-old Kim Yu-jung set out for work at 9 a.m.





Since the nail art shop she worked at opened at 10 a.m., she had plenty of time.





Today, she was in a particularly good mood because subtitles had been added to "White Rice Discussion."





Having subscribed to "Woo-jinias" for three years and watched all the videos, she had often found it inconvenient to watch "White Rice Discussion" due to the fast dialogue and limited visibility of the speakers' lips, as well as the lack of subtitles.





Feeling left out, she would often see others laughing and enjoying the content in the comments.





“I'll watch it on the subway.”





Just the thought that she could watch "Woo-jinias" videos during her commute lightened her step.





As she was about to enter the subway station, a man approached her, sweeping his right arm and clenching his fists while bowing his head.





“Hello. Sorry, could you tell me where the nearest convenience store is?”





The man communicated using both sign language and speech.





After Kim Yu-jung pointed out the location of the nearest convenience store, the man smiled brightly and thanked her.





Feeling a bit proud that she had helped someone, she got on the subway and played "White Rice Discussion."





Once, she laughed out loud, feeling a bit embarrassed and clearing her throat. Just then, she received a KakaoTalk message from her nail shop owner.





It was a request to buy coffee from a nearby café.





Since this was a common occurrence, she replied that she understood, and as she entered the café, a new employee she hadn’t seen before greeted her with a smile, using both speech and sign language.





Meeting two people who used sign language on her way to work made Kim Yu-jung feel a bit surprised.





“I haven’t seen you before. Are you starting work today?”





Kim Yu-jung asked in both sign language and speech, and the café employee shook their head.





“I’m only working today. Please sit and wait for a moment.”





The joy of meeting someone who communicated in sign language and their bright smile felt nice.





As Kim Yu-jung received her coffee, she smiled at the employee. Although she had frequently visited the café, it was the first time she left smiling.





Upon arriving at the nail shop, she welcomed a regular customer and took care of their nails as she always did.





“Everything’s ready.”





“Thank you.”





The regular customer spread their left hand and raised their right hand to tap the back of their left hand.





Having worked with this customer for nearly a year, she was surprised because it was the first time they had used sign language.





The regular smiled and headed outside, leaving Kim Yu-jung confused as she looked at her boss, who only smiled back.





“Boss, this is strange.”





“What’s strange?”





“Everyone is using sign language and showing their mouths.”





“Really?”





“Yes!”





“That’s interesting. By the way, we have one more reservation today; is it okay if I bring them in now?”





The boss gestured towards the customer.





Kim Yu-jung, feeling a mix of confusion and an unexplainable excitement, sat down in front of the customer.





Uniquely, it was a man who was wearing his hat pulled down low.





“Hello.”





When Kim Yu-jung greeted him with awkward pronunciation, the man lifted his face.





“Hi.”





Baek Woo-jin smiled, causing Kim Yu-jung to cover her mouth with both hands.




















  
    Originally Precious (5)



    



    “Huh?”



    



    Startled, Kim Yu-jung looked back and forth between her boss and Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “How?”



    



    “You said you were working here. I told the boss I wanted to be pampered today.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin said clearly while looking at Kim Yu-jung. As he used the sign language he had practiced hard over the past week, her doubts grew even larger.



    



    “Did you learn sign language?”



    



    “Yeah. I can’t do it well, though.”



    



    Tears welled up in Kim Yu-jung's eyes.



    



    She had asked him to add subtitles to the videos because he was looking for a "manitto," and she had never imagined he would come in person after subtitles were added to "White Rice Discussion."



    



    She wiped her tears with the tissues her boss had handed her.



    



    Baek Woo-jin smiled and asked, “Today, I’m your guardian angel. Do you have a wish?”



    



    Kim Yu-jung shook her head.



    



    “Why not? I came all the way here!”



    



    “Nails. I’ll take good care of them.”



    



    “That’s obvious. I’m a paying customer, after all. But is it okay if you upload the footage to YouTube?”



    



    Kim Yu-jung nodded eagerly.



    



    “Really? I filmed from the subway station!”



    



    When Kim Yu-jung simply stared at him with wide eyes and didn’t respond, Baek Woo-jin used sign language again.



    



    “What?”



    



    “You remember how Hyun-kyung asked for directions at the subway station?”



    



    Kim Yu-jung once again covered her mouth with both hands.



    



    “I really didn’t recognize him.”



    



    The fact that she didn’t recognize Ban-chan-yong, who was classified as a celebrity and was busy doing commercials, amused Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “It wasn’t me… huh?”



    



    “You were in disguise. So, you didn’t recognize me at the café either?”



    



    Kim Yu-jung nodded.



    



    “It was Ji-hye. Lee Ji-hye.”



    



    Kim Yu-jung briefly rolled her eyes before opening her mouth wide. Upon thinking it over, she realized she had seen the face of PD Lee Ji-hye.



    



    “I thought it was strange because I was meeting someone using sign language so often.”



    



    “You just said the customer was a regular. They also said they were grateful for your detailed care.”



    



    Kim Yu-jung couldn’t respond.



    



    “Today is totally a day for you.”



    



    ***



    



    Is that really enough?



    



    In the video, Baek Woo-jin asked.



    



    Kim Yu-jung nodded while wearing the Berry Watch 6 he had gifted her.



    



    There are times when I can’t catch phone calls well, but if I wear it on my wrist, I can feel the vibrations right away.



    



    Ah.



    



    Baek Woo-jin exclaimed, indicating he understood.



    



    Thank you.



    



    Why are you crying again?



    



    Baek Woo-jin comforted Kim Yu-jung before asking.



    



    You work at a nail art shop, right? Is there a moment when you feel fulfilled while working?



    



    I mainly do care, and I like it when my customers smile.



    



    What about when it’s tough?



    



    Since I work in a service industry, communication is really important. I worry that I might not understand what my customers want.



    



    I see.



    



    So, I’m also undergoing auditory training. I’m working on my pronunciation too.



    



    After work?



    



    Yeah.



    



    That’s really impressive. It’s not easy to learn something new while working.



    



    Kim Yu-jung smiled.



    



    So, what do you do when you take a break?



    



    I watch Woo-jinias.



    



    Oh. That sounds like a lie.



    



    It’s not a lie! Really!



    



    Hehehe. Really? What’s the most interesting thing you’ve watched?



    



    The reasons why Eastern and Western cultures or lifestyles are different.



    



    Ah! I found it really interesting while studying it too.



    



    It was a video I edited. It discussed how rice farming requires more labor, leading to a larger population in those areas compared to regions where wheat is the staple, which resulted in a culture that values community more.



    



    I like learning things I didn’t know. Please upload more videos.



    



    I’m struggling right now. I’m still editing.



    



    Kim Yu-jung laughed, then lowered her head.



    



    There must be many other applicants besides me. Thank you for coming.



    



    Of course! There were so many applicants.



    



    Because of me, you added subtitles too. I feel like I’ve been a bother…



    



    Not at all! Ji-hye is the one doing it.



    



    The camera focused on the face of PD Lee Ji-hye, who looked incredulous.



    



    There are many people who watch with the sound off and only read the subtitles. Even if you were the only one, I would still continue to add them.



    



    In the edited video, Kim Yu-jung's previous comments on Woo-jinias were visible.



    



    You might think it’s nothing, but I was really happy to see your comment. It means a lot to me.



    



    Kim Yu-jung finally burst into tears.



    



    Living alone in a different city without friends while working, it seemed that "Woo-jinias" was truly precious to her.



    



    And now, Baek Woo-jin had prepared an event to thank her, bringing forth all her past sorrows and loneliness, along with joy.



    



    ***



    



    └ Tunakimbab: I felt like I was dreaming all day. I’ve been trying hard, but I was feeling gloomy about whether I could continue this job, so hearing that it’s precious to you made me cry like a fool. Thank you so much, Baek Woo-jin, PD Lee Ji-hye, and Ban-chan-yong!



    



    └ That’s so cool.



    



    └ I really admire people who are developing themselves while working.



    



    └ I think they also take care of nails and skin.



    



    └ Since I touch hands, I end up not going to places that don’t fit well. Yu-jung, you seem warm, so I think you’ll do well!



    



    └ Baek Woo-jin and Ban-chan-yong are on another level.



    



    └ Public manitto



    



    └ Ah, but I’m glad to see that you really like it.



    



    └ He’s a good boss. Baek Woo-jin helped a lot.



    



    └ I think it’s because he’s been working diligently. If he works that hard, I would help too.



    



    └ That’s not something that should be taken for granted. Good boss and good employee.



    



    └ For real.



    



    └ So, was it because of this person that subtitles were added to "White Rice Discussion"?



    



    └ Ban-chan-yong looking embarrassed because he didn’t recognize her is so cuteㅋㅋㅋ



    



    └ Chan-yong, let’s not leave comments like this from a secondary account.



    



    As I looked through the comments, I felt a sense of pride.



    



    Baek Woo-jin had come up with a great idea.



    



    “Woo-jinias is getting a good reaction.”



    

    



















Lying face down on the bed, Muk-ji, who was sitting in front of the vanity, replied while applying something.





“The porter was nice too.”





Cha Ji-chan met a sixth-grade elementary school student who dreams of being an athlete. After exercising together, he presented them with running shoes and a scholarship.





Feeling sorry yet proud that the child's parents worked in shift labor, leaving them to cook their own meals and go to the hospital alone even after injuring their ankle, the subscribers voluntarily supported them.





I checked whether my video was uploaded on time.





Even though it had just been posted, the views were already nearing 10,000, suggesting that many people were eagerly waiting for this content.





Hongdae. Wow... it’s unbelievably dirty.





When will they clean all of this up?





Before the sanitation workers come out.





They’re right there!





Baek Woo-jin and Cha Ji-chan complained.





Feeling that the sanitation workers were working too hard, I filmed some footage of cleaning a part of Hongdae street, capturing the confused expressions of the sanitation workers.





They readily agreed to the filming and upload, ensuring our efforts wouldn’t go to waste.





We’re really talented at picking up trash, aren’t we?





Exactly. It’s completely clean.





We sped up the footage of picking up and sorting the trash, showing the process.





Showing the before and after of the cleaning brought a positive reaction in the comments.





└ Wow, that’s so refreshing!





└ People should throw away trash responsibly.





└ The sanitation workers looking around is cute.





└ The question mark suits them so well, lol.





Hello. Please introduce yourselves.





Hello, I’m Park Heung-soo from the Mapo-gu Cleaning Administration.





I’m Lee Seung-jae, a sanitation worker.





What exactly do you both do?





I operate the cleaning vehicle.





Park Heung-soo replied.





I’m, as you may know, a sanitation worker.





We cleaned for a day, and it was really tough. Is this amount typical?





Yes, this is about the amount we usually get.





Isn’t it hard?





It is hard. But if we don’t do it, who will?





Hearing his calm demeanor reminded me of our meeting.





Seeing highly qualified individuals who were selected through fierce competition not shying away from dirty work for the community made me feel deep respect and gratitude. I wanted to treat them to at least one meal.





└ Wow, even offering to buy them a meal is turned down.





└ If you receive something like that nowadays, it could cause trouble.





└ Isn’t it okay if it’s less than 30,000 won?





└ They might receive unnecessary criticism, so it’s better not to accept anything at all.





└ Thanks to this, they’re thanking Ban-chan-yong and holding his hand, but the person looks about my dad's age.





└ We really should be grateful.





└ It seems like older people do these jobs more often.





└ Why?





└ There’s no difference in pay between newcomers and experienced workers. Since young people don’t get better treatment, they leave quickly, so they hire older workers from the start.





└ It’s a vicious cycle.





***





└ But I feel uncomfortable about this. Why did it have to be sanitation workers? It feels like they’re being pitied, which makes me uneasy. There are many other people in need too; it feels like a waste of resources.





└ This video doesn’t mention anything about pity. It only says respect, amazing, and thank you.





└ You seem a bit uncomfortable. I hope you get well soon.





└ It’s not out of pity that we help. It’s because we’re grateful.





└ Whether it’s a waste or not isn’t up to you to decide; it’s up to Ban-chan-yong. It was heartwarming until your comment made it feel unpleasant.





└ LOL, what are you not uncomfortable with?





└ [Message deleted]





└ Oh? Did you use a curse word?





└ You really seem like a bad person♡





└ Adding a heart won’t make it any better.





└ Even if it’s a strange comment, let’s hold back from saying harsh things.





└ Okay, let’s eat chicken.





└ I deleted the cursing message.





└ Yeah, they said not to engage in cyberbullying on YouTube either.





└ If someone leaves a nasty comment, just point it out. There's no need to curse or pile on.





└ Haha, that’s how dopamine is released.





└ Right, that’s wrong.





I noticed someone who had a strange misunderstanding. It’s fascinating how someone could think that way based on their everyday life.





Not knowing where to start or how to clarify, I just let it be, but some people kindly explained, while others cursed, and some tried to mediate.





The atmosphere in the comments seems to be improving.





“Speaking of which, isn’t YouTube tomorrow?”





I asked Muk-ji about the schedule.





“Yes, it is. Thankfully, it coincides well with the Namsadangpae event.”





They contacted Namsadangpae to conduct a campaign aimed at improving issues like bullying and hate speech on YouTube.





Famous YouTubers will participate and upload public interest videos in an interview format, and Namsadangpae has also been invited.





With several companies supporting this and YouTube getting involved, I wonder if real change is possible.





This fills me with hope as I feel my heart racing at every moment of this process to create a better world together.
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    Sunday.



    



    Exhausted, I was lying down while Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin were chatting about various things.



    



    “The shorts are really burdensome. The consumption speed is unbelievably fast.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan, who started making shorts first among us, expressed his struggles.



    



    “Aren’t you filming separate videos for the shorts?”



    



    “There’s a limit to pulling from old videos, you know?”



    



    “That’s true. But you seem to be doing well. What’s it like?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked Ju Ji-seung.



    



    Ban Ya-sikgyeong has been uploading one-minute cooking videos, and it’s almost a given that each video gets hundreds of thousands of views.



    



    “I’ve gotten used to editing, but it’s become a bit simpler. There are so many people doing cooking shorts that it’s hard to stand out.”



    



    “There are a lot, for sure.”



    



    “I’m struggling too. For ‘White Rice Talk,’ I share the workload with Chan-yong, so what I can post gets cut in half. When I shorten knowledge-related videos, there’s room for misunderstanding, and I feel like people are satisfied with the shorts instead of watching the full versions. My views have dropped a bit lately. How about you?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked me, resting his chin on the table.



    



    “If it were me, I’d rather watch shorts than a 60-minute video.”



    



    “Me too.”



    



    “Same here.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan agreed, and it seemed that Baek Woo-jin’s worries deepened.



    



    “But after driving during the last holiday, I realized nothing compares to Woo-jin’s content. The voice is pleasant, and the topics are interesting.”



    



    “It’s surprisingly long, which is nice.”



    



    It really seems like there’s no answer on YouTube.



    



    On one side, people are worrying about how to shorten and compress videos to trigger dopamine.



    



    On the other hand, sometimes a longer runtime is beneficial.



    



    “But why are you like this? Didn’t you get enough sleep?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked me.



    



    “I haven’t been sleeping well lately. I’m way too busy.”



    



    “That’s good, though; you’re making a lot of money.”



    



    “Must be nice.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Ju Ji-seung expressed their envy.



    



    It’s ironic to be envied for having a job that makes one’s daily life nonexistent due to busyness.



    



    “I’m serious. I’m taking taxis everywhere because I’m worried about getting into an accident while driving.”



    



    “How much are you making?”



    



    “Are you making so much that you can leave your car and take a taxi?”



    



    Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan brought up the topic of money again.



    



    “It’s not about the money, though.”



    



    “So how much are you making?”



    



    “Just tell us.”



    



    “...I haven’t calculated it.”



    



    “Does that even make sense?”



    



    “Don’t joke around; just spill it.”



    



    Feeling awkward, I tried to dodge the question, but it didn’t work at all.



    



    “Umm... about 1 billion?”



    



    There was no reaction.



    



    “I’m serious. Why would I lie?”



    



    “Wow.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan raised his head with a sigh, and Ju Ji-seung held my hand tightly.



    



    “Chan-yong, let’s do the next advertisement together.”



    



    “Me too!”



    



    “I told you I mention it every time a proposal comes in.”



    



    I hoped the entire Namsadangpae would shoot together, but not every company accepts that request.



    



    They have to consider various factors like cost and image, so I can’t just force my thoughts onto them.



    



    “I really don’t get it.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who had been quiet, finally spoke up.



    



    “Why are you living like this when you’re making so much? Is this really living? You’re going to get into big trouble if you keep this up. You should at least cut back on the personal broadcasts. You looked almost like a corpse yesterday.”



    



    “Woojini’s right. You look like you’re going to collapse every time I see you lately.”



    



    “You’re telling us to be happy, but you’re the one suffering.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan chimed in.



    



    I have to admit, I really have been busier lately than during my prime.



    



    “It’s because I filmed the Dove commercial the other day. I finished at 2 and couldn’t sleep.”



    



    “Then why are you even mentioning that you’re doing the Dove ad?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin scolded me.



    



    “In the end, I’m doing something good while making money, so it’s fine, right?”



    



    “Yeah. You brought it up thinking of the people who’ll receive the soap.”



    



    I rebutted, and Ju Ji-seung defended me.



    



    “You could just say you forgot. Look at you; you’re juggling so many things and doing Dove ads, but you don’t have time to sleep or eat.”



    



    “Hey, people like us need to save money during times like this.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan sided with me.



    



    “It’s better to earn a decent amount without being too busy. What good is it if you’re too busy to even spend it? Didn’t you lose your health just working all the time? Work-life balance is important.”



    



    Thinking it over, Baek Woo-jin wasn’t wrong.



    



    Of course, making a lot of money is great, but I shouldn’t lose my health in the process.



    



    Even if it means cutting back on some jobs, if I can continue steadily, that could actually be a good direction.



    



    “My point stands. How many times did you manage to rest easily in February?”



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    “I’d say not even once. What good is earning a billion if you’re dying? If you’re not planning to gather some cash and retire comfortably, adjust your schedule reasonably. And be careful with what you say. What if Dove had taken issue with that?”



    



    Every word he said was spot on.



    



    Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan seemed to agree with Baek Woo-jin, sipping their iced Americanos in silence.



    



    Buu-wooong—



    



    My smartphone vibrated.



    



    Looking around to see whose phone was ringing, it turned out to be Baek Woo-jin’s.



    



    “It’s Director Kim Ki-tae?”



    



    It was a call from Kim Ki-tae, the director from WH Electronics, who sponsored “Walking to the Sky.”



    



    “Why is Director Kim calling?”



    



    “I don’t know.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin answered the phone.



    



    “Director Kim?”



    



    “Woo-jin, how have you been?”



    



    The call volume was loud enough that I could hear Director Kim Ki-tae’s voice clearly.



    



    “I’ve been doing really well. But I’m tired.”



    



    “Haha. I can imagine. It seems like things have gotten bigger.”



    



    “Did you watch ‘Happiness’?”



    



    “Of course. Nowadays, it’s hard to find someone who hasn’t seen a Namsadangpae video. I’ve seen all of them.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin smiled widely.



    



    The fact that ‘Happiness’ has become a nationwide phenomenon accepted by society made him very proud.



    



    “Kim Yoo-jung’s video was especially impressive.”



    



    “Right? Her hard work is really admirable.”



    



    “Yes. It also reminds me of our WH advertisements.”



    



    “Exactly. I found out while looking for materials on how to make it enjoyable. It’s absolutely the best.”



    



    “There were discussions about whether it was a parody of our company’s CF or whether it was plagiarized.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s face turned pale.



    



    We were also surprised, but for those of us in the content creation business, copyright issues are the most concerning.



    



    While thinking about how to ensure that the lonely Kim Yoo-jung could be respected as a member of society for even a moment, he discovered the campaign advertisement video that WH had conducted.



    



    In the advertisement featuring a hearing-impaired person encountering someone using sign language in daily life, he created a parody video using only the realistically possible parts.



    



    “I don’t believe that you copied it with bad intentions, Woo-jin.”



    



    “Exactly! It’s not plagiarism! It’s a parody!”



    



    “However, I can’t help but feel a bit hurt. You have to click 'Show More' in the video description to see WH’s name.”



    



    “I’ll move it to the top right away. Please help me out here. I beg you.”



    



    “I wonder if that will persuade the higher-ups.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s head went blank at Director Kim Ki-tae’s words.



    



    The misunderstanding that a content creator had copied a video without the original creator’s permission, the subsequent backlash, the fear that the wave of support for the ‘Happiness’ event would collapse because of him, and the guilt towards the campaign video director all hit him at once, leaving him unable to think clearly.



    



    “If you feel responsible, I’d like to make a small request.”



    



    “I’ll do it!”



    



    I accepted before even hearing what it was.



    



    I had reacted just like that when I got contacted by Dove.



    



    “We are developing applications for hearing-impaired and visually-impaired individuals, and we are starting to implement them with our new products. The main features include showing text of the other person’s speech or converting text to speech. We support 17 languages, including Korean, English, Japanese, and French.”



    



    “Is that possible?”



    



    “We had to prepare it as quickly as possible.”



    



    Without needing further explanation, everyone sitting here understood the situation.



    



    Last year, Baek Do-bin, the grandson of WH Electronics Chairman Yoo Jang-hyuk and a world-renowned musician, experienced temporary visual impairment, prompting WH Electronics to develop products for visually and hearing-impaired individuals.



    



    Through various media outlets, there were expectations for progress in technology development for people with disabilities.



    



    “Director Baek Do-bin mentioned you, Woo-jin. He said since you’re doing good things and gaining recognition, how about collaborating with ‘Happiness’ this time?”



    



    “I’ll do it. Of course, we should. But are you saying Baek Do-bin pointed me out?”



    



    “I’m not too familiar with celebrities, but he insisted on contacting you.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin had been recognized for his expertise in classical music, proficiency in foreign languages, and hosting ability, and he had participated as a host in a program related to the Daejeon Orchestra, where he had interviewed Baek Do-bin before.



    



    During that time, he had interviewed Baek Do-bin but, as far as I recall, it had been quite embarrassing for Baek Woo-jin, so it was a bit of a dark chapter for him.



    



    “Anyway, I’m relieved that you accepted without hesitation. I was worried since you said you were busy.”



    



    “...You didn’t bring up the CF plagiarism issue on purpose, did you?”



    



    “You reminded me of our campaign; it’s not a bad thing. Hahaha!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin felt a mix of being deceived and wanting to shake his fist.



    



    Even though he had revealed that he drew inspiration from WH’s advertisement, it was a relief that, in the end, thanks to WH being accommodating, no issues arose.



    



    “So when does this start?”



    



    “We’ll set a specific date soon. Can you spare a few days?”



    



    “Uh?”



    



    “Since there’s a lot to prepare. Is three days okay?”



    



    Even with limited time, since we were in a position where we had to create, Baek Woo-jin readily answered and finished the call.



    



    “Good news.”



    



    “Yeah…”



    



    “What’s the difference between you and side dishes?”



    



    “Shut. Up.”



    



    "Wow, Baek Woo-jin must be busy. Huh? To take three days off, he needs to film the videos in advance."



    



    "You said you need to maintain work-life balance. Shouldn't you turn it down?"



    



    As Cha Ji-chan and Ju Ji-seung teased him alternately, Baek Woo-jin's face crumpled up in frustration.

  
    Sugar Man (2)



    



    Monday.



    



    It's the filming day for "Baekban Follow."



    



    Seeing PD Park Sang-cheol smiling brightly, it seems today’s shoot won’t be easy.



    



    “Everyone has been working hard lately, doing good things.”



    



    “Why are you speaking so formally again?!”



    



    As Park Sang-cheol began his opening remarks, Baek Woo-jin shouted loudly.



    



    He must be on edge, as there's a mountain of work to do this week.



    



    “Why do you keep complaining about me being polite? It’s just bad manners.”



    



    “Every time he does something sneaky, he gets all formal,” Cha Ji-chan chimed in, teasing Baek Woo-jin.



    



    It’s not entirely wrong.



    



    “That’s true. Why do you make people uneasy right after the shoot starts?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked Park Sang-cheol.



    



    “When have I ever made you uneasy?”



    



    “Your expression right now looks like you're super excited.”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol's lips twitched.



    



    “Stop that.”



    



    I added my two cents.



    



    “Come on, we should at least go on a healing trip once in a while.”



    



    “Today is really a healing trip.”



    



    When we all turned to him with disbelief, PD Park Sang-cheol gestured to someone.



    



    A staff member, receiving the signal, made a call, and soon a Staria Lounge limousine slowly approached us.



    



    “What’s this?”



    



    “Isn’t this the kind of car celebrities ride in?”



    



    “This limousine was specially prepared for you all, who have been working hard. Today, you can relax on your way to the travel destination.”



    



    “Wow! Look at the seats!”



    



    Before PD Park Sang-cheol could finish his sentence, Baek Woo-jin shouted.



    



    The inside of the vehicle indeed felt spacious.



    



    It wasn’t the kind of sedan limousine you’d see in movies, but the comfortable seats and ample space were quite luxurious.



    



    There was even mood lighting on the ceiling.



    



    “It has an air purifier and a display too. Is this an ad?”



    



    “Just trying to show off through PPL?” I asked, and Baek Woo-jin chimed in.



    



    “No. I really rented it for you all to take a proper rest since you’ve been working hard lately.”



    



    Though Park Sang-cheol said otherwise, I wasn't fooled.



    



    “I need to be able to trust you. The car is nice.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung said as he stroked the luxurious leather seats.



    



    “We don’t even have to drive? I’m going to sleep?”



    



    “I have a movie I want to watch.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin seemed really tired and was likely going to sleep, while Cha Ji-chan planned to use the travel time to finally watch a movie he had been wanting to see.



    



    “Yes. Please enjoy to your heart’s content today.”



    



    I was thinking about taking a nap too.



    



    “Got it!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin shouted.



    



    “Are we just going to the restaurant in the side alley like this?”



    



    “Hahaha. Are we just enjoying the limousine for one minute?”



    



    “That’s right. Wow, Sang-cheol is really cruel.”



    



    “Everyone, do you really not trust me that much?”



    



    Park Sang-cheol laughed at my comment.



    



    “Don’t worry and just rest. I’ll let you know when we arrive.”



    



    “How can we not be suspicious? You’re not even telling us where we’re going.”



    



    “Gongju.”



    



    “Gongju?”



    



    It was a place I had never been to.



    



    “It has a nice view. I went there last year for the Baekje Cultural Festival, and it was great.”



    



    It seemed like Ju Ji-seung had been there before.



    



    “Is the festival happening now?”



    



    “I think it was in the fall last year.”



    



    “It’s not during a festival, but you can rest in a place with good air and water.”



    



    We all accepted PD Park Sang-cheol's words and got into the limousine.



    



    “Wow, this is nice.”



    



    The seats supported my back perfectly, making it comfortable. I leaned back in my chair and put on a sleep mask.



    



    “Are you really going to sleep? Don’t complain later if there’s nothing to salvage.”



    



    “I won’t.”



    



    “I won’t. Driver, please drive safely.”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol instructed the driver before drifting away.



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    “Driver, would you like some coffee?”



    



    After greeting the driver, we all fell asleep as soon as the vehicle started moving.



    



    ***



    



    “We have arrived.”



    



    After about 2 hours and 30 minutes, we arrived at a parking lot in the mountains.



    



    Still feeling groggy from sleep, I faintly heard a saxophone playing in the distance.



    



    “Where are we?”



    



    Ju Ji-seung asked as he got out of the car.



    



    “I don’t know.”



    



    “What’s that?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan pointed to an abandoned building across the parking lot.



    



    A concrete structure with only its framework left looked desolate.



    



    “No way. Why did we come to a place like this?”



    



    “Aren’t we doing some kind of abandoned house experience?”



    



    “Huh? It says Gyeryongsan?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin pointed to a banner.



    



    It seemed like it was called Gapsa in Gyeryongsan.



    



    “This is a place called Gapsa. Gyeryongsan was designated as the third national park in South Korea. It’s loved by many hikers for its stunning scenery in spring and fall, and we’re scheduled to climb it today.”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol explained the filming location for today.



    



    “Ugh.”



    



    “I knew it would be like this.”



    



    “What do you mean hiking?”



    

    



















“Everyone, we have prepared hiking boots and gear suitable for your foot sizes, so you can change into them. Today's course starts from Gapsa, passes through Yeoncheonbong, ascends Sambulgong, and then returns through Geumjandi Pass, Cheonjinbo Tower, and Yongmun Waterfall.”





I don't know how long it will take, but my chest feels tight.





“No way. You said it was a healing trip.”





“Isn’t staying in a place with good air and water what healing is all about?”





“Ugh. I really want a proper massage.”





I suddenly felt a chill at the thought of teaching them what true healing is. If I received a massage from Cha Ji-chan, even Guan Yu, who played Go while enduring excruciating pain, would probably scream like a little kid.





“Ah!”





Baek Woo-jin shouted as he looked something up on his phone.





“This is a place only hikers go to! They say it takes 5 to 6 hours!”





“Crazy.”





“It’s even called Chunma-gok Chugapsa. They say it’s better to go to Magok in the spring, so why are we here at Gapsa?”





“They said the section from Gwaneumbong to Sambulgong is tough.”





Park Sang-cheol shamelessly piped up.





“Wow. Now you’re not even trying to hide it. Are you saying we can’t turn back now that we’ve come this far?”





“There must be a reason you’re doing this.”





“Alright, alright. You must be tired from coming out so early, so let’s hurry up and go. You need to enjoy your lunch, right?”





“Director, are you really going to hike with that camera?”





When I asked, the camera director and staff laughed as if there was nothing they could do.





“See? Everyone hates it, but you’re the only one insisting on going up!”





“This is all for Baekban Follow.”





As Park Sang-cheol took the lead, the staff reluctantly moved their feet.





Reluctantly, we started walking too.





At the foot of the mountain, there was a small performance area where an older man was playing the saxophone.





As is often the case, there were several restaurants and souvenir shops lined up on either side of the road.





“Are we really going?”





“We have to go up. We’re getting paid.”





“...Yeah.”





With my pay significantly increased this year, I have to work hard.





“Hah. Hah.”





Even the entrance had a considerable incline.





After passing through the Four Heavenly Kings Gate and through a forest path, we encountered a restroom, where we took a short break before officially starting our hike.





At the fork that splits into Geumjandi Pass and Yeoncheonbong, we chose the path to Yeoncheonbong.





Despite having ascended quite a bit, the paved road made me let my guard down, but the trail became increasingly rugged.





Climbing up the rocky stairs, which looked like they weren’t made for people to walk on, I lifted my head to find only bare branches and the chilly mountain breeze to cool my sweat.





“No. If we were coming, we should have come in the fall. What are we doing in March?”





“Right? Ghosts are going to come out.”





“I thought this was a valley? I don’t see any water.”





“Maybe it’s because it hasn’t rained.”





Various complaints began to fade as we got closer to Yeoncheonbong.





The slope was so steep that even Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan, who had exercised quite a bit, looked exhausted.





Especially after reaching Gwaneumbong, the path became a mental and physical strain as we frequently went down the hard-earned trail only to ascend again.





“Wait. Hah. Hah.”





Baek Woo-jin sat down on a rock.





Since all the cast and crew were tired, we naturally took a break, and Ju Ji-seung looked around.





“This isn’t really a path people walk on, is it?”





“Exactly. What kind of path is this? A rock is blocking the middle of the road.”





“Going down and back up is just playing tricks on us.”





It seemed that after a little rest, he found the strength to complain again.





As he briefly shifted his gaze, he noticed a rocky cliff and dense trees across from us.





“...The scenery is nice, though.”





It’s been a long time since I’ve hiked.





When I was young, I only went along with my parents, and since I grew up, I’ve hardly hiked on my own.





Though I forced myself to climb, once I was away from the city, surrounded by the sky, wind, rocks, and the sound of the stream, I felt an indescribable sense of liberation.





After resting for about ten minutes, I gathered my strength again.





***





After about 6 hours of hiking, we returned to Gapsa.





Everyone was quite exhausted, and there were groans coming from various restaurants.























“Just try to make it taste bad.”





Baek Woo-jin huffed while slumped over the table.





The restaurant we were at was Restaurant S, located in Gapsa, and it was a large place with a considerable outdoor seating area.





“Please serve us according to the number of people.”





As Park Sang-cheol placed the order, the food was prepared surprisingly quickly.





The first dishes to arrive were grilled deodeok (bellflower root) and acorn jelly.





I prefer my deodeok grilled a bit thinner, and since it was cooked at the table rather than being pre-cooked, I wasn't fully satisfied.





However, the acorn jelly was impressive.





It was very chewy and clearly different from factory-made products, and the seasoning was salty yet subtle enough to allow the natural flavor of the acorn jelly to shine through.





“This place does a great job with acorn jelly.”





“Right? It tastes like it was made fresh.”





“But we’re not interviewing the owner today.”





“I don’t have the energy for that. Let’s eat.”





“Wow.”





As we devoured the acorn jelly and grilled deodeok, seafood pancakes and buckwheat pancakes came out together.





The pancakes, steaming hot, looked crispy on the outside and whetted our appetites.





“They really know how to make pancakes here.”





“Pancakes have to be crispy like this.”





“I want a glass of makgeolli.”





“Hyung Sang-cheol, can we have some makgeolli?”





“No.”





“Yeah.”





“Why are you asking when you already know the answer?”





“Just wanted to check.”





After finishing the pancakes, the main dishes were served.





A mushroom stew and various side dishes were laid out, and when Baek Woo-jin tasted the seasoned perilla leaves, his eyes widened in surprise.





“What’s wrong?”





“It’s so good!”





This was the first time he had tried seasoned perilla leaves made without soy sauce or chili powder, just seasoned with soybean paste.





I picked up a leaf and wrapped it in my rice, and it was truly unique. It was savory with an unbelievable umami flavor.





“Me too.”





Cha Ji-chan seemed to want to taste it as well, so he grabbed a perilla leaf, but two were stuck together.





“Where do you think you’re going?”





I used my chopsticks to separate one of the leaves, and Cha Ji-chan thanked me before wrapping it in his rice.





It seemed like he didn’t realize I knew he was planning to eat two of the precious perilla leaves.
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    The mushroom stew with various mushrooms, bean sprouts, and minari (water celery) was excellent.



    



    The clear broth was not heavy, but it definitely had a refreshing umami flavor from the vegetables, making me keep wanting to spoon it up.



    



    Lying on the warm floor felt like my exhausted body from the hike was melting away.



    



    After finishing the meal, we boarded the limousine and, without realizing when I fell asleep, we had arrived in Seoul.



    



    “Ugh.”



    



    I got out of the car and stretched.



    



    “This isn’t the broadcasting station?”



    



    “What are you planning to order now?”



    



    “I told you. Today is your healing day. You’re going to enjoy a spa and get an aromatherapy massage.”



    



    “Giving medicine after giving a problem, huh?”



    



    “Aren’t massages supposed to hurt?”



    



    “I can give a decent massage too. If you do anything weird, I won’t let it slide.”



    



    As we exchanged remarks and headed inside, it turned out they had rented the place out for us for a certain amount of time.



    



    Stretching out in the hot bath and half-lying down made me feel alive.



    



    “What’s up with Sang-cheol?”



    



    “Seriously.”



    



    “Ahhhh.”



    



    “Except for the hiking, this is actually nice.”



    



    “I’m good. It felt great to go up to a place with clean air after such a long time. It was much better than the gym.”



    



    “That’s true. It’s better than being on a treadmill.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who had recently increased his exercise intensity significantly, agreed with me.



    



    Everyone was so tired that conversation didn’t continue, and only the sounds of splashing water were heard when Baek Woo-jin called out to me.



    



    “Chan-yong.”



    



    “Yeah?”



    



    “What do you want to do with your life?”



    



    “After this bath, I want to drink banana-flavored milk or Miero Fiber without a worry.”



    



    “...Me too.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung chuckled.



    



    “Weren’t you trying to say something serious?”



    



    “I meant to ask that, but thinking about it, it made sense. Working hard like today, coming to the bath together, eating delicious food. That’s the best way to live.”



    



    “Right. When else are we going to enjoy such luxuries?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan, who had been covering his eyes with a towel, revealed he had the same thought.



    



    For us, just coming to the bathhouse felt like a luxury.



    



    After becoming a celebrity by luck, even going out became a burden. Since the end of Season 1 of "Baek Bansang," I hadn’t been to a bathhouse because people started to notice my private parts.



    



    Since I was recognized anywhere I went, I struggled with that pressure for a while.



    



    “I think helping others is good, but we need to find a way to live well too. I feel like that’s what I agreed with Chan-yong’s words.”



    



    “Right.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung wiped his face with water.



    



    “We can’t do well if we’re not healthy and abundant. You guys shouldn’t overdo it either. I’m worried about you from the sidelines.”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “The same goes for the company.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan said.



    



    “If you look at the revenue structure of the Nam Sadangpae, our broadcast revenue and advertising revenue are all we have. Even if Ji-seung and I opened a restaurant, it would be hard to earn as much as from the broadcast revenue. In that situation, it would be tough to do charity as the expectations keep increasing.”



    



    “That’s right.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin agreed with Cha Ji-chan’s words.



    



    “Even though our channel revenue is continually rising, there’s a limit in the country. Yet our expectations keep increasing. We went from selling lunch boxes in one area of Seoul to several cities. Then it’ll be nationwide. What should we do next?”



    



    “We can do what we can. If we try to meet those expectations, we’ll overdo it and end up hurt.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung nodded at my words.



    



    “Chan-yong is right. We should do what we can do. And we need to revise our revenue structure as well.”



    



    “Is there more we can grow through broadcasting?”



    



    “Yeah. All of us have contributed to the channel’s growth significantly. We keep getting offers from the major networks, but there’s no guarantee it will continue.”



    



    “The restaurant side has good scalability. We could sell meal kit products. Franchising isn’t impossible either. I think it would be fine for Ji-chan to start a chicken breast business under his name.”



    



    “I really don’t know what this company is about. What exactly does Nam Sadangpae do? YouTube, advertising, broadcasting, lectures, restaurants, and now even selling chicken breasts?”



    



    “We should include events too.”



    



    “And we’re going to produce videos.”



    



    “Are we really going to do that? Can our self-made variety show work?”



    



    “We’ll just have to try.”



    



    We were in the planning stages of a diabetes-related variety show, tentatively titled "Sugar Man."



    



    It’s a survival show that rewards the person who manages their blood sugar the best over three months among 100 diabetics.



    



    While seeking investments, we caught the interest of WTV and Netflix.



    



    Establishing franchise restaurants, selling chicken breasts, and producing content—



    



    We don’t even know what Nam Sadangpae really does anymore.



    



    We need to get organized.



    



    “Eun-ji said we shouldn’t recklessly expand the business. Just because we succeeded on YouTube doesn’t mean we’re experts in other businesses. We might achieve temporary success due to our name, but we need to prepare very well.”



    



    “That’s right.”



    



    “First, let’s focus on Sugar Man. The rest can be done slowly.”



    



    “We also need to wrap up ‘Happy Together.’”



    



    ***



    



    “Ah, can you hear me?”



    



    └lol



    



    └Your face looks a bit better today.



    



    └Take a break.



    



    └Haha, there will always be people who will say something if you take a break.



    



    └Haha, you have to row when the water rises.



    



    └Big announcement??



    



    └Where did you go yesterday?



    



    “I took a bit of a healing break yesterday. Sang-cheol thinks of us sometimes. You can find out where we went by watching the broadcast. You know I can’t talk about it.”



    



    Recently, I was worried because we’ve been doing live broadcasts about three times a week, but the number of viewers has actually increased significantly.



    



    It seems that my recognition has grown due to various external activities, and now the numbers that used to appear only during the Baek Bansang discussions show up as soon as we turn on the broadcast.



    



    Waiting for those who couldn’t connect while casually chatting with 10,000 viewers made me realize that the side dish shop has really grown.



    



    “Today, I have a lot to share. First, since we’ve had a lot of external activities, the days we broadcast have decreased. I’ve mentioned before that we’re taking breaks each time, but there are still people waiting, so I’d like to set a schedule. We’ll broadcast from the side dish shop on Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Fridays. On Wednesdays and Saturdays, we’ll do it irregularly with the luggage guy and Banya Sikyeong.”



    



    └Are you thinking about your health now?



    



    └See? They’re responding right away.



    



    └Three times a week is sweet.



    



    └I found it hard to keep up with their long broadcasts every day, but this is better.



    



    └What am I supposed to do during dinner?



    



    └Yeah, take it easy. Honestly, it looks tough even with the reduced schedule.



    



    └Let’s go for the long haul.



    



    └So the big announcement is about the broadcasting schedule change?



    



    “I know. You might feel disappointed, but this is my best for now. Also, although I said three times, honestly, if you include the luggage guy and Banya Sikyeong, that makes it five times. I’m dying. I can’t do more.”



    



    There were some negative reactions, but most of the comments expressed concern for me and offered support.



    



    Even if this decision negatively impacts the growth of the side dish shop, I have to prioritize my health.



    



    If I’m not alive, I can’t keep broadcasting.



    



    “And one more thing. Thank you for participating in the ‘Happy Together’ event. Last week, we distributed 1,000 chickens. Honestly, I can’t handle it anymore. YouTube Korea counted the participants, and they said there were 610,000. Can you believe that?”



    



    └OMG



    



    └Nam Sadangpae’s class is unreal. Haha.



    



    └No way, 610,000 is real?



    



    └These days, many YouTubers are posting Manito videos targeting their families or acquaintances.



    



    └It was even trending in foreign media? That’s the internet’s positive function.



    



    └Foreign media???



    



    └Yeah, they introduced us as people who are doing good deeds among YouTubers who attract attention with hidden camera pranks and crazy antics.



    



    └After becoming a Lacoste global ambassador, now I’m in foreign media too.



    



    └Is the big announcement over?



    



    “All of that is what you all did. What did I do? I planned, got sponsorship, volunteered, and distributed products. That’s all I did.”



    



    └Hahaha



    



    └Interpretation: He means he did everything himself.



    



    └I don’t know why it’s so funny to hear him say this so shamelessly.



    



    └If you just look at the words, it sounds annoying, but he doesn’t mean it at all.



    



    └It’s true. Hahaha.



    



    “And many of you are asking about the big announcement. Well, yes, I made a big decision. I think it’s right to tell you all first, so I’m letting you know.”



    



    Question marks pop up.



    



    └What is it?



    



    └Is something big coming?



    



    └Are they doing something again?



    



    └I knew it. It’s about school violence, right?



    



    “School violence? What are you talking about! Are you going to talk nonsense?”



    



    I was trying to get my emotions in check, but hearing that nonsense made me angry, and I shouted.



    



    └Hahaha



    



    └If you got hit, then you got hit. He’s not the type to hit anyone. Hahaha.



    



    └His freakout is hilarious. Hahaha.



    



    └Watch Ban-chan-yong’s video from two years ago. There's no way he’s the type to bully anyone. Hahaha.



    



    └How could I possibly be the victim?



    



    └Then what is it?



    



    └Running for office?



    



    └Looking at Ban-chan-yong's usual demeanor, he doesn’t seem like the type.



    



    └Running for office? Who would that be? Hahaha.



    



    └Running for office? Hahaha.



    



    └Is he going for the general election? Hahaha.



    



    └Isn't there also a by-election?



    



    └When's the candidate registration deadline?



    



    └I think it's by March 22?



    



    └Whoa.



    



    └It might be true since the timing is perfect.



    



    └If you watch him during Baek Ban-sang, he really does seem like he’d get into politics.



    



    └Haha, if it's about Ban-chan-yong stirring things up and fabricating stories, it might be possible. Hahaha.



    



    └If he’s like a party representative, there might be a chance of winning.



    



    └What chance? Hahaha.
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    └Honestly, if it were me, I’d vote for him.



    



    └Finally revealing his sexual identity. I support it!



    



    I was angry about the school violence talk, but the mention of running for office made me chuckle.



    



    “No. Why would I run for office? Seriously, do you want me to talk nonsense?”



    



    I took a deep breath to calm down.



    



    “Actually, I’m getting married this fall.”



    



    └Hahaha.



    



    └What is he saying? Hahaha.



    



    └Haha, so he is running for office, huh? Hahaha.



    



    └Today is quite funny.



    



    “It’s true.”



    



    Turning my head, I saw an old kimchi wrapped in a cardboard box walking into the broadcast room.



    



    “I’m sure you’re all surprised. I’ve been in a good relationship with this person here, and we promised to get married last year. Currently, we’re meeting our families and preparing for the engagement.”



    



    └Is it real?



    



    └Who is it? Is it the cardboard box PD?



    



    └Does this mean he’s marrying Primary?



    



    └Hahaha, he’s marrying Primary? That’s crazy! Hahaha.



    



    └What kind of hidden camera prank is this? Hahaha.
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    “Hello, this is PD Muk-ji from the side dish store.”



    



    Since the viewers didn't believe the marriage announcement, Muk-ji stepped in.



    



    “I started dating Ban-chan-yong on May 8, 2023, and today marks 303 days.”



    



    └Wait, is this real?



    



    └No way, if you're going to act, at least do it convincingly. Your tone is worse than AI's!



    



    └Cardboard box PD's acting skills controversy.



    



    └How can she call him Ban-chan-yong if they’re just dating? Hahaha.



    



    └If it’s 300 days, that means last Saturday they were on air all day?



    



    └Hahaha, is there a setting error?



    



    “At first, I thought he was a strange person, but as I started receiving a salary and incentives, I realized he was quite wonderful. After having deep conversations, I developed feelings for him, and eventually, I completely fell for him.”



    



    └What the heck? Hahaha.



    



    └He had a lot of money, right?



    



    └Completely fell for him, huh? Hahaha.



    



    Muk-ji's word choices evoked various reactions from the viewers.



    



    Even after explaining when they started dating and how they met, they still didn’t believe her, so she expressed her feelings in her own way.



    



    “For those who asked if Ban-chan-yong was broadcasting all day on our 300th day, we don’t usually celebrate anniversaries. We agreed to just treat each other well instead, as we have different interpretations of anniversaries.”



    



    └What does it mean to interpret anniversaries differently?



    



    └Is there really anything to interpret differently?



    



    └No way, it sounds like she’s just making it up! Hahaha.



    



    “The reason we interpret anniversaries differently is that Ban-chan-yong started dating me on June 5, 2023, so today marks 275 days for him.”



    



    └Huh?



    



    └But earlier, she said it was 303 days they’ve been together! Hahaha.



    



    └Hahaha, this is hilarious! Today is just a situation where they’re talking nonsense! Hahaha.



    



    └What she said just now is completely different! Hahaha.



    



    “Since there hasn’t been a mutual agreement between us, we currently cannot set an anniversary.”



    



    The viewers started to trust her even less.



    



    They were treating it like broadcast content and demanding she fill in the gaps in the story.



    



    “Representative, the viewers don’t believe what I’m saying.”



    



    “I wouldn’t believe it either. First of all, can you stop calling him ‘representative’?”



    



    “We need to distinguish between public and private.”



    



    “But this is our wedding announcement!”
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    Muk-ji pondered for a moment before speaking again.



    



    “Muk-ji and Ban-chan-yong are getting married this fall. We’ve even reserved the venue with difficulty.”



    



    └Hahaha, that was difficult, huh?



    



    └This is getting boring. Is there a new twist?



    



    └Why do they keep pushing it when it’s already been figured out? Hahaha.



    



    └It seems like they never planned to hide it at all. Hahaha.



    



    Muk-ji extended her left hand.



    



    “A while ago, the ring that Ban-chan-yong was wearing became a topic of discussion. Since I’m wearing the matching ring, it proves our relationship.”



    



    “Eun-ji, no one will believe that.”



    



    └Wow, she even matched rings for content.



    



    └Being in a big company makes a difference, huh?



    



    └Is it real?



    



    └Is it rented or fake? Hahaha.



    



    └Oh, is it a diamond?



    



    └Lab diamonds are cost-effective.



    



    └Hahaha, even Ban-chan-yong has given up!



    



    └Hahaha, as a PD, she has to make the content successful!



    



    └If so, at least act properly! Hahaha.



    



    “Ban-chan-yong has been spreading lies, incitement, and fabrication, which led to today’s situation.”



    



    “That’s not incorrect, but I think Eun-ji is also partly responsible for today.”



    



    “Was there something wrong with my claim?”



    



    Nodding my head made Muk-ji go quiet.



    



    Since she was wearing a cardboard box, it was hard to read her expression.



    



    She spoke to the camera.



    



    “You might think this way since I’ve always been single and have no experience in relationships, but everyone, a miracle has happened for me.”



    



    In moments like this, I needed to convey my sincerity.



    



    If I went back now, it would only add unnecessary misunderstandings.



    



    “As you know, I’ve worked really hard to keep my mental health in check. I dealt with depression and severe self-blame, even going to the hospital. I pretended to be fine, but I developed diabetes, and I seriously wondered why my life was like this. Still, I tried to live on, to live normally, and then I met this person.”



    



    I took Muk-ji's hand.



    



    “We both had similar wounds, but unlike me, she was incredibly cheerful. She thought about what she could do and put it into practice, which made her look so amazing. I wanted to live like that too. And I wondered if there was anything I could do to help. That thought led me to want to walk side by side with her.”



    



    Muk-ji firmly held my hand.



    



    “One day, while we were eating something delicious and walking, the way she basked in the sunlight was so beautiful. I thought, I can’t let this person go. In the past, I would have kept my feelings to myself, fearing that I might ruin my relationships with colleagues or friends, but I couldn’t do that this time. It was my first time feeling that way, so I stumbled a bit, but Eun-ji gave me courage. She made me believe that I’m a good person too. So, even though I couldn’t say it well, I was able to say, I like you.”



    



    I smiled.



    



    “When Eun-ji first joined, there were chats asking if Muk-ji and she were the same person. Yes. She was the first viewer and subscriber of the side dish store. This broadcast has brought a miracle to my life. Because you all watched, I got to work with Eun-ji, and now we’re walking together. Thank you. Just as you’ve watched us so far, we hope you’ll continue to support us and the broadcasts we have prepared.”



    



    As I bowed, Muk-ji did the same.
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    When I looked up, the reactions in the chat had changed from earlier.



    



    └Congratulations!



    



    └It seems to be true.



    



    └Wow, he really found his match.



    



    └Yeah, he’s worked hard, so he should be happy now.



    



    └Wait, was he ever normal like this?



    



    └Hahahahahaha.



    



    └I'm weak when this crazy guy suddenly gets sincere. ㅠ



    



    └When you get married, turn on the broadcast. I'll send you a congratulatory gift.



    



    └I can’t believe it. I won’t trust it unless I see them kissing.



    



    └So sweet.



    



    With 40,000 people simultaneously sending their congratulations and nonsensical comments, we held hands and just laughed.



    



    ***



    



    Saturday.



    



    The members of the Nam-sadang troupe insisted so much that we arranged a meal together.



    



    “Ban-chan, you’re making people feel hurt. You promised to tell me first.”



    



    “Yeah, you should tell us first.”



    



    “Aren't I supposed to be the first before Ji-chan?”



    



    “The invitations haven’t even gone out yet. I was planning to hand them out when they arrived.”



    



    Ignoring what I said, everyone turned to Muk-ji to offer their congratulations.



    



    “Congratulations!”



    



    “Chan-yong is really lucky!”



    



    “If Chan-yong does anything weird, let me know. I’ll give him a talking to.”



    



    “Why would you tell that to you? You should tell me. I’ll give him a talking to on workout days.”



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    Muk-ji smiled and replied to the teasing from Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “But if we’re having the ceremony in October, we need to finish up the big things before then.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung said.



    



    “There’s still a lot of time left. We have until next month to get happy, and since Sugar Man started in May and ran until August, it’s not a big deal.”



    



    “You never know what might happen.”



    



    “Even if something happens, we’ll just postpone it. I’m considering a long break.”



    



    “Yeah, it would be nice to take this opportunity to rest and travel a bit.”



    



    Muk-ji and I are both terrible workaholics, so it’s rare for us to have a proper break.



    



    Last year’s Chuseok, Christmas, and even this year’s Seollal, I worked all days except for one.



    



    I plan to take some time to recharge around the wedding.
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    “Wow. We’re getting long vacations right after the corporation is established.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan said.



    



    Next month, the Nam-sadang troupe will establish a new corporation, which will incorporate us into that subsidiary.



    



    The parent company will be called “Sugar Man Entertainment,” with Ji-chan as the representative, but the shares will be distributed equally among us.



    



    Under Sugar Man Entertainment, Banya Sikyung, Jimkkeun, the side dish store, and Ujinious will operate independently, and we’re currently preparing various projects.



    



    As all four of us will be representatives of our respective subsidiaries and executives of the parent company, things will become much busier than before.



    



    I think we should be able to rest for about a month in October.



    



    “We definitely need to take a break. You guys should rest before the workload increases, too. Woo-jin, you should, too.”



    



    “I’d love to just collapse for a while.”



    



    “If there were someone to help with my work, I would’ve done it already.”



    



    “That technology is pretty good. If you shoot the expressions and record the lines, you just have to write the script, and the video comes out automatically.”



    



    “Oh! I saw that, too. They were promoting it.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin chimed in at Joo Ji-seung’s comment.



    



    “Hmm. But it’s a bit awkward, isn’t it?”



    



    “No, it looks totally seamless!”



    



    “Has the technology really progressed that much?”



    



    “It has! Just look!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin pulled out his smartphone to show us.



    



    A famous celebrity was introducing an AI-based video production program.



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    “This video is really creepy since it wasn’t even filmed.”



    



    “What?”



    



    “Is it real?”



    



    “It’s really not long until this becomes a thing. If you save the face and lines, the video will just pop out by itself.”



    



    “That’s kind of scary.”



    



    Technology is developing so fast that it’s hard to figure out how to adapt.



    



    If I can teach my facial expressions and mannerisms in advance and just write the script, the cost of producing content for YouTube will drastically decrease.



    



    “Oh, now that I look closely, I can see some signs.”



    



    “There will definitely be people who feel uncomfortable with this for a while. After all, it’s not a real person speaking in front of the camera.”



    



    “That’s true. It might be a good idea to see the reactions with short clips and learn from that.”



    



    “Oh!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin suddenly shouted.



    



    “Today, we gathered to celebrate Chan-yong and Eun-ji! Why are we talking about work again?”



    



    Advertisements



    



    “...You just showed it.”



    



    “Take it. Take it!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin passed around the expensive alcohol he brought to celebrate us.



    



    In reality, Muk-ji and I don’t drink, so we only took a tiny bit.



    



    “Ban-chan and Muk-ji! Cheers to Muk-ji and Ban-chan!”



    



    Then they clinked glasses among themselves.



    



    I turned my head and laughed in disbelief, only to find Muk-ji beaming with a bright smile.



    



    We raised our glasses to each other, and as we did, the members of the Nam-sadang troupe lifted their glasses towards us.



    



    Being celebrated like this by people who resonate with us filled my heart, even though the wedding was still far off.
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    Tuesday.



    



    The Nam-sadang troupe gathered to wrap up “Be Happy.”



    



    As usual, we were chatting while waiting for viewers to join when Ju Ji-seung brought up my photo shoot.



    



    “By the way, Chan-yong’s photo shoot came out, right?”



    



    “Oh no.”



    



    I had tried my best to keep it a secret, so this was awkward.



    



    “Really? When?”



    



    “Today.”



    



    “Look it up.”



    



    “Oh, please don’t.”



    



    “Hey, if you’re an ambassador, you have to promote it!”



    



    Cha Ji-chan, excited to tease me, searched for my photo shoot on the internet.



    



    Photos appeared of me leaning against a railing, with buttons undone, swinging a racket on a tennis court, and lying on a sunbed with my hands behind my head.



    



    It was awkward during the shoot, but seeing it in front of friends made me squirm.



    



    “Ahhahahaha!”



    



    “Haha!”



    



    “Kuhuhuhuh.”



    



    “Don’t laugh!”



    



    └ Hahaha



    



    └ Looks like they picked the wrong model for Lacoste



    



    └ Is he a jointed doll or what? Why does he look so awkward?



    



    └ Even a professional took these?



    



    └ Usually, these are unexpectedly cool, right?



    



    “Isn’t this wrong? This can’t be the A cut?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked.



    



    With the atmosphere continuing like this, I knew it wouldn’t benefit me. I had to change the subject.



    



    “Okay, everyone, the reason we’re gathered today is…”



    



    “Wait a minute.”



    



    “Why did you leave your buttons undone?”



    



    “Isn’t this shading?”



    



    As Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin took turns teasing me, Ju Ji-seung zoomed in on my chest.



    



    “Ah!”



    



    “My eyes!”



    



    “Are you crazy? Why are you zooming in on that?!”



    



    I hurriedly took the photo down, worried they’d find out I was trying to accentuate my chest muscles.



    



    └ I never thought I’d see Ban-chan’s chest zoomed in on like this



    



    └ Gross



    



    └ Hahaha, the muscles look good, though, why?



    



    └ Ugh



    



    └ You should compensate Lacoste



    



    “The clothes from Lacoste are great. It’s just the person wearing them who is at fault.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin kept mocking me until the very end.



    



    He poked me in the side to restrain me and started explaining why we had gathered today.



    



    “Thank you all for participating in ‘Be Happy.’ Today, I’ll announce the final event.”



    



    “Cough, cough.”



    



    “Ah, it hurts my stomach.”



    



    “Stop laughing!”



    



    When I shouted, the three of them either turned their heads away or hunched over, shaking their shoulders.



    



    “Thanks to you all, ‘Be Happy’ is known abroad. Thank you so much. When I inquired with YouTube Korea, as of yesterday, about 1.3 million people had participated.”



    



    └ What?



    



    └ 1.3 million????



    



    └ Isn’t this close to a Guinness record?



    



    └ Wasn’t it only 600,000 just a while ago?



    



    └ It seems to have increased after news coverage and community sharing.



    



    └ It feels even bigger than that, haha.



    



    └ Seriously, lately, I can’t find anything but Nam-sadang profiles on YouTube.



    



    “Seriously, it’s harder to find profiles that aren’t Nam-sadang.”



    



    Not many people comment on the videos.



    



    The comments vary from video to video, so it’s hard to generalize, but in the case of the “Baekban Debate,” there are roughly 1,000 comments for every 1 million views.



    



    So, with 1 million views, there are only about 1,000 comments, which gives a glimpse of the impact of “Be Happy” with 1.4 million participants.



    



    “For the finale, I’ll set a phrase for you.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin stepped forward.



    



    “I thought of several phrases, but the only one that is universally understandable and uplifting is this one, right?”



    



    We all nodded in agreement, encouraging Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “For the next week, please comment ‘I love you’ on videos from other channels, excluding Ban-ya Sik-kyung, Jim-gun, Ban-chan, and Woo-jin-us. If it’s a video you enjoyed, felt moved by, or has a special meaning to you, that would be great.”



    



    “For example, I’ll be commenting on the sleep documentary on the History Channel. I have severe insomnia, but if I listen to this, I fall asleep right away.”



    



    I added some clarification.



    



    “If you write a story along with the link to the respective video in the Nam-sadang community or the two community sites below, we’ll check it and distribute prizes.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung continued speaking, and Cha Ji-chan provided the final instructions.



    



    “The more comments, the better. Your chances of winning increase with the number of comments. However, please refrain from commenting on hateful videos or those that violate copyright.”



    



    When I revealed the list of prizes, the viewers reacted enthusiastically.



    



    Many companies that we had interacted with before or newly connected with had generously provided prizes, so this was to be expected.



    



    └ The prize quality is insane



    



    └ No way, haha



    



    └ Do I have to write exactly ‘I love you’? Can I say ‘I love u’ instead?



    



    └ Just do as we say, come on, haha



    



    └ That’s just embarrassing



    



    └ ‘I love u’ sounds even more cringy, haha



    



    └ What about ‘I adore you’?



    



    “You have to follow the exact wording because we’ll be using a program to select winners. Adding ‘병기’ (a variation) is fine.”



    



    “‘병기’ means you can write both. It’s okay to write both.”



    



    “Please refer to the guide video for more details. An advertisement will also be released.”



    



    “We need to check if our outdoor ads are up properly.”



    



    “Jun-ho said he would check around tomorrow.”



    



    He has to cover various locations across Seoul, so I was worried about Jim-gun’s staff tomorrow.



    



    “Everyone, this event is about giving love to other people, like YouTubers or YouTube subscribers.”



    



    “Come on. Honestly, we’re just doing it to win prizes.”



    



    “...That’s true. If you want a prize, don’t leave hate comments; just write ‘I love you.’”



    



    Trying to add more meaning felt unnecessary, so I just told them to leave positive comments instead of negative ones, which the viewers actually appreciated.



    



    ***



    



    The final event of “Be Happy,” ‘I love you,’ was introduced in videos posted on each Nam-sadang channel after the joint broadcast.



    



    YouTube also helped promote it separately, taking significant care to run outdoor ads in places like bus stops and subway stations.



    



    With the prizes supported by various companies, the impact of ‘I love you’ far exceeded our expectations.



    



    It seemed that the good prize lineup contributed to this: 1,000 three-month YouTube Premium coupons, 500 3,000 won Kakao Page vouchers, 3,000 10,000 won cultural gift certificates, 2,000 spicy galbi stews from Ottogi, 2,000 spicy chicken with cilantro mayo, 200 pairs of Sketches sneakers, 100 Berry Watch 6 devices, and 100 Berry Phone V24s.



    



    On the day the event started, the Nam-sadang fan homepage experienced 900,000 daily visits, causing the server to crash.



    



    After hastily solving the problem, the traffic continued to increase, and within three days of the event starting, there were already 170,000 submissions for ‘I love you’ and stories.



    



    Meanwhile, the server continued to crash.



    



    It was hard to predict the number of participants, so we had requested cooperation from two famous domestic communities, which effectively handled most of the work.



    



    “Wow. This is terrifying. So scary.”



    



    “Told you so. Wasn’t I right?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin lifted his chin and puffed out his chest.



    



    He had been confident in this event, insisting that we collaborate with a community that had a large server during the preparation process.



    



    Even though we were uncertain about it at first, we couldn’t help but acknowledge Baek Woo-jin.



    



    From the perspective of the community operators, it was an opportunity guaranteed with traffic and promotion, so they responded surprisingly quickly and even helped create the event board and organize the posts, for which we were extremely grateful.



    



    “Thank you so much. What would we have done if we had to sift through everything ourselves?”



    



    “Exactly.”



    



    “We help others, and in return, we receive help. Right?”



    



    “Absolutely.”



    



    Agreeing with Cha Ji-chan’s words, I logged into YouTube and clicked on any random video.



    



    └I love you



    



    └I love you. I drive long distances often, and thanks to Owl, I never have a dull moment. Thank you.



    



    └Thanks to Jun, I always gain a new perspective on international affairs. I’m really enjoying it. I love you.



    



    └Thanks to Seulgi, I’m keeping my desire to go camping in check. Love you!



    



    └I love classic movies. I get to enjoy this great film for free while having a beer on the weekend. Thank you. I love you.



    



    “There’s a channel for Korean classic films too.”



    



    It’s a large channel with over 800,000 subscribers, featuring complete films like "A Beautiful Young Man: Jeon Tae-il."



    



    At first, I thought it was a copyright-infringing channel, but it turned out to be an official channel operated by the Korean Film Archive.



    



    There are videos that upscale old movies to 4K or HD quality, making it enjoyable to watch.



    



    “Oh. Hye-rin said she wants to thank us and treat us to a meal.”



    



    While looking at the comments, Ju Ji-seung mentioned news from Yuk Hye-rin, a participant in "Praise for Korean Food."



    



    “Is it going well?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked with excitement.



    



    “It sounds like it from what she said.”



    



    “Cool. Hyung Boo also contacted me to say thanks. He said he’d give us rice at a discount if we order late-night side dishes.”



    



    “Ha ha. We should pay the full price.”



    



    “I still have my protein quota left for today. Speaking of which, let’s go.”



    



    “Yeah. I’m busy starting next week and won’t have time, so let’s go today.”



    



    “Hey, aren’t we busy too?”



    



    “I told you I’m the MC for a cultural program.”



    



    “That’s right. Baek Woo-jin has hit the big time.”



    



    “It’s not a pilot or a short series; it’s a regular slot.”



    



    “Do you think a guy who loves to talk can listen to others well?”



    



    “Absolutely.”



    



    Everyone chuckled at Baek Woo-jin’s bravado.



    



    “Chan-yong, do you have time?”



    



    Ju Ji-seung asked.



    



    “Yeah. I need to eat dinner since I’m going to be on the radio at night. It’s not just anything; it’s Yukhoe (raw beef).”



    



    “You’re really impressive.”



    



    “Hyung?”



    



    “I’m fine since I have an early schedule tomorrow.”



    



    “...That’s strange.”



    



    “What’s strange?”



    



    Feeling a peculiar sense, I said it was odd, and everyone looked at me.



    



    “It’s weird that even though we started a company together and are working together, it’s hard to find time to eat together because everyone is busy. We’ve grown closer, but it feels like we have fewer opportunities to gather comfortably like we used to.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan pondered for a moment, then nodded.



    



    “Living busy lives is better. For people like us, if we fall behind, it can be endless. It’s nice to have coffee and meals together once in a while amidst all the chaos.”



    



    “You’re lucky. You’re not busy.”



    



    “You brat.”



    



    As Baek Woo-jin teased the relatively free Cha Ji-chan, he was quickly overpowered.



    



    Seeing him tapping out while caught in a headlock reassured me amid the busyness, thanks to the enduring camaraderie of the Nam-sadang.
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    “Welcome.”



    



    As I arrived at the Nakseongdae Market, I found Yuk Hye-rin, contestant number 6 from "Praise for Korean Food," greeting me as she placed Yukhoe (raw beef) on table six.



    



    As we had suggested, with spring here, they set up a temporary table in the open space next to the store, and it was pleasantly busy with customers.



    



    “Have you been well? You seem busy.”



    



    “A little bit. Let me show you inside.”



    



    Yuk Hye-rin smiled. It must be tough for her and her mother to manage the shop alone, but seeing her smile made me feel a sense of pride.



    



    Inside the shop, the tables had reserved signs on them, likely saved for us.



    



    “There are quite a few customers today.”



    



    “Today’s not too bad, actually. Let me bring you the Yukhoe.”



    



    “Oh, I’d like one serving as Yuk sashimi, please.”



    



    “Sure.”



    



    As I placed my order, Ju Ji-seung asked with concern, “Have your blood sugar levels gone up?”



    



    “Yeah, I’ve been a bit careless lately, and it shot up again.”



    



    I had been maintaining my fasting blood sugar between 90 and 100 for a long time, but after Baek Woo-jin collapsed, I’ve started checking my levels again.



    



    I hadn’t noticed any symptoms like dizziness or thirst, but my fasting blood sugar had risen to 160, so I’m being cautious again.



    



    I think the long stretch of eating a variety of foods in smaller portions gradually contributed to the rise.



    



    “Are you okay?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan asked.



    



    In the past, when I used to eat a lot of bread or tteokbokki and my blood sugar spiked, I would feel really down about it. However, after going through that a few times, I realized there’s no need to be shaken by a momentary crisis.



    



    I know what I have to do and where I need to go.



    



    I can just start over.



    



    “Yeah. I can manage it again.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan looked at me intently and grinned.



    



    “When my blood sugar spikes, I get really down.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin rested his chin on the table, propped up on his elbows.



    



    “Managing blood sugar is about managing your mental state. You might feel down for a bit if it gets bad. But if you let go of that, you’ll really be in trouble.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung encouraged Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “Both Ji-chan and I have experienced it, and I think it’s important to get back on your feet. Chan-yong too.”



    



    “He’s surprisingly mentally strong.”



    



    When Ju Ji-seung praised me, Cha Ji-chan chimed in.



    



    ***



    



    At 9:30 PM, I arrived at the WTV radio studio.



    



    I spotted Park Ha-im inside the studio through the glass window. He recognized me while broadcasting and greeted me with a nod.



    



    “Chan-yong!”



    



    The PD and a writer for "Sweet Pillow," which is scheduled for this quarter, introduced themselves.



    



    “Hello. Nice to meet you.”



    



    “Ah, it’s nice to meet you too. I’m looking forward to working with you today.”



    



    The PD shook my hand warmly with both of his.



    



    I had heard that PDs can sometimes have an elitist attitude, but everyone I’ve met so far has been kind to me.



    



    Today was no exception, though I can’t help but feel a bit of pressure; I don’t feel the same kind of rejection as before, but it’s still a bit overwhelming.



    



    The seasoned staff told me that others might find me a bit intimidating, so I should try to be friendly instead of awkward.



    



    “I appreciate it. I’m looking forward to it as well.”



    



    “Here’s today’s script.”



    



    The writer handed me the script.



    



    I had received it via email after scheduling my appearance and had skimmed through it, but it seemed they prepared a separate version for the live setting.



    



    As I waited while looking over the script, the first part wrapped up, and ads were playing, so I entered the studio.



    



    “Hyung.”



    



    Park Ha-im greeted me with a smile.



    



    “You did well!”



    



    “Right? Totally nailed it!”



    



    “Yeah. It feels like today will go smoothly.”



    



    “I was hoping to ride on your coattails.”



    



    It seems we were both on the same wavelength.



    



    Since it was my first time on the radio, I was planning to lean on Park Ha-im, but he also appeared to be a bit nervous.



    



    “You’re the one who makes the world a happier place, right? Our guest for the second part today is Ban-chan from the YouTube channel ‘Banchang Store.’ We’ll listen to a song and greet him afterward.”



    



    Once the ads ended, Park Ha-im delivered his introduction and turned off the microphone.



    



    “Why didn’t you do the 'manito' for me?”



    



    “You’re doing just fine on your own.”



    



    “I feel lonely.”



    

    



















Park Ha-im crossed his arms over his chest and pretended to be cute.





“Are you waiting for someone to approach? If you’re bored, come work with us.”





“Are you going to pay me?”





“I’ll buy you a meal.”





“Oh, come on.”





“How about sundae soup?”





“That’s acceptable.”





I couldn’t help but laugh at the absurdity of it.





Just then, the song playing in the background came to an end.





“That was 'Loneliness, You’re Nostalgia' by Burette. It’s a song you keep listening to thanks to its captivating vocals, right?”





I had heard it during the conversation, and it was indeed a calm yet sad song.





“As mentioned in the advertisement, our guest for the second part is Ban-chan. Hello.”





“Hello, I’m Ban-chan, the YouTuber.”





“Nowadays, you seem to be more known as a broadcaster or businessman than a YouTuber. What are you up to these days?”





“I’m making the world a happier place.”





After delivering the introductory line, a moment of silence passed. Eventually, both Park Ha-im and I burst into laughter.





“Ahahaha. Oh, but seriously. Many of you might know this, but Chan-yong is actually hosting an event called ‘Be Really Happy.’ What exactly is it about?”





“For those who have participated in 'Manito' when they were young, it might be familiar. It’s an event where you become an online Manito for people who use the same community or watch the same YouTube channel.”





“Online Manito. It must mainly be on YouTube, right?”





“Yes. As you know, hate comments can really hurt people.”





“True.”





“It happens often not just to celebrities but also in our everyday lives, where people get into conflicts online. They call it cyberbullying.”





“Yeah.”





“To avoid that and to let each other know that we are precious beings, that’s the intention behind this event.”





“I’m curious. Why are you doing this?”





“I’ve been asked that a lot, and honestly, it pays off.”





“Ahahaha!”





Park Ha-im laughed heartily.





“Oh, really? It pays off?”





“Yeah. Since I’m doing good deeds, people tend to view me positively. Thanks to that, I get a lot of advertisement offers.”





“Recently, you were selected as the global ambassador for a famous clothing brand.”





“Right. Please love the crocodile.”





“No! No indirect advertising!”





Park Ha-im pretended to scold him dramatically.





“Anyway, I’ve been contacted by various companies, and I’ve made the most money in my life. Thanks to the attention, my YouTube views are doing well, too.”





“Oh. So doing good deeds can actually earn you money. I guess when it comes to sharing, it’s hard to think of it that way.”





“I didn’t know either. Why is it that my balance increases even when I’m donating?”





“Hahaha.”





“When I thought about it, I realized that it was the companies and viewers who were helping me. I’m sincerely grateful and will continue to do good deeds.”





“That sounds great. Seeing the Nam Sadangpae (a group of performers) these days makes me feel so good.”





“Ha-im, you should join us.”





“Can I make money too?”





“Not money, but I can get you sundae soup.”





“Not that sundae soup again!”





“You said you liked it earlier!”





“Just a moment ago, when I took a break, I asked if you were paying for my appearance fee, and Chan-yong said he would buy me sundae soup. You’re really stingy despite making a lot of money.”





“The money is earned by my company. I live off my salary.”





“But you’re the representative.”





“Well, if I do various things, honestly, I could manage to pocket something, but what if I end up in the news for that?”





Park Ha-im chuckled.





“I’m just diligently living off my salary.”





“Are you giving yourself a salary?”





“Exactly. I receive 5 million won and put 2 million into savings.”





“You live quite modestly compared to your earnings.”





“Oh, definitely. I really love eggs. I enjoy them fried or scrambled.”





“Really?”





“So, I eat a whole tray every week. Last Saturday, I went to the market, and it was packed with people.”





“You shop for groceries yourself?”





“Yes! Grocery shopping is so much fun. There’s so much food everywhere. It makes me happy.”





“Hmm. But I feel like a lot of people would recognize you.”





“Right. I’m grateful for that, but sometimes I just want to shop quickly and rest. Honestly, it’s still joyful for me. I don’t know why people like me so much. Anyway, that day, there were so many people that I thought I should just quickly get what I needed and go home, but oh my!”





Park Ha-im tilted his head towards me, curious.





“Eggs were 10,000 won for a tray. Truly ‘egg money.’”





“I see. I don’t shop, so I’m not sure how much a tray of eggs usually costs.”





“Prices vary by product, but I think around 6,000 to 7,000 won is reasonable.”





It seemed like my joke about “egg money” was lost on him, so I brushed it off.





“Wow. That does sound expensive. Since you shop for groceries, I’m curious: I heard you announced your marriage recently.”





“Yes.”





“I actually found out long before because of your rings.”





“Thank you.”





“Hehe. Do you two go grocery shopping together?”





“We go to the market together, but we shop separately.”





“Why’s that?”





“We both have a passion for cooking, so we buy our own things and cook separately. And then we feed each other.”





“That sounds a bit odd.”





“When I have someone to marry, I want to do it that way.”





“I’m already married to my Choco fans.”





“Then you have to do everything for them. Didn’t you have 600,000 members in your fan café?”





“Yep.”





“Wow, 600,000 members!”





“I can’t do that. I can’t.”





Park Ha-im shook his head.





“Anyway, getting back to what we were talking about, let’s discuss the 'Get Happy' event. I heard there’s been a huge response both domestically and internationally. Do you know about it?”





“I’ve been looking it up more than anyone else.”





“Ah, haha! Do you often search for 'egg' as well?”





“When I have nothing to do, I check it every day.”





“I do the same.”





We shared a small laugh.





“Recently, the famous foreign YouTuber Alex Wood posted a video asking why so many people use the Nam Sadangpae image and why everyone is confessing their love. The original video has over 8 million views. He also expressed curiosity about the true identity of the Nam Sadangpae and why people are confessing their feelings. Some even wondered if it was a new religion.”





“Religion, huh? Hehe.”





“Thanks to that, foreigners who don’t know about the 'Get Happy' event are writing ‘I love you.’ Did you anticipate such reactions?”





“Of course not. But I think it makes sense that it happened.”





Park Ha-im nodded in agreement, encouraging me to continue speaking.





“Just as in our country, many cruel and sad events are happening globally. I thought we were living in a civilized 21st-century society, but it feels like barbaric things are happening.”





“Right.”





“That’s why I think the longing for everyday happiness and laughter has grown. People needed to say ‘I love you.’”





“So you believe that’s why people are voluntarily participating?”





“Exactly. We just created the opportunity. The 'Get Happy' event is truly something we all build together, and that makes me feel proud.”





I believe it has even more value because it’s not just something I or the Nam Sadangpae created, but rather something that people around the world are building together.





Since I started such a great endeavor, I feel even more fulfilled.





“Sounds great. Now let’s take a short break for advertisements.”
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“Looks like everyone wants to hear more about Chan-yong. It was just a brief moment, but they say they could listen to him all day.”





“Oh, this guy's popularity.”





“Pfft. Alright, let's continue the conversation. According to YouTube Korea, the number of participants has exceeded 1.4 million. How do you manage that?”





“As I mentioned, we’ve just provided the opportunity. The people are the ones sustaining the event, so we don’t really manage it.”





“I see.”





“The reason we switched from an offline to an online format was also because of that. There’s no way to control a large group of people, and I don’t think we should even try.”





“That sounds like a good idea. You never know what kind of problems might arise.”





“Exactly. Even though we can’t be 100% assured online, it seems to be going as we hoped so far. I’m glad there are so many warm-hearted people in the world.”





“Indeed. Listeners, please write ‘I love you’ in the YouTube videos you enjoy. It will really help.”





Park Ha-im introduced the next topic.





“Speaking of the 'Get Happy' event, I recently saw an article ranking the top CF casting requests in the advertising industry. You must be busy, right? What does your daily routine look like?”





“On days when I have morning shoots for Baekban-ttara, I wake up around 5 AM. I start filming at 7 AM, and that day is mostly filled with shooting.”





“And on regular days?”





“I wake up around 8 AM, make breakfast, and go to the gym, which takes about until 9:30 AM. I work out for an hour, then head to work to prepare for that day's broadcast or handle my schedule. I usually start my personal broadcasts around 4 PM and go until 8 or 9 PM.”





“So today you wrapped up that and then moved on to radio?”





“Today isn’t a broadcasting day, so I had a meeting with the Sadang Family. We’re about to start a new company.”





“You said it’s called Sugar Man Entertainment, right?”





“Yes.”





“What kind of work will you be doing there?”





“There’s a lot! We’re preparing a variety show, planning merchandise for a restaurant, and lots of other things.”





“That sounds super busy.”





I smiled.





“If you live that busily, your quality of life must suffer immensely.”





“You know that well, don’t you?”





“Yeah. No, I mean, do you ever get really depressed or tired?”





“Sometimes, yes. It happens occasionally, but I recover quickly. I have a lot of good people around me, and we lean on each other, so I can get through it well.”





“Have you always had good mental strength? Can you share how you manage your mental health?”





“First, you have to get moving. The weird thing is, there are times when I didn’t want to do anything or meet anyone. It felt like a hassle.”





“Right.”





“But once I start moving and spend time with like-minded people, I find there’s no room for me to feel down.”





“What’s that all about?”





Park Ha-im laughed.





“No, this is really important. I’ve experienced it firsthand: when a person is alone, they start to deteriorate.”





I saw on the Ujinious channel that prolonged periods of being alone can decrease brain function and even lead to dementia more quickly.





I took that to mean that a lonely life does not positively impact humans at all.





“Now that I think about it, I’ve spent a lot of time alone too. But now that I interact with the Sadang Family, my girlfriend, and my subscribers, I’ve improved.”





“It seems to me that you have the power to draw others in, Chan-yong.”





“Me?”





“Yes.”





“You’ve always been very kind to others, right? Isn’t it true that the Sadang Family was formed because of you?”





“I don’t think that’s the case.”





We both chuckled softly at the same time.





“See? The commonality between the Jimgun, the Heart Sutra, and Ujinious is that they all grew with Chan-yong managing the channels. They got to know each other through Chan-yong.”





“That’s true.”





“So my point stands.”





“Is that so?”





He tilted his head in curiosity.





“Helping others was initiated by Chan-yong too. It started with the lunch boxes, right?”





“That was possible because everyone helped out.”





“I heard from Woo-jin that everyone was tricked into starting it.”





“Oh. That’s because you need various things to run a business—like a storefront, chefs, suppliers for food materials, and so on. I just kept asking around, and that’s how Ji-seung, Ji-chan, and Woo-jin ended up helping.”





“So everyone helped each other.”





“Exactly.”





“Baek Woo-jin also said something like this: he thought he was crazy. He was doing all the hard work without making any money and instead was spending it, and he didn’t understand why he was doing it.”





“Haha!”





“But once he tried it, he realized. It was tough but rewarding and fun. After that experience, he was able to start 'Walking to the Sky.' Cha Ji-chan even mentioned it in an interview: seeing Ban-chan helping others made him want to be someone needed by someone else.”





I nodded.





“That’s how one or two people’s kind hearts have now made a global impact.”





“I guess I was quite an amazing person, huh?”





Laughter erupted.





“Yeah. I saw it on the Ujinious channel. We’re Homo sapiens, right? The video discusses how we managed to survive. Aren’t you curious?”





“To be honest, not really.”





“It’ll be interesting! There was a time during the Ice Age when only large animals survived. It wasn’t easy for Homo sapiens to hunt alone. So, they would hunt together and share the catch.”





“That’s cooperation.”





“Exactly. But while hunting together, something very important came up: there were people in the group who didn’t want to work.”





“Oh.”





“Those people were naturally ostracized from the group because they wanted to get meat without putting in any effort. They also wouldn’t follow the agreed-upon actions. They were considered traitors. Such individuals posed a danger to the group, so they had to be punished.”





“Like a law.”





“Right. Conversely, those who were proactive in hunting or helped out were highly valued in the group. Over time, genes that supported helping and cooperation survived more.”





Park Ha-im nodded.





“For survival, life together as a group must have been sustained. At this point, something significant occurs.”





“What is it?”





“The brains of Homo sapiens are said to be not very different from ours today. In fact, the brains of Neanderthals, who were contemporaries, were larger and physically stronger. Yet, Homo sapiens survived.”





“How did that happen?”





“Neanderthals didn’t have knowledge transmission. Even if someone came up with a good idea, they didn’t have enough of a concept of cooperation to teach or learn from one another. It’s like with monkeys.”





“Hm.”





“In contrast, Homo sapiens would replicate what someone developed. For example, if someone threw a stone and realized it made hunting easier without getting hurt, they would share that knowledge. They figured out that tying a string to a stick made it possible to shoot sharp objects far away.”





“Like a bow.”





“Exactly. When something good was discovered in the group, Homo sapiens would adopt it and spread that knowledge, leading to the development of collective knowledge. This is said to be the reason Homo sapiens were able to outcompete Neanderthals.”





“So, it all comes down to cooperation.”





“Right. That’s why events like ‘Happiness Up!’ and what I did last year were not just about helping others; ultimately, I benefited from it too. I actually earned quite a bit of money. Therefore, I feel I should continue to give back, because I have received help from millions of people to be where I am now. If I become greedy, I might get hit with a stone axe.”





“When you were a Homo sapiens, you really would have gotten hit with a stone axe.”





“Exactly.”





He chuckled softly.





“So, if I appear to be an amazing person, or if I have truly become one, it’s thanks to the people who helped me.”





“You’re incredibly humble.”





“It’s true. No matter how good I am at speaking or editing, I wonder if it’s worth billions. I don’t think so. There are many funnier people than me.”





“Then what do you think your value is?”





“I think I should earn at least a billion a year! Haha!”





“Hahaha!”





“Just kidding. Whether it’s luck, effort, or talent, none of these things would be possible without one another. But I believe that my success came because I was kind to my neighbors, and in return, they helped me even more. So I’m always grateful.”





“That’s wonderful. To be honest, I think if it weren’t for Chan-yong or Director Himura, I would have really struggled.”





He was referring to a past agency representative.





“That’s true. If Ha-im hadn’t treated me warmly, I probably wouldn’t have been able to help either.”





“Right?”





“People often think that helping someone means losing something of their own. In fact, I’ve thought that I shouldn’t live kindly after experiencing some really tough situations.”





“Hmm.”





“Yet despite that, we need to help each other even more. As I mentioned earlier, those who ride on others' coattails or betray trust are punished. I believe the world becomes livable when the remaining people rely on one another. We should work towards creating such a world.”





***





“Bye!”





“Great job.”





After finishing the radio broadcast, I got into the car. After chatting for a while, I felt quite tired.





Mukeunji suggested having a road manager, but I declined because I thought it might feel uncomfortable. Yet on days like today, I wished someone could drive for me.





Once my excitement calmed down a bit, I planned to start driving and leaned the driver’s seat back while opening my phone.





I browsed through the comments on the video posted yesterday and couldn’t help but smile.





Thanks to these people, my side dish store, the Namsadangpae, and the Happiness Up! project are gaining recognition, and I’m at a loss for how to express my gratitude.





“Ugh.”





I gained energy to live hard again, so I need to do my best tomorrow too.





I turned on the car engine.





***





 
	




 
	Brain size and intelligence are not related. Neural cell density is much more important.














 





 
	




 
	The competition between Neanderthals and Homo sapiens was not a one-sided victory for Homo sapiens.














According to the Max Planck Institute for Evolutionary Anthropology, Neanderthal genes still exist in modern humans.





About 80% of modern humans carry Neanderthal genes, with 2% to a maximum of 4% of Neanderthal genes present in the bodies of modern individuals.





This is especially evident in genes that allow survival on limited food in harsh environments by quickly accumulating fat, which has led to problems like obesity and diabetes.





A lack of Neanderthal genes in pure African natives has resulted in few cases of obesity and diabetes, providing evidence of this. Indeed, Neanderthals are the ancestors of many modern human issues.





***





Reference:


The Pain of Hair Loss, Obesity, and Diabetes Was Caused by ‘These People’ [Sung Su-young's Then and Now], October 8, 2022, Korea Economic Daily, Sung Su-young.
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    I received an invitation from YouTube and found myself at a hotel in Jung-gu, Seoul.



    



    The campaign titled “Once Again,” aimed at raising awareness about the seriousness and harm of cyberbullying and creating a better comment culture, had drawn a lot of attention with numerous famous celebrities and YouTubers in attendance.



    



    Dozens of cameras were present, and the media was also focused on the event, which was streamed live on YouTube with 200,000 viewers.



    



    It was probably possible because the fans of the celebrities attending were there as well.



    



    “Welcome.”



    



    A YouTube representative greeted us.



    



    “This event is really big.”



    



    “Haha. We worked hard to prepare.”



    



    YouTube has been hosting similar events called “Just a Moment” in over 50 countries, genuinely trying to correct internet culture.



    



    With such a major corporation stepping up, even the Korea Communications Commission is providing support, allowing people like us to contribute as well.



    



    I am truly grateful.



    



    “Thank you for your speech today.”



    



    “Of course.”



    



    “I have high expectations for the Namsadangpae team.”



    



    “I’ve prepared seriously.”



    



    “Ah.”



    



    The representative swallowed their words.



    



    “Is there a problem?”



    



    “No, there isn’t. It’s just that if there are too many painful stories, it can be hard for those who are listening, so I’m thinking about how to adjust the atmosphere.”



    



    “Ah.”



    



    I understood immediately.



    



    Nowadays, there are so many emotionally taxing situations that if sad stories continue throughout the event, it could overwhelm the attendees and viewers.



    



    We had all prepared our own difficult experiences, and I assumed other participants had as well.



    



    “Hm.”



    



    “Let’s keep it short,” suggested Ju Ji-seung, and we all agreed.



    



    Once we were seated, the event organizer began the campaign.



    



    After someone from the Korea Communications Commission expressed encouragement and support, each person took their turn to share their experiences and opinions.



    



    I had expected a series of heart-wrenching stories, but rather than dwelling on their pain, everyone seemed to be hoping for a culture of mutual support.



    



    I thought this was more desirable than being stuck in sadness.



    



    “Next, we would like to invite the YouTube crew, the Sadang Family: Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, Banchan-yong, and Baek Woo-jin.”



    



    As we awkwardly made our way to the front, the host introduced us.



    



    “The Sadang Family has recently been gaining worldwide support by conducting an online secret Santa event called Happiness Up! to discourage cyberbullying and malicious comments.”



    



    It was embarrassing.



    



    As we stood in line in the order we were called, Ju Ji-seung began to speak.



    



    “Hello, I’m Ju Ji-seung from Ban-Yah Sikkyeong. For the past few years, I’ve been teased for being bald because of my thinning hair.”



    



    “……?”



    



    All three of us turned to him in shock.



    



    Ju Ji-seung continued nonchalantly with his personal story.



    



    “Bald people can only shoot one bullet because they have no hair, so they should be exempt from military service. Bald people can’t walk because they have no hair. There’s no one with a good personality among bald people! These comments have insulted hundreds of thousands of people with hair loss.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan fidgeted nervously at Ju Ji-seung’s words, while Baek Woo-jin turned around to suppress a laugh.



    



    “It’s not because I have a good personality that I endure this! I’m waiting for the rude and ignorant people who can’t respect others to mature!”



    



    What should I do? I don’t think I can hold it in.



    



    It was a serious topic, and I could see many others around us struggling to keep their heads down as well.



    



    “Thank you. That’s all.”



    



    Next up was Cha Ji-chan, who took a long breath in front of the microphone before speaking.



    



    “As you can see, I’m small. What good is exercising if I’m just growing sideways? I’ve even heard comments suggesting I’ll turn into a square.”



    



    It seems these guys are using this opportunity to vent their grievances from the past.



    



    “Despite those humiliations, I was able to build muscle thanks to the support of my viewers.”



    



    Unlike Ju Ji-seung, it seemed Cha Ji-chan understood the purpose of today’s event.



    



    He mentioned how he struggled with negative comments but was able to push through thanks to the positive comments from his viewers.



    



    “Hyung, I respect you. Hyung, your deltoids are impressive. Can I touch your triceps?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan recited comments frequently seen on the Jimkkun channel and paused for a moment before asking in a sad voice.



    



    “Why?”



    



    It was tragic.



    



    “Why are there only men?”



    



    It was starting to get ridiculous.



    



    “Does it make sense that 99.9% of 3.5 million people are men? I’m in!”



    



    It seemed like he was about to spout nonsense, so Ju Ji-seung and I pulled Cha Ji-chan down, causing laughter to ripple through the hall.



    



    “There was a bit of commotion just now. I apologize for that,” the host said.



    



    I was relieved that there were gracious people in attendance. Despite the nonsense from Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan, the audience laughed.



    



    “Even if my brothers said something strange, I believe it’s wrong to mock a bald person or call someone with a peanut allergy a peanut,” I continued.



    



    “Peanut?”



    



    “I’m not bald!”



    



    “Shh.”



    



    I turned around, pressed my finger to my lips, and continued speaking.



    



    “I’ve always questioned the saying, ‘Critique but don’t criticize.’ While critique is presented as a justified act, in reality, anyone who is criticized feels bad. ‘You’re overweight, so you should lose weight.’ ‘If you want a good job, study hard and get into a good university.’ These are critiques, but it’s not that people don’t know. Everyone has their own reasons, and they choose and take responsibility for their own lives, yet people make these comments so easily.”



    



    Some nodded their heads while others looked puzzled.



    



    “Why do we dislike meeting relatives during holidays? Because they ask things like, ‘Do you study well? How much money do you make? When are you getting married?’ It’s frustrating when they throw concerns at us without taking any responsibility, isn’t it?”



    



    Some of those who had been puzzled started nodding in agreement.



    



    “Everyone is doing their best in their own way, so isn’t it more beneficial to offer support and comfort instead of worry?”



    



    “That’s right!”



    



    Park Haim responded.



    



    “That’s right. Rather than pointing out others’ mistakes, I believe having an open-minded attitude that seeks to understand is what this era requires.”



    



    Everyone nodded in agreement.



    



    “Instead of saying, ‘Why can’t you study?’ how about saying, ‘That must be tough!’ Instead of asking when they’ll buy a house, why not suggest the winning lottery numbers for next week? Instead of saying they’re lazy because a video upload is delayed, consider that there are only 24 hours in a day! Instead of questioning why there’s a typo in the subtitles, acknowledge how difficult spelling can be! Instead of criticizing someone for not being able to eat a whole chicken, recognize that one chicken is a lot of food! This kind of blind support and praise is truly a way for all of us to find happiness!”



    



    Before I could finish my speech, Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan covered my mouth and dragged me away.



    



    “I apologize for my brothers’ immaturity,” Baek Woo-jin said, stepping forward.



    



    “The reason that legitimate criticism feels bad is that either the way it’s expressed is wrong, or the person receiving it feels awkward accepting the critique. Having thoughts like Chan-yong’s is risky,” he added.



    



    Everyone seemed to think I wasn’t being serious, chuckling in response.



    



    “We, the Sadang Family, do not reject legitimate criticism. We condemn actions aimed at mocking others and support an internet culture of helping, understanding, and comforting one another.”



    



    Somehow, after Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and I had all spouted nonsense, thankfully, Baek Woo-jin was managing to recover the situation.



    



    “In that sense, I want to highlight that there is also an issue with the media that encourages cyberbullying, not just with the comments,” he said.



    



    I widened my eyes in surprise.



    



    There must have been around 30 reporters present, and he was about to attack the media right here.



    



    “Do you have any idea how many people suffer because of the fake news you write? You who reported that General Yi Sun-sin instructed his subordinates to lie about not announcing his death are ruining this country!”



    



    “Hey! Hey!”



    



    The three of us rushed in to pull Baek Woo-jin away, and as he struggled, quite a few celebrities cheered and applauded, which made him even more excited.



    



    “Did you see the article saying I might know why I’m single? How can people be so cruel to one another? Do I really look like a loner? Do you think I do?”



    



    ***



    



    [Sadang Family Attends Cyberbullying Prevention Campaign] [Sadang Family Causes Controversy with Inappropriate Remarks During YouTube Campaign]



    On the 6th, the YouTube cyberbullying prevention campaign "Once Again" was held at a hotel in Jung-gu, Seoul.



    



    The campaign aims to eradicate malicious comments and group bullying on the internet, creating a better online culture.



    



    During the event, where famous celebrities and influencers gathered to share their experiences, the YouTube crew Sadang Family (Ban Ya Sik Gyeong, Jim Goon, Banchan Gage, Woo Jin-us) caused a stir with inappropriate remarks, drawing criticism.



    



    Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan made self-deprecating jokes that were not suitable for such a serious occasion, thereby promoting cyberbullying, while Banchan Yong sarcastically commented, “Blind support and praise are the ways for all of us to find happiness,” mocking the campaign’s intentions.



    



    In particular, Baek Woo-jin criticized the media, stating, “You who reported that General Yi Sun-sin instructed his subordinates to lie about not announcing his death are ruining this country,” attacking the press with unfounded claims.



    



    └Wow



    



    └How can they write it like this?



    



    └No way  Fake news certification like this?



    



    └As expected, the level of the media is low.



    



    └Banchan Yong's comment about blind support was ironic. They’re not asking for indiscriminate praise; rather, they meant to say we should care for each other instead of using hurtful words. Can't you journalists catch the nuance?



    



    └Baek Woo-jin is right.



    



    └Seriously, while the comments are a problem, the media being like this is even more legendary.



    



    └This shows that the most urgent issue in the cyberbullying problem is the media.



    



    └Hey, journalist, you went to the cyberbullying campaign, didn’t you? You shouldn’t be doing this.



    



    └Looks like it hit a nerve.



    



    └He asked the wrong question. The Sadang Family’s image is great right now; who would appreciate an article like this?



    



    └Were you ordered to write this from above?



    



    └I love you.



    



    └Wow, there are even people who say they love someone like this. Sadang Family is doing a great job.
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    “Wow.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin clicked his tongue.



    



    It seemed he was looking at an article posted by a newspaper stating that we had made inappropriate remarks during the "Once Again" campaign.



    



    “Why do you say unnecessary things?” Cha Ji-chan scolded Baek Woo-jin.



    



    While some of the journalists were indeed at fault, we all understood that there was no need to provoke them in a public setting.



    



    “It’s the truth. Are they Banchan Yong? Always stirring things up,” Baek Woo-jin retorted.



    



    “Why are you getting involved?”



    



    “You haven’t done anything great either. I thought I was listening to Hitler’s speech,” Ju Ji-seung blamed me.



    



    “Since you started it like that, I had no choice. It was just meant to be funny, not to be criticized,” I defended myself.



    



    “I think you all were quite similar,” said Choi Mi-kael.



    



    We all fell silent at that.



    



    “I hope you hold the founding ceremony properly. There will be over 100 employees gathered, including those from subsidiaries,” said Lee Ji-hye.



    



    “Have you checked the list of external attendees?” Muk Eun-ji asked everyone.



    



    “I did. Sang-cheol is going to be there too,” said someone.



    



    “There are a lot of PDs,” another added.



    



    “They must be coming to see us. But really, is Hong Seong-il and Himura Sho really coming? Isn’t that surprising?”



    



    “Yeah. It’s a bit overwhelming. Are they really all coming?”



    



    “They’ve accepted the invitation, so it’s highly likely,” Muk Eun-ji said as she looked around at us.



    



    “Major broadcasting companies, as well as internet platforms like YouTube, Twitch, and Afreeca are expected to attend. Other MCN companies, broadcasters, and the press have also shown interest. You four will be introducing yourselves as entrepreneurs, not YouTubers, in front of them. You need to be extra careful about your words and actions.”



    



    It seemed that Choi Mi-kael, Lee Ji-hye, and Muk Eun-ji all believed that the four of us, including me, Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Baek Woo-jin, were bound to mess things up.



    



    “How did things escalate to this point?”



    



    “What’s the CEO doing? You need to act reliably,” Cha Ji-chan said while shaking his head, scolding Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “I told you I wasn’t going to do it. Just change it to Ji-seung now,” Baek Woo-jin insisted.



    



    “The procedures are complicated,” Muk Eun-ji replied.



    



    Cha Ji-chan let out a long sigh.



    



    Since the company’s structure was already established, changing the CEO would involve a lot of considerations.



    



    “It’s not the CEO’s position that’s the issue; it’s the team members. There are still many positions available, right?”



    



    Ju Ji-seung asked the team leaders, and Lee Ji-hye projected the organizational chart of Sugar Man Entertainment onto the front screen.



    



    Cha Ji-chan, who had experience managing several large projects, was assigned as the CEO, even though he had strongly refused.



    



    Since he was already responsible for 40 employees at Jim Goon, we all agreed that Cha Ji-chan was the right person for the job.



    



    Ju Ji-seung and I were executive directors, but we weren’t taking on major roles since we were preparing for a late-night side dish project, and Baek Woo-jin was in a similar situation as he was getting ready for an IP business.



    



    Muk Eun-ji took charge of the business team, which handled external affairs, personnel, and management for Sugar Man Entertainment.



    



    Everyone in the Sadang Family judged that no one else was suitable for the role besides Muk Eun-ji, so without much discussion, she became the team leader.



    



    Upon taking the position, she scouted a person named Park Hyung-wook, who had worked at Hongdangmu Entertainment, and brought along a deputy named Seo Kyung-il from Tomato Corporation, where she had frequent work exchanges, solidifying her team.



    



    “We’ve secured a minimum workforce for the business team. Currently, the most urgent matter is Planning Team 1,” Muk Eun-ji explained the situation.



    



    Planning Team 1, which needed to launch the blood sugar management survival variety show "Sugar Man" in July, required personnel expansion more urgently than Planning Team 2, which was scheduled for production this winter.



    



    “We need one more writer. The more editors, the better,” Choi Mi-kael pointed out the situation in Planning Team 1.



    



    The primary businesses of Sugar Man Entertainment, Planning Teams 1 and 2, were led by Choi Mi-kael and Ahn Sang-kyu, respectively.



    



    Choi Mi-kael was recognized for his ability to expand the Ban Ya Sik Gyeong channel beyond simple cooking recipes into the entertainment realm.



    



    Ahn Sang-kyu had a track record of steadily growing the shorts channel that Jim Goon was focusing on, earning unanimous agreement for the team leader position.



    



    Currently, planners, writers, and editors working on each channel found it difficult to increase their workload, making it necessary to bring in the most new staff, yet they were still facing challenges.



    



    “If it weren’t for Eun-joo, we wouldn’t have been able to proceed immediately,” Choi Mi-kael mentioned Kim Eun-joo.



    

    



















In the midst of urgently searching for an editor, I was surprised to see Kim Eun-joo, who had worked with me before, submit her resume.





I wondered if she had given up on her dream of opening a pizzeria in Italy, as she had been steadily involved in editing-related work since then. Kim Eun-joo had a portfolio that would satisfy Choi Mi-kael.





When I inquired further about the news of her hiring, I learned that she had included a special clause in her employment contract guaranteeing "various lunch meals," which made everyone laugh.





“Team 2 can manage with just me, No-eul, and Su-jin for the time being, so it’s better to secure Team 1 first,” Ahn Sang-kyu suggested, and everyone nodded in agreement.





Planning Team 2 was currently adjusting its content, based on ideas from Song No-eul, who had just moved over from WTV.





I was really surprised when Song No-eul, who had worked on the "Praise of Korean Cuisine" project with us, showed up.





When I asked if Sugar Man Entertainment had enough appeal to make her leave a large corporation, she mentioned that it took too long at WTV to create the programs she wanted and handed me a proposal she had written herself.





The concept involved Ju Ji-seung and me doing one-day part-time jobs at various restaurants, introducing the owner’s life and sharing their know-how. Although it wasn’t particularly fresh, the plan was very thorough, surprising us who had been working haphazardly until now.





It seemed her experience at WTV wasn’t so bad after all, so I hired her without hesitation.





“What about you?”





Baek Woo-jin asked Lee Ji-hye.





She was in charge of the administrative team, and having worked with Baek Woo-jin on various administrative tasks during the Baek Seung-yong lunch box project, there were no differing opinions.





“I’m worried because there are many positions that require specialized knowledge. There are plenty of companies offering better conditions than ours,” she replied.





The scope of the administrative team’s responsibilities was quite broad. Moreover, there were many positions requiring specialized qualifications, making it challenging to gather staff.





Fortunately, some people who had previously worked in the same industry and had connections with Baek Woo-jin and Lee Ji-hye were able to join us, providing some balance.





“Where’s your sister?”





Cha Ji-chan asked Ju Ji-seung.





“She told me to go ahead since she had something to do. By the way, she asked Ji-hye to let her know if there was anything she could help with,” Ju Ji-seung replied.





“Honestly, if it weren’t for her, we would have been in big trouble,” Lee Ji-hye said, smiling despite looking somewhat tired.





It seemed Hong Seung-joo, who was responsible for audits, had solved a lot of significant issues for us.





Before marrying Ju Ji-seung, she had worked as an accountant in a small company. After battling illness and raising her daughter, Ju Tae-rin, she prepared for the CPA qualification and passed after 6 to 7 years of effort.





Since we didn’t have any trustworthy individuals with such abilities around us, we all pleaded with her to join us.





Fortunately, Hong Seung-joo accepted our offer willingly, even though she could have worked under much better conditions than at Sugar Man Entertainment.





Thanks to that, Lee Ji-hye could breathe a little easier and focus on the preparations for the founding.





“Then hiring for Planning Team 1 and preparing for the founding ceremony is the most urgent task. Eun-ji and Ji-hye are overloaded with work,” I pointed out that both the head of HR, Muk Eun-ji, and the administrative manager, Lee Ji-hye, were under stress, and Baek Woo-jin nodded.





“Yeah, she hasn’t even been home for a few days.”





“I’ll help you, Team Leader Eun-ji. I can assist with HR management, so it’ll be beneficial,” Ahn Sang-kyu offered to help Muk Eun-ji. Since he had a relatively free schedule and had taken on various roles at Jimggun, he would be a significant help.





“Then what about the founding ceremony?”





“You need to focus on Sugar Man. That’s the most important thing right now,” Choi Mi-kael interjected as he stepped in to assist Lee Ji-hye, but Cha Ji-chan held him back.





“You need to handle the late-night side dishes. Woo-jin is also busy,” Cha Ji-chan said, skipping over me.





“Why am I being skipped over? I can help too.”





“What will you do? You’re the busiest one here. Ji-hye, pass the simple tasks to me. Let’s go over them together.”





“I can’t refuse, even out of courtesy.”





“Yeah, don’t refuse. Pass it over. It’s going to be tough until things settle down. Until then, let’s actively divide the tasks. If anyone feels overwhelmed, just let me know right away.”





“Okay.”





“That's the spirit of a representative.”





“Impressive.”





“Shut up! Meeting’s over!”





***





“Cha Ji-chan surprisingly has leadership skills,” Muk Eun-ji mentioned on our way home after the meeting.





“Exactly. He wouldn’t be looking after so many employees for nothing. We made a good choice,” I replied.





“That’s true.”





“But I’m a bit worried. Everyone seems to have too much on their plate.”





Since they were part of Sugar Man Entertainment while also managing the operations of each channel, it was inevitable that they would be overwhelmed.





Muk Eun-ji was already involved in content planning for the side dish store, script writing, research, editing, and external tasks, and now with the addition of Sugar Man, her sleeping hours were getting later each day.





“We decided to take a break in October, so it’s okay to push ourselves a bit,” she said.





“I don’t know if I can hold out until then,” I replied.





“It’s unavoidable until the merger is completely finalized.”





“Who knows when that will happen.”





Once Sugar Man Entertainment is established, we plan to merge Banya Sikgyeong, Jimggun, the Side Dish Store, and U Genius not as independent companies but as departments under Sugar Man.





We have experienced several issues arising from the separation of the corporation while establishing Sugar Man Entertainment.





To avoid wasting unnecessary administrative resources, we collectively decided to merge after the company stabilizes.





However, with so much to do even now, I wondered if that day would ever come.





“But haven’t there been many applicants?”





I asked after noticing that quite a bit of time had passed since the job postings went up, yet many positions were still unfilled.





“There are many applicants, but not many who are suitable for interviews,” Muk Eun-ji explained.





“Should we consider hiring new graduates?”





Given the immediate need for manpower, it seemed challenging to find someone with experience rather than hiring new employees.





“It’s wise to prioritize hiring experienced candidates for now. However, since there are limits to the conditions we can offer at Sugar Man, it might be reasonable to hire a certain percentage of new employees rather than fixating solely on experienced candidates,” she advised.





“Hmm.”





“Why do you look like that?”





“Why does it seem like you’re always making the right points?”





“……The signal has changed.”





It seemed the use of "you" still felt a bit embarrassing to her.
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Today is the founding day of Sugar Man Entertainment.





The team leaders insisted that we should hold a grand ceremony for the launch of ‘Sugar Man’ to promote it effectively. They seemed eager to showcase Sugar Man Entertainment to the guests by renting a convention center with a buffet.





“Is it really okay to do this when we haven’t made a single penny yet?” I asked.





“Who was it that didn’t want to receive investments just to avoid sharing the equity?” Baek Woo-jin grumbled in response.





“True, but this feels like a waste,” I replied, glancing at the desserts set up at the standing bar. They looked delicious, and I was sure they tasted good, but we wouldn’t be able to eat any.





“This is why you can’t be in charge. You need to think big,” he said, shaking his head.





“Eating this could give me diabetes. That’s not the goal of Sugar Man. That’s what I’m saying,” he countered.





“I can’t believe I started a company with a lunatic like you,” Cha Ji-chan scolded Baek Woo-jin, who was standing next to him.





“Woo-jin.”





“Hyung.”





A skinny man who looked to be around our age approached us.





“Congratulations. This is quite impressive,” he said.





“Ha ha, I know, right?” Baek Woo-jin replied, grinning widely.





The two shook hands, and it was clear that they were close friends.





I hadn’t seen this guy on any internet broadcasts before, but given that Baek Woo-jin had a wide network, he could easily be from a different industry.





“Right? But if this keeps up, won’t the new projects be delayed?” the man asked.





“Eh, it’s better than delaying a webtoon,” Baek Woo-jin replied.





“Hahahaha!”





“Hehehehe!”





They laughed, but I noticed their grip on each other’s hands tightened.





From their conversation, it seemed the guy was an employee at the publishing company Baek Woo-jin belonged to.





“Oh! This is so delicious. You have to try it,” Baek Woo-jin said, loading a plate full of desserts.





“That’s too much!” I exclaimed.





“It’s fine. It’s fine. Eat a lot. It’s expensive,” he insisted.





“Okay, thanks,” I said as the publishing employee waved goodbye and walked away.





“Who was that?” I asked.





“Our publishing company’s editor-in-chief.”





“Editor-in-chief?”





“He looks to be around our age; that’s impressive,” I commented.





I wasn't too familiar with the publishing industry, but becoming an editor-in-chief in your 30s must be quite an achievement.





Not just me, but Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan also looked surprised.





“Yeah, he’s famous in the web novel field,” Baek Woo-jin added.





“Are you on bad terms with him?” I asked.





“No, why would you think that?”





“Why do you act like he’s cursed with diabetes or something?”





“Look at him; he’s skinny! He eats the same thing at every meeting, so why is he fine, and I’m the one with diabetes? It’s unfair!”





“You’re insane,” I said, shaking my head.





“He probably just eats that way during meetings, but you eat like that all the time,” Cha Ji-chan pointed out.





“I have to bring him some juice. I’ll see you later,” Baek Woo-jin said as he poured orange juice into a glass and grabbed a few pieces of bread, heading in the direction where the editor-in-chief had gone.





I wondered when that crazy guy would finally grow up.





“Representative Ban,” someone called, and I turned my head to see Hong Seong-il, the CEO of Hongdangmu Entertainment, standing there.





“Hello. Thank you for coming despite being busy,” I greeted him.





“I couldn’t possibly not come when you’re starting your own entertainment company, Representative Ban,” he replied with a nod.





As I followed his gaze, I saw Muk Eun-ji welcoming guests.





It seemed Muk Eun-ji still felt regret about leaving Hongdangmu.





“One should at least do some reconnaissance,” Hong Seong-il said with a grin.





After Muk Eun-ji resigned from the planning support team, which had taken on most of the responsibilities, Hongdangmu Entertainment faced various difficulties.





While Muk Eun-ji had been a buffer during the Kim Seo-jin incident, Team Leader Oh Hyung-man was not up to the task of normalizing the team.





Realizing the situation, Hong Seong-il decided to dismiss Oh Hyung-man just three months after the incident, and the planning support team came under his direct supervision.





Fortunately, Park Hyung-wook managed to stabilize the situation, but with his recent move to our Sugar Man Entertainment, they faced challenges once again.





There were ominous rumors in the industry about manipulating public opinion, along with the Kim Seo-jin incident, and many capable employees had left the company.





Because of this, it seemed Hong Seong-il was keeping a close watch on us.





Once a contender for the top spot in the industry, Hongdangmu had truly fallen hard.





“We don’t have the capacity or plans to manage other broadcasters at this time,” I told him.





“That’s uncertain. When a company grows, it tends to expand its business,” he remarked.





“In that case, we can just recruit broadcasters affiliated with Hongdangmu.”





The main business of Sugar Man is content production.





As Hong Seong-il said, there may come a time when we will bring in and manage other broadcasters, but for now, we have no such plans. Therefore, it’s beneficial to clarify our position as a content production company and maintain a good relationship with Hongdangmu, which still has several broadcasters under its wing.





Given that they are still well-connected to various broadcasting stations, they have value that we can utilize, even if they’re not as influential as before.





“We may not have debts between us, but we still have a connection, don’t we? I think it would be mutually beneficial,” I said with a smile, and Hong Seong-il stared at me intently before bursting into laughter.





“Muk Eun-ji has a good eye for people. Let’s have a meeting soon,” he replied.





Like a successful businessman, he understood my intentions perfectly. While the future is uncertain, it was clear that both parties recognized the benefits of our relationship, and his attitude shifted as easily as turning over a palm.





“This is delicious,” I said, filling an empty bowl with desserts and handing it to Hong Seong-il’s secretary.





“I’ll enjoy it,” the secretary said with a smile.





After Hong Seong-il and his secretary left, Ju Ji-seung lowered his voice and spoke to me.





“You’re worse than Woo-jin.”





“Me?” I asked, surprised.





“He says things outright.”





“Come on, I’m not giving it to him with the intention of giving him diabetes. It’s a friendly gesture. Goodwill.”





“Who gives that stuff to someone who’s almost seventy?”





“It’s not like I forced him to eat it. And honestly, I don’t have negative feelings towards Hongdangmu.”





We only engage in transactions because we see mutual value; personally, I don’t have a favorable view of them. The reason Kim Seo-jin was able to attempt public opinion manipulation was that Hongdangmu had established such a network.





Muk Eun-ji left a debt with Hong Seong-il not because they were pure-hearted, but to avoid making them enemies and to continue utilizing them.





***





“Hyung,” Baek Woo-jin called over WK Books’ editor-in-chief, Lee Chang-soo.





“Yeah?” Chang-soo replied.





“Drink some juice.”





“Oh, thanks.”





“How’s the company doing these days?” Baek Woo-jin asked.





“Same as usual. Is there something specific you want to talk about?” Chang-soo responded.





“Just like you, Hyung. Come over here for a second,” Baek Woo-jin said, looking around before leading Chang-soo to a corner of the dining area where we wouldn’t attract attention.





“We want to make our YouTube content into an e-book, but we don’t have anyone to commission,” he said.





“Hmmm.”





“WK does general books, right?”





Lee Chang-soo, the editor-in-chief, scrutinized Baek Woo-jin.





Since it was an e-book publication rather than a physical book, there was no reason to turn it down. It didn’t require a significant investment, and more importantly, a book written by a group with a solid core fan base like the Nam Sadangpa would almost guarantee a certain level of profit.





“What’s up?”





“What do you mean?”





“You wouldn’t be asking me like this unless you wanted something.”





“See? It’s good that we can communicate well. What percentage can you offer?”





“...I don’t think this is the place to discuss that.”





“Come on, we’re short on funds here. Want some more pecan pie?”





“Bring me a new release instead of pecan pie, and I’ll think about it.”





“Fine. I’ll look elsewhere then.”





“Hey.”





“Exactly. You want to take care of our manuscript, and we want to outsource for convenience. I just want to negotiate a better percentage.”





“There are company policies to consider.”





“But you’re the head honcho.”





“I’m nothing of the sort.”





“If the editor-in-chief is nothing, then what does that make everyone else?”





“Woo-jin, let’s not do this now. We can talk about a formal contract later.”





“Then I’ll look elsewhere.”





“Go ahead.”





“Wait, are you serious about going somewhere else?”





“If you find a better offer, then go. I won’t stop you. If you’re getting a better deal, how can I say no? You’re not just anyone.”





“Seriously, stop making me weak! Just tell me what you can offer.”





“70-30.”





“You really hurt my feelings!”





“That’s the standard.”





“I’m the standard? After working with you for years, I’m treated like everyone else?”





“True, but honestly, you’re doing well with us, so we can consider it. However, this is a general book deal. Other authors might not have any experience writing books. How can we compromise that easily?”





“Hyung, do you really think our book won’t sell? Just writing down our YouTube know-how would be a hit! You can’t possibly not know that, yet you’re talking about standard rates. Are you already trying to feel things out?”





Baek Woo-jin gazed intently at Lee Chang-soo and spoke up.





“80-20. I won’t ask for more.”





“75-25. I also won’t ask for more.”





“Oh come on.”





“Hey now.”





“Want some more pecan pie?”





“That won’t sway me.”





“This is really delicious.”





*Gangneung T-Cafe product.





*It’s tasty.





Baek Woo-jin gestured towards the pecan pie on his plate.





“Does it make sense to adjust the contract ratio over a pie?”





“Just taste it and then we’ll talk. Here.”





Baek Woo-jin offered the pie to Lee Chang-soo, who reluctantly took a bite.





The soft yet rich pecan filled his mouth, with the crust being firm and the inside moist, sweet to the last bite.





“Wow.”





“Delicious, right?”





“Yeah, what is this? A walnut?”





“It’s pecan. It’s similar to a walnut. How about it? Has your mind changed a bit?”





“Nope.”





“Ugh, you really are stubborn.”





“No matter how tasty it is, pie and contracts are different matters.”





“Then let’s do this: we’re going to publish a few more books. One or two books won’t cover all our content.”





The expression on Lee Chang-soo’s face, which had only been smiling until now, hardened.





“We’ll have all our books published through your company.”





“Are you proposing an exclusive contract?”





“Exactly. But we need something in return as well.”





Lee Chang-soo nodded while eating the pie, his expression still neutral.





“This really is delicious.”





“Just watch your sugar levels. Eat slowly. Need me to get you some water?”





“Being nice won’t get you anything.”





“Damn it.”





“When do you have time next week?”





“Saturday?”





“I’ll bring the contract.”





“Really? 90-10?”





“Why 90-10 again? I thought we settled on 80-20.”





“Because I ate the pecan pie.”
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"Sugar Man Entertainment was established with independent capital and has four subsidiaries: Jimkkun, Banchangage, Banyasikgyeong, and Ujinious."





As the main event began, Muk Eun-ji introduced Sugar Man Entertainment to the guests. After explaining the company's structure, he went on to clarify what kind of company Sugar Man Entertainment is.





"Our main businesses include content production, publishing based on the YouTube content of our subsidiaries, merchandise production, and public projects."





Behind Muk Eun-ji, the phrase "I love you" flashed on the screen.





"With the support of YouTube, the Korea Communications Commission, and sponsorships from WH Electronics, KakaoPage, and Dove, our public project 'Happiness' saw participation from approximately 1.6 million people in Korea, contributing to the establishment of a proper internet culture, which has also garnered worldwide attention through foreign media. Sugar Man Entertainment will continue to work towards eradicating cyberbullying, including negative comments."





While introducing past projects such as 'Baek Seung-yong's Car,' 'Walking to the Sky,' and 'Happiness,' Muk Eun-ji emphasized the public nature of Sugar Man Entertainment.





Moreover, he highlighted the advertising effects from collaborations with companies like Cookookie for 'Lunch Box,' WH Electronics for 'National Long-Distance Trekking,' and Dove for 'Happiness,' showcasing that Sugar Man’s public activities have value as marketing tools.





When asked if many companies already recognize this, Muk Eun-ji explained that many companies do not, which is why only a few, including WH Electronics, have engaged in advertising. He stressed the need to raise awareness to attract more companies’ support.





"Next, I will introduce the main business of Sugar Man Entertainment."





Muk Eun-ji continued his PR presentation in a calm tone with clear pronunciation.





"Currently, Sugar Man Entertainment is in the process of producing the Sugar Man Project, based on the know-how we have gained from securing a total of 9,111,558 YouTube subscribers."





Jimkkun: 3,551,550 subscribers, Banchangage: 1,917,811 subscribers, Banyasikgyeong: 1,856,729 subscribers, Ujinious: 1,785,468 subscribers.





Each channel's logo and subscriber count were displayed on the central screen.





"The Sugar Man Project is the first blood sugar management survival entertainment show in Korea. Many well-known celebrities, including comedian Yoo Jung-sang, actor Ko Il-kyu, and YouTuber Baek Woo-jin, have participated, securing its buzzworthy nature."





Research data demonstrating the importance of blood sugar management appeared on the central screen.





"The data you see here explains that blood sugar is closely related to obesity. As of 2022, the number of people in Korea at risk for diabetes exceeded 20 million, making the Sugar Man Project a timely and relevant content."





The logos of the companies that invested and sponsored were shown.





"Recognizing these facts, we received 2 billion won in investment from Netflix out of a total production cost of 4.6 billion won, including marketing expenses, and we signed sponsorship contracts with WH Life, Lacoste, and Cookookie."





Several people nodded their heads.





"The main filming of the Sugar Man Project, which Sugar Man Entertainment produced in-house, started in May and will be released exclusively on Netflix sequentially starting from the end of July."





Muk Eun-ji spoke with unusual emphasis.





"Our Sugar Man Entertainment is fully prepared with the experience gained from managing four YouTube channels and employing veterans who have worked in various companies, including broadcasters and video production companies."





As Muk Eun-ji took a step to the side and bowed, the staff cheered, and the guests applauded.





***





[Sugar Man Entertainment Founding News]


[Announcement of a Joint Venture for Large Domestic YouTube Channels]


[Nam Sadangpa Takes a Step as a Content Production Company]


[Blood Sugar Management Survival Entertainment. What’s the Future Outlook?]


[Sugar Man Project Teaser Released]


[Leaked List of Participants for the Sugar Man Project]





The participant list for the Sugar Man Project, set to launch in July this year, has been leaked. It was established by YouTubers Cha Ji-chan (Jimkkun), Banchang-yong (Banchangage), Baek Woo-jin (Ujinious), and Ju Ji-seung (Banyasikgyeong).





The list includes many well-known broadcasters in Korea.





Comedians Yoo Jung-sang, Choi Yoo-kyung, Song Yeon-hwa, Park Min, actor Ko Il-kyu, internet broadcasters Baek Woo-jin, Dong Dong-guri, Buffet Guy, and Dangdang Man are among the famous figures currently generating buzz.





Meanwhile, Sugar Man Entertainment does not deny these facts, and those included in the list have not released an official statement.





The Sugar Man Project began filming in May and is set to be exclusively released on Netflix at the end of July.





***





└ The scale is insane, haha!


└ Wow, aside from regular people, these are all names I've heard at least once.





└ It’s gonna be a big deal, haha!


└ They must have high blood sugar.


└ How did the list get leaked?


└ It's viral marketing, haha!


└ When I asked Dong Dong-guri, he said no, but he’s been busy since May, haha!


└ Then it’s true, haha!


└ I know Sugar Man is good at viral marketing, but I'm excited anyway.


└ Your comment sounds more like viral marketing!


└ Oh my gosh!


└ There are many celebrities, but the proportion of regular people is quite high.


└ These days, entertainment shows with non-broadcasters are interesting too.


└ But what's fun about managing blood sugar? I really don't get it.


└ Think about how much fun it’ll be to watch people who love eating struggle with not being able to eat!


└ That flavor I tasted was thanks to Banchang-yong, haha!


└ Young people will watch because their favorite people are on it, and middle-aged folks might tune in for the blood sugar info.


└ Sugar Man probably hopes for that; I don’t know how it will actually turn out, though.


└ But why aren’t Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Banchang-yong participating?


└ They say their blood sugar is already stable, so they don’t qualify, haha!


└ So only Baek Woo-jin can't manage his blood sugar?


└  He seems to be trying hard, but it looks like it’s not working out.


└ Baek Woo-jin says he’s too busy to manage it. He should participate just to lose weight!


└ I’m curious how Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Banchang-yong will torment Baek Woo-jin, haha!





As May approached, the Sugar Man Project began to progress in earnest.





The participants decided to be called Sugar Men, but aside from Baek Woo-jin, the other three held repeated meetings.





While looking at the diet plan from the dietary trainer Ju Ji-seung, the fitness trainer Cha Ji-chan spoke up with concern.





"Hyung, if we feed them this, there will be a riot!"





"We have to do it to that extent. The most important part of blood sugar management is the initial phase."





"The side dishes caused a commotion last time."





"Since it's self-service, they can eat as much as they want. The difference in how much they eat should give them some discernment."





"Hmm. What do you think?"





Cha Ji-chan and Ju Ji-seung looked at me.





The lunch menu for the first day of filming consists of konjac rice, pan-fried tofu, bean sprouts, water parsley salad, and soybean paste soup, while dinner includes grilled mackerel, bean sprout soup, and brown rice.





"Isn't this okay? I think it would be better to serve chicken breast instead of mackerel."





"Wow. Look at this guy. You have experience, but how can you be so ruthless? These people have to eat this and also exercise."





"Hyung, it seems insufficient because you're pushing them to work out that much. It doesn’t look like there’s a problem with regular meals, does it?"





***





"This won't use any sugars, right? No oligo sugar, no sugar, nothing like that."





"Rice is a carbohydrate, so there's no way they'd add those."





"Wow. Then it's gonna taste awful."





"We eat like this when we manage our diet too. And we have to properly explain to the viewers about restricting sugars. There are many people who don’t even know that carbohydrates turn into sugar."





"Hmm. Yeah. Well, everyone must be prepared for that."





Cha Ji-chan ultimately accepted the diet plan made by Ju Ji-seung.





"I hope that 'preparedness' doesn't mean 'please kill me.'"





At my comment, Cha Ji-chan raised his eyebrows.





"We have to do this. I prepared with bodyweight exercises so they wouldn’t get hurt from the weights."





"How many people do you think can do 100 jumping jacks and 100 burpees?"





"It's a target. Those who can't do it won't drop their blood sugar as much, and those who can do more will manage their blood sugar better."





"No. It should be a reasonable figure that they can manage even if they push themselves. Someone who hasn't exercised would collapse if they try that."





"Chan-yong has a point. How about we adjust the repetitions based on their condition on the first day?"





"Hmm. Sounds good. But we still give a penalty to those who don’t reach the target and an advantage to those who do, right?"





"Umm."





"Honestly, the grand prize is 100 million won, so we have to do this much."





"That's true. Ah, how do we stop Baek Woo-jin from winning?"





Although the nominal purpose is the Sugar Man meeting, it always ends up discussing how to take down Baek Woo-jin.





Only participants with a hemoglobin A1c of 8 or higher can join, and none of us meet that condition, so only Baek Woo-jin is going to try for the 100 million won prize.





Baek Woo-jin was already feeling giddy at the thought of losing weight, managing his blood sugar, and winning the 100 million won.





We united under the banner that we must prevent Baek Woo-jin from winning.





"Just trust me. I’ll take care of it."





Cha Ji-chan said.





When it came to learning exercises, there was no one I trusted more than him, especially when it involved tormenting Baek Woo-jin.





"Torment? You're doing this for Woo-jin's sake."





"Oh, right. This is all to help our Woo-jin get healthy."





Cha Ji-chan wrote down Baek Woo-jin's name and marked it with a multiplication sign.





It meant that we would torment him, or rather, care for him, twice as much as the others.





Such brotherhood!





"Should we make a separate soup for Woo-jin? Without any seasoning."





"…Wasn't there a study saying that sodium isn't significantly related to adult diseases?"





"Yeah."





"So?"





"It just tastes bad."





I thought only Cha Ji-chan and I were serious, but Ju Ji-seung was plotting something truly terrifying.





Exercise might be tough for a bit, but tasteless food is simply unbearable as a human being.





"That's devilish."





"That’s pure evil."





"Think about it. If Woo-jin wins, won’t there be talks of manipulation?"





As I pondered, it started to make sense.





"That’s true. If Woo-jin wins, it could be risky."





"Ah, we really can’t let this happen. We need to take him down."





"Yeah. Yeah. It can’t be helped."
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    Saturday, May 25.



    



    The first entertainment program from Sugar Man Entertainment, "Sugar Man Project," commenced its first filming.



    



    For the past month, we all had sleepless nights due to the production cost being a staggering 4.6 billion won.



    



    We believed that accepting outside funding would make it difficult to manage the company as we wished, so we established it on our own.



    



    There was a very high possibility that a single failure could lead to bankruptcy.



    



    Baek Woo-jin actively advocated for attracting investments, arguing that while we should retain our company shares, we needed to minimize risks for large projects like the Sugar Man Project.



    



    Cha Ji-chan mentioned that investments from large companies would help with marketing, and all employees, including myself, worked hard to secure production funds from Netflix.



    



    As a result, we managed to secure funding amounting to 2 billion won.



    



    We hired experienced personnel, including writer Song No-eul, and prepared thoroughly, but the preparation process was not smooth.



    



    Although the individual participants, numbering around 100, actively followed our plans,



    



    scheduling with external collaborators—including doctors, nutritionists, trainers, and filming companies, including short-term contractors—proved challenging.



    



    Despite the active help from Ahn Sang-kyu's Planning Team 2, Choi Mi-khael, who was in charge of establishing competition rules, progress methods, script writing, and filming, looked increasingly haggard every day.



    



    Mukeunji, who was responsible for external tasks like casting, advertising, sponsorship, and marketing, along with Lee Ji-hye, who handled overall administration, faced long nights of overtime as well.



    



    Ju Ji-seung, who was in charge of motivating the participants, and Cha Ji-chan, who was active as an exercise instructor, were equally busy.



    



    Only the sole participant, Baek Woo-jin, remained carefree.



    



    We excluded him from all tasks, as disclosing the competition rules in advance would violate fairness, and our justified anger towards Baek Woo-jin, who walked around smiling, reached its peak.



    



    While we aimed to provide entertainment as a variety show to viewers while also informing them about the importance of blood sugar management and how to do it,



    



    all employees of Sugar Man Entertainment prepared the Sugar Man Project with only Baek Woo-jin's suffering, annihilation, and downfall in mind.



    



    “Ah, really? Of course, I participated to win first place! Ah-hah-hah-hah!”



    



    Seeing that insufferable guy chatting among the participants made Cha Ji-chan, Ju Ji-seung, and me grit our teeth in frustration.



    



    ***



    



    “Averaged hemoglobin A1c of 9.0! Here come the sweet and confident contestants competing for the grand prize of 100 million won!”



    



    “The first blood sugar management survival show in Korea, the Sugar Man Project!”



    



    When Choi Mi-khael gave the signal, the hosts of the Sugar Man Project, Woo Wang-seon and Jwa Wang-taek, energetically announced the opening.



    



    They introduced each participant, but detailed introductions had been recorded separately, so only the names and resolutions of the main participants would be mentioned in the studio.



    



    Given there were 100 participants, many would inevitably be omitted from the edited version, and they would be introduced sequentially.



    



    “Participant number 11, Baek Woo-jin.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s current status was displayed on the central screen. Standing at 179.8 cm and weighing 90 kg, his hemoglobin A1c was 9.4, which, although not as severe as before, was still quite serious.



    



    “Hasn’t he been working out with us for quite some time?”



    



    Cha Ji-chan whispered.



    



    “Exactly. What on earth does he eat usually?”



    



    Being someone who enjoys sweets, there was likely an issue with his diet.



    



    “Mr. Baek Woo-jin is the only participant among the Sadang family. He seems to be the Sugar Man who can most easily access blood sugar management know-how. What are your thoughts?”



    



    “Recoup the production costs!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin replied energetically, “I’ve put a lot of my own money into this! I will definitely recoup that 100 million won!”



    



    While Woo Wang-seon, Jwa Wang-taek, and a few participants laughed, Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and I couldn’t share in the laughter.



    



    We couldn’t let that guy recoup the production costs.



    



    “Ah, that’s right. Mr. Baek Woo-jin is also one of the producers of the Sugar Man Project.”



    



    “He’s the one who gave us the money.”



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    As Woo Wang-seon and Jwa Wang-taek stood up and bowed, Baek Woo-jin held his chin up arrogantly.



    



    “Uuuhhh.”



    



    I jeered with my thumb pointed down, and most of the participants joined in.



    



    “From now on, I will explain the rules of the Sugar Man Project.”



    



    At Woo Wang-seon’s words, the participants’ gazes sharpened.



    



    The grand prize of 100 million won.



    



    Since this event was set to award a total of 200 million won, with each of the final 10 participants receiving 10 million won, their motivation was palpable.



    



    “The Sugar Man Project will last for three months, and the final winner will be determined by measuring hemoglobin A1c levels on the last filming day.”



    



    “If we compare simply by how much it’s reduced, those with currently high levels of hemoglobin A1c will have the advantage, right? But there’s no compromise when it comes to health. The person with the lowest final hemoglobin A1c after three months will be the winner.”



    



    Sighs of discontent were heard here and there, but this was a condition that had been deeply considered.



    



    The reason for setting the competition period at three months was that hemoglobin A1c is measured every three months. If the winner were determined based on how much it was reduced, those with historically high hemoglobin A1c levels would have an advantage.



    



    Conversely, under the current condition where the person with the lowest final hemoglobin A1c wins, those with high levels would be at a disadvantage.



    



    Since being close to normal levels was more important than just the reduction, we decided on the latter.



    



    “Sugar Man contestants will receive exercise and diet management from selected blood sugar management instructors every weekend and will check their fasting blood sugar levels weekly.”



    



    “From the second week, based on the results, the 10 participants with the lowest scores will be eliminated every week until the tenth week.”



    



    From the second to the tenth week, a total of 90 participants would be eliminated, and from the eleventh week onward, only the final ten would compete.



    



    “However, if a Sugar Man reaches a normal hemoglobin A1c level of 5.7 within the 12 weeks, all activities will end immediately.”



    



    Participants were stirred by the announcement that anyone recording a normal level would be immediately recognized as the winner, regardless of the schedule.



    



    “It will be crucial to see whether they can consistently perform the diet and exercise learned over the weekend in their daily lives.”



    



    Filming would only take place on weekends over the three months.



    



    The burden of having all participants stay together full-time was too great, so they would live their usual lives during the week and only record on weekends.



    



    To check how each individual spent their daily life, we rented personal cameras for each Sugar Man to document their day-to-day activities.



    



    Subsequent individual filming would be conducted based on the program’s progress.



    



    “Now, let me introduce the three instructors who will guide the Sugar Man contestants with their knowledge.”



    



    “13 years of bodybuilding experience! Three-time amateur bodybuilding champion! Fitness YouTuber Jim Kkun!”



    



    Cha Ji-chan, dressed in a sleeveless shirt and short shorts, stepped forward to showcase his impressive muscles.



    



    “Hello, everyone. I’m Jim Kkun, the fitness YouTuber, Cha Ji-chan.”



    



    As Cha Ji-chan greeted the participants, they welcomed him with cheers.



    



    “You all must have found daily life quite tough. You’ve been overwhelmed with work and people, just waiting for the weekend, right?”



    



    “Yes!”



    



    “As Monday approaches, you probably feel like something is wrong, and you start to feel tired.”



    



    The participants nodded in agreement.



    



    “From today, I’ll make sure to cure your Monday blues. I’ll create a three-month period where you’ll pray for the weekend to never come and for Monday to return quickly!”



    



    A look of apprehension spread across the participants’ faces.



    



    Anyone who knows about the torment I’ve endured at the hands of Cha Ji-chan would understand how terrifying his words are.



    



    As the personal trainers, known as Jim Kkun, showcased their muscles alongside Cha Ji-chan, some Sugar Men already seemed to have lost their determination.



    



    “Winner of a national cooking competition! The master of 1,000 recipes! Chef Ju Ji-seung from the Heart Sutra!”



    



    This time, Jwa Wang-taek introduced Ju Ji-seung.



    



    Wearing a monk’s robe and with prayer beads on his wrist, Ju Ji-seung greeted the participants.



    



    “It’s time to cut ties with the worldly foods you’ve enjoyed until now. When you leave this place, I will do my best to ensure that worldly food no longer suits your taste.”



    



    Wearing a robe like he would be serving temple food, he probably sounded like a death sentence or a chant to the Sugar Men who detest such things.



    



    “Lastly, the master of persuasion and manipulation! I present to you the instructor responsible for the mental state of the Sugar Men, the side dish teacher!”



    



    It was my turn.



    



    “Everyone, you may regret standing here today.”



    



    A few participants nodded, aware of Cha Ji-chan and Ju Ji-seung’s presence.



    



    “You will feel the urge to give up dozens of times a day. You might even want to run out of the set right now and devour some chicken. No, you will definitely want to do that. But remember, everyone, all of that must be alive to be healthy and enjoyed.”



    



    It was nice to see their determination start to take shape.



    



    “Think about the healthy body and the 100 million won prize. Opportunities to earn 100 million won while maintaining your daily life for three months are rare!”



    



    As I raised my voice, vitality returned to the participants' faces.



    



    “That’s right! This precious opportunity provided by Sugar Man Entertainment! Are you planning to give it up for a moment of pain?”



    



    “No!”



    



    “Are you going to let a program you invested in, where the sly Baek Woo-jin, who has never managed his blood sugar, is eyeing the prize all for himself, slip away?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s eyes widened in shock.



    



    “Are you really going to let that guy snatch up 100 million won, or rather, the total of 110 million won, which includes the final ten participants’ prize of 10 million won? You’ll be the ones suffering, while the producer walks away with the prize money—are you really okay with that?”



    



    “Yes!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who had been chatting and laughing with the participants, suddenly became a target of public ire.



    



    People must know this as well.



    



    Out of 100 participants, only the final 10 will receive the prize money. It would be incredibly frustrating if all the hardships were imposed on them while the producer walks away with the grand prize.



    



    “Me?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin pointed to himself, looking around in confusion.



    



    “Why me?”
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    His feigned ignorance was truly annoying.



    



    “Your target is Baek Woo-jin! You must do your utmost to make that despicable person the first one eliminated!”



    



    “Waaaaah!”



    



    Amidst the cheers of 99 Sugar Men, Baek Woo-jin looked bewildered.



    



    “Bwahahaha!”



    



    “Isn't Banchan-yong supposed to take care of the mental state?”



    



    Jwa Wang-taek made a good point.



    



    “Everyone knows they should lose weight and be healthy! Who doesn’t understand that? After work, when you’re exhausted! When a chubby guy like me goes to the gym or pool, who wouldn’t mock me? It’s not that I don’t want to change; we all have our reasons! But!”



    



    I emphasized my words.



    



    “No one can tolerate watching my money go to someone else! No, I won’t let that sly guy take the prize money that I should have! No matter how tired or embarrassed we might feel, there’s no way anyone is going to stand by and let someone take our money! Isn’t that right?”



    



    “Yes!”



    



    The 99 Sugar Men responded loudly.



    



    “Eating less rice! Switching to brown rice instead of white is a trivial matter for later. You can’t survive in this battlefield with vague goals of lowering your blood sugar!”



    



    My voice grew louder.



    



    “Set your sights on the true enemy! Only the anger and hatred to annihilate that target will lead you to the prize of 100 million won!”



    



    “Whoaahhhh!”



    



    The roar could shake the filming studio.



    



    With such enthusiastic reactions from the participants, the future of the Sugar Man Project looked bright.



    



    “I’m a bit scared of that guy,”



    



    Chaji-chan said, and Joo Ji-seung slowly nodded in agreement.



    



    ***



    



    After wrapping up the opening shoot, we checked the fasting blood sugar levels of the participants.



    



    The Sugar Man with the highest fasting blood sugar recorded was YouTuber Dong Dong-guri (Choi Yang-jun) at 512 mg/dl, while the lowest was actor Go Il-kyu at 218 mg/dl.



    



    Baek Woo-jin's level was 280 mg/dl, which was quite high, showing just how precarious the Sugar Men’s conditions were.



    



    From now on, we will check fasting blood sugar levels weekly, allowing participants to survive in order of their decreasing levels.



    



    There were questions about whether people with higher blood sugar would be at a disadvantage, as well as alternative proposals to calculate based on blood sugar ratios.



    



    However, if we did that, the Sugar Men might prioritize survival over immediately lowering their blood sugar, which we wanted to avoid.



    



    The goal of the Sugar Man Project is for participants to lower their blood sugar as quickly as possible, so we decided to base it on absolute values, which all participants agreed upon.



    



    “This food is delicious!”



    



    After checking fasting blood sugar levels, we provided lunch for the participants.



    



    Since intense exercise was scheduled for the afternoon, they needed to eat first to avoid the risk of hypoglycemic shock from exercising on an empty stomach.



    



    As we distributed the lunch boxes and iced Americanos sponsored by a diabetes meal company, the Sugar Men’s reactions were quite positive.



    



    “This could last me three months!”



    



    “Right? I was worried they’d just give us chicken breast or something.”



    



    That lunch could very well be their last supper, so I wanted it to be a little more delicious and healthy.



    



    “Here.”



    



    I approached Baek Woo-jin and placed a soboro bread and a Java chip frappuccino in front of him.



    



    “What’s this?”



    



    “Not enough? Eat it and have more.”



    



    “Do you think I’m an idiot? Eating this will raise my blood sugar.”



    



    “Are you not going to eat it?”



    



    “Of course not.”



    



    “Cheh.”



    



    I thought this would be enough to get by, but I guess I should have prepared donuts instead of soboro bread.



    



    “Wow. You were serious, huh? Why are you doing this to me?”



    



    “Why? Because this could be your last meal, and I’m feeling sympathetic.”



    



    “Why last? I’m going to win! Right?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked, looking around, but no one responded.



    



    It seemed that both the participants and the production team still didn’t recognize the severity of the situation.



    



    “Giving up would be easier.”



    



    “Yeah, I’m not doing that. I’m going to earn 100 million won.”



    



    “Hey, think about it. If you win, wouldn’t that mean the Sugar Man project is a failure? Everyone would call it rigged.”



    



    “I only care about getting my 100 million won.”



    



    “Idiot, your money is on the line too. If you just quietly leave, that’s how you’ll make money.”



    



    “Yeah. I’ll win and make it a hit too.”



    



    Clearly, words weren’t going to work.



    



    “It’s the first assignment for the Sugar Man project this week.”



    



    While bickering with Baek Woo-jin, time passed quickly.



    



    As the participants gathered back in the center of the filming area, Woo Wang-seon began explaining the first challenge.



    



    “Stair climbing. The Sugar Men will be divided into 10 groups to compete. Each person will climb the stairs, and the group that climbs the most stairs within the set time will be the winner. The winning group will receive a blood sugar adjustment of 10 points.”



    



    The winning team will be allowed to deduct 10 mg/dl from their actual fasting blood sugar level when they check it next week.



    



    Since the blood sugar levels were similar for most of them, a mere 10 mg/dl could be the difference between survival and elimination.



    



    “Climbing stairs is effective for improving cardiorespiratory fitness and lower body strength. The leg muscles, particularly the thighs, are the largest muscles in the human body and can have the most significant impact on your blood sugar control.”



    



    Chaji-chan explained why they needed to climb the stairs.



    



    In truth, this was something that anyone with diabetes would have heard numerous times.



    



    Muscles help capture sugar that goes into the bloodstream, so building muscle is essential for maintaining blood sugar levels.



    



    The thighs, being the largest muscles in the body, yield the fastest results, which is why doctors always advise thigh exercises.



    



    “If there are benefits for the winning group, will there be something for the last place group?”



    



    Jwa Wang-taek asked Woo Wang-seon.



    



    “There is. The team with the lowest performance will receive a penalty for lunch.”



    



    Two trays appeared on the central screen.



    



    On one side was a nutritious and balanced meal consisting of brown rice, soybean paste soup, chicken with perilla leaves, seaweed, and napa cabbage kimchi.



    



    On the other side was brown rice, soybean paste soup, boiled chicken breast, and blanched broccoli.



    



    Broccoli. And they had to eat it without any dipping sauce, which made for a very cruel meal.



    



    “This is cruel.”



    



    “Ugh. How boring.”



    



    Both Woo Wang-seon and Jwa Wang-taek shook their heads.



    



    “Boiled chicken breast and blanched broccoli have no seasoning. We wanted to emphasize that eating can sometimes be a painful experience, so we did our best to prepare this.”



    



    As Joo Ji-seung introduced the meal plan, despairing sighs filled the room.



    



    Seeing the participants discouraged about having to eat such tasteless food rather than the task of climbing the stairs confirmed that the Sugar Men were indeed of the same ilk as I was.



    



    “I will now announce the groups!”



    



    “Please remember to use the elevator when coming down!”



    



    “We will begin warm-up exercises!”



    



    Trainers from the gym stepped forward to guide the Sugar Men.



    



    They informed them of the randomly assigned 10 groups and allowed them time to greet each other while also explaining the precautions and safety rules for the game.



    



    They emphasized the use of the elevator when coming down, as overlapping routes with those going up could lead to accidents, and heavier individuals could place strain on their joints when descending the stairs.



    



    “What is this?”



    



    “Isn't that a Berry Watch 6?”



    



    “It’s a device to check how many stairs you’ve climbed.”



    



    “Oh, it’s like a pedometer.”



    



    It’s a feature included in the Berry Watch 6 sponsored by WH Electronics.



    



    “Do I have to pass this on to the next person?”



    



    “No, each of you can wear it individually. It’s linked together, so the total will be displayed immediately.”



    



    “Cool.”



    



    “But is this just heavy for me?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin held up the ankle brace he prepared to prevent injury and asked.



    



    “That’s the one for you.”



    



    A staff member put the brace directly on Baek Woo-jin’s ankle.



    



    “Something seems off. This is really heavy.”



    



    They added weights to Baek Woo-jin's brace, making it heavier just for him. Even without that, he was already out of shape, so with 2 kg weights on each ankle, he would surely collapse under the strain while climbing stairs.



    



    “This is really strange. What about the others?”



    



    Just as Baek Woo-jin was about to grab another brace, Cha Ji-chan blocked his way.



    



    “Everyone else is ready. Hurry back to your spot.”



    



    “My brace feels weird.”



    



    “It’s not weird. They’re all the same.”



    



    “I’m telling you, it really is strange! It’s heavy!”



    



    “They say it’s a good thing.”



    



    “Then why is mine lumpy?”



    



    “You shouldn’t injure your ankle. It has to be thick to hold you securely.”



    



    “That’s too much, though! Just a moment, I want to try a different one.”



    



    “You’re being such a hassle. Don’t you know that the longer the shoot takes, the more the production costs?”



    



    “We’re starting the game! Sugar Men, please gather in front of the building!”



    



    “See? They’re calling us.”



    



    “Oh, this is really strange.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin turned around helplessly but then suddenly changed direction and reached for another brace.



    



    Cha Ji-chan tried to stop him, but the sudden movement was too quick to block.



    



    “What the heck!”



    



    Cha Ji-chan furrowed his brow.



    



    “The weight is different!”



    



    “I told you it’s a good thing.”



    



    “How am I supposed to climb the stairs wearing this? Ugh! Seriously! Why are you guys doing this to me today?”



    



    As Baek Woo-jin jumped around and shouted, Cha Ji-chan discreetly asked a staff member,



    



    “Is there any way to manipulate the numbers?”



    



    “I’ll check.”



    



    “Check what? Do you really hate it that much for me to make money? Then why don’t you just raise your blood sugar levels!”



    



    “Oh, hurry up. The shoot is getting delayed.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan waved his hand dismissively, which only made Baek Woo-jin even more agitated.



    



    “What’s going on? Did I do something wrong? Why are you so shameless?”



    



    “Sir, we need to start filming.”



    



    “No, do you think I’m the one in the wrong? What exactly did I do? Let go! I’m not done talking!”



    



    Two staff members grabbed Baek Woo-jin from both sides and pulled him away.



    



    “You’re sharper than I expected.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung came over to me.



    



    “Yeah, we need to find a different way.”



    



    “It’s best to be cautious during team competitions. The people who are in the same team as Woo-jin might suffer for no reason.”



    



    “That’s true.”



    



    The people who ended up on Baek Woo-jin's team could end up unfairly affected.



    



    All the blame lay with Baek Woo-jin, so it shouldn't impact anyone else.



    



    “Let’s just watch today.”



    



    “Right. It’s not just today.”
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“Ughhh.”





The day after finishing the first week of filming for the Sugar Man project, Baek Woo-jin came to work, groaning in pain.





“Good morning.”





“You’re here.”





On Saturday, Baek Woo-jin climbed the 20-floor building four times using the stairs and managed to lead his team to victory.





Our righteous attempt only ignited his competitive spirit.





In the end, his fasting blood sugar was reduced by 10 mg/dL for this week’s assessment, but thankfully, after using up all his strength, he ended up in a miserable last place during the Sunday individual mission.





As a result, Baek Woo-jin had to survive on low-sugar lunch boxes provided by the Sugar Man project for three days.





“Ugh, ugh.”





Baek Woo-jin slumped into his chair. After two days of overexerting his muscles, he was in peak discomfort.





“Let me ask you just one thing.”





Baek Woo-jin said.





“I know you guys want to help me win without it being obvious.”





“……”





Not understanding what he meant, Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan looked just as confused.





“Since I need to exercise hard to manage my blood sugar, it makes sense that even if it’s hard to win wearing weights, it would still help with blood sugar control. I get that you’re pretending to be tough on me so it doesn’t show.”





It seemed he had completely misunderstood.





“But honestly, this lunch box is too much.”





Baek Woo-jin pulled out the Sugar Man lunch box and said.





“What is this?”





“What do you mean?”





“This isn’t food for a person.”





Looking closely, it contained konjac rice, boiled eggs, grilled asparagus, young radish kimchi, and raw carrots.





He used to eat like this when his blood sugar was high.





“It’s not bad. It has a good balance of carbohydrates, proteins, and fats, plus minerals.”





Cha Ji-chan said.





“Is it enough just to fill the nutrients? How is a person supposed to live eating this?”





He picked up an asparagus stalk and ate it.





“What’s wrong? It’s just tasty.”





Baek Woo-jin’s face twisted grotesquely. It was as absurd as standing up after a bowel movement only to find nothing in the toilet.





“Are you sick?”





Baek Woo-jin asked.





“You can’t say that. Everyone else can, but you shouldn’t say those things. You say you live to eat!”





In an instant, he almost agreed.





Even though his taste had changed a lot, genuinely liking such a terrible diet seemed impossible in this lifetime.





“Your taste buds have been ruined by processed foods.”





This time, Cha Ji-chan picked up a raw carrot and ate it.





“It’s just tasty.”





“You must be going crazy! This is not tasty. It’s disgusting!”





“I think it’s delicious!”





Joo Ji-seung ate half of a boiled egg.





“Wow. I’m really dizzy. Hey, you guys, do you even know what I like? Why do you keep insisting on this?”





“You all ate the same food, but three of you say it’s delicious while only one feels dizzy, so it seems that the one troubled is the one with a troubled heart.”





“Namu Kwanseum Bosal.”





As I recited the mantra in response to Joo Ji-seung’s words, Baek Woo-jin opened his mouth, unable to say anything.





“Don’t complain. Ji-seung woke up at 4 a.m. to make this and delivered it to your house.”





At Cha Ji-chan’s words, Baek Woo-jin slowly turned his head.





“Do you think we’re doing this to torment you? It’s been how long since you were diagnosed with diabetes, and look at your blood sugar!”





“……”





“Did you not see the meal management last year? He used to prepare meals like this by himself. Isn’t it right to be thankful when the program helps you exercise and brings you food?”





When Cha Ji-chan spoke seriously, Baek Woo-jin looked dejected.





“I’m sorry. Thank you.”





“Now that you know, make sure to stop by the Sadang branch on your way home from today.”





“Uh?”





“Come every day. Don’t be lazy.”





“……”





“Don’t you know how scary diabetes complications are? You know what you should do, so what on earth are you thinking? If you keep eating whatever you want and don’t exercise, you’ll really end up dead.”





“I know…”





Baek Woo-jin answered weakly and trudged off somewhere.





As he walked away, Joo Ji-seung smiled slyly.





“Still, Ji-chan is thinking about Woo-jin.”





“Right.”


































 























He looked serious, but his words were full of concern for Baek Woo-jin.





He gave a sharp warning to someone who hadn’t managed their blood sugar for months since being diagnosed with diabetes, letting him know what he needed to do.





Even if he couldn’t lead him to victory, inside, he hoped for Baek Woo-jin’s health.





“What are you talking about?”





Cha Ji-chan narrowed his eyes.





“If he can’t even walk, he’ll get eliminated no matter what game he plays.”





“……That’s true. I forgot what kind of person he was for a moment.”





***





I checked the rough cut of the Sugar Man project.





The intentions of Choi Mi-kael and Ahn Sang-kyu were well reflected, and the flow was smooth. The two hosts, Woo Wang-seon and Jwa Wang-taek, were experienced and led the atmosphere well.





They also showed good instincts in creating edit points during filming, which made me think that they were a great choice.





Above all, I was impressed by the narrative.





Even though I had listened to each participant’s story when selecting the 100 candidates, watching the edited footage moved me.





Next was the interview with Sugar Man No. 36, 26-year-old security company employee Lee Na-yeon.





How do you feel after finishing the first week of filming?





I’m scared.





Scared?





Yes. It’s a really big program, right? I heard it’s going to be on Netflix. I’m worried about the mean comments online.





What kind of comments?





That I’m fat. That I’m lazy and can’t manage myself.





Have you heard such things before?





Lee Na-yeon nodded, biting her lip. Her effort to hold back tears was even more heartbreaking.





Lee Na-yeon was a promising talent, a former judo athlete with national reserve team experience.





Due to injuries, she had to retire before showcasing her potential and had since worked at a security company, doing her best to get by.





Years of working 3 shifts with 2 off days (alternating day and night shifts) ruined her lifestyle and reduced her activity level.





Her body, which was once accustomed to the vigorous demands of an athlete, naturally accumulated fat over time.





Though she held a respectable job protecting others and their property and was diligent in that role, she had no time to take care of herself.





Then, at such a young age, she was diagnosed with diabetes and was reportedly facing verbal abuse from her boss at work.





To avoid Lee Na-yeon being victimized, Deputy Director Lee Sang-ho of the planning team explained that they removed that content from the cut version, as it was only in the original footage.





At first, I thought I could get back on track quickly if I just put my mind to it.





Because you used to exercise.





Yes. But it turned out to be harder than I thought. So, I want to find myself again through this opportunity.





She’s likely not just talking about her external appearance.





The image Lee Na-yeon wants to find is probably that of her former bright and confident self.





Because I went through something similar.





Next was the interview with Sugar Man No. 71, 42-year-old internet broadcaster Choi Yang-jun.





I didn’t have a personal relationship with him, but anyone who watches personal broadcasts would know his alias, Dongdongguri.





He had about 15 years of broadcasting experience and was a popular mukbang YouTuber who reached 500,000 subscribers about 7–8 years ago.





Despite not having any scandals or controversies, his popularity gradually declined, and his video views had dropped to less than 10,000 a month ago.





What made you apply?





Hahaha.





In the video, Dongdongguri chuckled awkwardly and let out a long sigh.





Are you in a tough situation?





That’s right.





You keep broadcasting, though.





I can't make any money now. I can't even cover my food expenses.





So how do you make a living?





I do part-time driving.





So you’re doing both broadcasting and part-time driving? Isn’t it hard?





 
	




 
	It is. But what can I do? I have to feed my kid.














The awkward laughter of Dongdongguri faded away, revealing a father who couldn’t let his child go hungry.





I’m okay with the physical strain.





Really?





I get recognized a lot. Many people ask why I’m doing this, and there are plenty of people who pick fights.





Choi Yang-jun says he broadcasts for six hours a day and returns home in the morning after working all night.





His lifestyle has also been ruined, and the years of overeating have taken a toll on his body, making his blood sugar the highest among the Sugar Men, so his treatment is urgent.





I could just give up on YouTube. But this is the first time I’ve achieved something with my own hands, so I feel attached to it. I want to learn a bit from Ban Chan-yong.





An unexpected comment came out.





It’s impressive. Even after being diagnosed with diabetes, I couldn’t change my YouTube concept, but Ban Chan-yong switched it up right away. His lifestyle changed too, and he’s making good money. Hahaha! I came to learn a bit from him.





I should greet him and say he’s doing well when I see him at this week’s filming.





I truly wish you all the best.





I hope you can take care of your health and win the prize money.





I had entered the editing room just to get a rough idea of the flow, but as I listened to people’s stories, time flew by.





When I turned my head to say something encouraging, Deputy Director Lee Sang-ho of the planning team jumped in surprise.





“What’s wrong?”





“Nothing. It’s nothing. How was it?”





“It’s good. It’s better than mine!”





“No, it’s not.”





He seemed uncomfortable about something.





“Oh, have I been here too long?”





“No, it’s not that. I just thought maybe you weren’t satisfied with what I was doing.”





I must have been staring too intently without saying anything.





“Not at all. I think you can proceed as is. Next time, let’s watch it together with Mi-kael.”





“Okay. Understood.”





I left the editing room and closed the door.





Seeing Deputy Director Lee Sang-ho, who was tense while addressing me as “Director,” made me feel awkward too.





It’s amazing to think that just two years ago, I was living in a small one-room apartment, disconnected from the world, and now look at where I am.





However, I know clearly what I need to do moving forward.





I need to help those who have wounds similar to mine smile a little more and be a little healthier.





After all, it’s thanks to them that I’ve acquired this mismatched title and name.





“Director!”





As I crossed the office, writer Song No-eul approached me.





“The script for week 3 seemed odd, so I asked Team Leader Sang-kyu, and he said it was something you added.”





Writer Song No-eul showed me the week 3 filming script.





It included quizzes related to diabetes and obesity, with a note that only questions Baek Woo-jin wouldn’t be able to answer should be presented to him.





I had written that.





“Did you really write this?”





I looked around. Thankfully, Baek Woo-jin was nowhere to be seen.





“Please make sure it happens.”





“Um... okay.”





When I asked him to find very, very difficult questions, writer Song No-eul hesitated but eventually nodded reluctantly.





Now that I knew the circumstances of the other participants, I couldn’t leave him alone any longer.





This wasn’t about me being bitter that he might take home 100 million won.




























    

    














Sugar Man (15)




Thursday morning.





Cha Ji-chan visited the Jimkkun Sadang branch for his morning workout.





Since the Sugar Man Entertainment office is located in Sadang, he had been visiting the Sadang branch more frequently than the main office lately.





“Director.”





“Yeah.”





The trainer, Lee Joon-sung, greeted Cha Ji-chan.





“Isn’t it already hot?”





Cha Ji-chan wiped the sweat off his forehead as he asked while running.





“It seems like that’s because you’re running.”





“Really? Nothing going on?”





“Baek Woo-jin has come.”





“...Again today?”





Lee Joon-sung nodded and shifted his gaze toward the direction of the step mill.





Cha Ji-chan peeked in that direction and indeed saw Baek Woo-jin sprawled out in front of the equipment, catching his breath.





“Ha... ha... ha...”





“Baek Woo-jin.”





Cha Ji-chan approached, but Baek Woo-jin didn’t even turn his head. Judging by his heavy breathing and the soaked shirt, he must have been working out pretty hard.





Cha Ji-chan checked his watch.





6:10 AM.





It was the fourth consecutive morning since the first week of filming for the Sugar Man project that Baek Woo-jin had come to work out at dawn.





“Want some water?”





Baek Woo-jin quickly nodded.





After bringing him water, Baek Woo-jin groaned and sat up.





“Busy guy comes here every morning.”





After gulping down the water, Baek Woo-jin immediately lay back down again.





“Yeah. I don’t have time.”





This meant that, due to an increase in his broadcasting activities, he could only find time early in the morning or late at night.





“Do you really want to win that prize money that badly?”





“Well, that’s part of it.”





Baek Woo-jin’s breathing became a bit more stable.





“This is the first entertainment show made by Sugar Man, so I feel like I should work hard.”





Baek Woo-jin stood up and climbed back onto the step mill.





Seeing him work so diligently, Cha Ji-chan felt a surge of emotion.





He had been ashamed of himself for trying to pull Baek Woo-jin down while he was now putting in so much effort for the success of the program.





“Take it easy. If you push hard for a few days and then quit, it won’t mean anything.”





“Just a little bit more.”





Cha Ji-chan recalled the time when Baek Woo-jin had skipped breakfast and ended up experiencing symptoms of low blood sugar.





“...Did you eat?”





“Lunch box.”





“If you’re going to keep working out, increase your carbohydrate intake a bit more.”





“Eating carbs will raise my blood sugar.”





“Who said to eat a lot? You can control your blood sugar with exercise. If you don’t eat carbs, your workout capacity will drop. If you want to maintain the intensity, do as I say.”





“Awesome. I need to eat more rice then.”





“And.”





“Don’t talk to me. It’s hard.”





Baek Woo-jin grunted as he climbed the stairs.





Cha Ji-chan scratched his head, feeling complicated emotions as he watched him from behind.





I don’t get it.





***





After finishing the Baekban Debate broadcast, they were about to have dinner when Baek Woo-jin stood up.





“Aren’t you going to eat dinner?”





“I’m going to have my lunch box.”





“Come on, it’s okay to eat something you want just this once.”





“No way. I have to lower my blood sugar.”





“Is it not that you don’t want to buy dinner?”





Baek Woo-jin had to buy dinner because he lost the debate today.





“I’ll order for you. What do you want to eat?”





“......”





There was something oddly cool about him.





Today, this surprisingly compliant guy made Cha Ji-chan feel uneasy.





“Is something bothering you?”





“No?”





“Really?”





“Yeah. I’m just a bit tired.”





“Did you have a lot to do today?”





“I worked out in the morning. Had a meeting in the morning. Worked on the book in the afternoon. Oh, I think we can sign the contract with WK. I set the ratio at 80 to 20.”





“Oh.”





They were planning to document their YouTube content and sell it as an e-book. However, they didn’t have the know-how for e-book production, so they had to look for an external company.





It seemed that Baek Woo-jin had found a company he was in contact with for a web novel contract, and it went well.





“You worked out early in the morning?”





“Yeah. What are you going to eat? Hurry up and tell me.”





“Sit down for a moment.”





Baek Woo-jin sat down wearily.





Now that he thought about it, Baek Woo-jin had looked quite exhausted when he came to the office earlier.





“How much sleep did you get?”





“...About eight hours?”





Sleep time is sufficient.





“Are you eating properly?”





“Ugh, seriously. Why? I'm starving! I’m going to get some food.”





“Are you still hungry after having your lunch box?”





“Yeah. Ji-chan told me to eat a bit more.”





Although Joo Ji-seung strictly manages their diet, it’s impossible to cater to everyone among a hundred people.





Since each individual has different needs, some might not get enough nutrients just from the lunch box.





Given Baek Woo-jin’s build, it's likely he falls into that category.





“When did you see Ji-chan?”





“This morning. He kept bothering me while I was working out and told me to eat more.”





If he’s running low on carbohydrates, it can hinder his performance during high-intensity workouts.





If Cha Ji-chan suggested he eat more carbs, it indicates that Baek Woo-jin is doing a considerable amount of exercise.





“Isn’t it hard?”





“It’s hard. I’m dying here! Why?”





“Then take it easy. Do you really need to win to feel satisfied?”





“Winning would be nice.”





Baek Woo-jin sank deeper into his chair.





“But more than winning, I want to be a good example.”





“......”





“You mentioned this during the opening ceremony. Everyone knows it’s good to lose weight. Just living can be exhausting, and keeping to a diet and exercising is really tough.”





It seemed like it was time to listen to what Baek Woo-jin was thinking, so Cha Ji-chan stayed silent.





“I noticed there are really desperate people and others who just participated casually. But it can’t be easy for everyone to manage their blood sugar while also making a living. I know because I’ve been through it. At first, everyone puts in a lot of effort, but later on, they’ll relax.”





“......”





“That’s why I need to work hard. If I manage myself well, others will be motivated to do their best too. That’s how Sugar Man will succeed, right?”





Baek Woo-jin looked at him, then turned his head and chuckled softly.





“Didn’t you encourage the participants to keep an eye on me for that reason?”





Something felt off about that.





“This is something you guys prepared with so much effort. I’m going to do whatever it takes to make it succeed.”





It dawned on him that he had been misunderstanding things all along.





While everyone was struggling, he had been blinded by the thought that only Baek Woo-jin was benefiting from the prize money, failing to see that he was also putting in effort for the Sugar Man project.





“Ah, hurry up and tell me what you want to eat. I’ll order it for you.”





“No, today just go. Eat well and get a good night’s sleep. You know sleep, willpower, and blood sugar are all connected, right?”





“I know. Are you really just going to let me go?”





“Yeah. Be careful.”





Seeing Baek Woo-jin's weary figure as he left the office made Cha Ji-chan wonder if he had been too harsh on him.





***





7:47 PM {Hyung, this lunch box is really delicious.}





7:48 PM {I was feeling overwhelmed trying to prepare it myself.}





7:48 PM {Thanks!}





7:51 PM {Just add a little salt and pepper, and it should be fine.}





7:54 PM





“Whew hee hee hee.”





Baek Woo-jin chuckled slyly.























































Baek Woo-jin could tell from the time it took for Joo Ji-seung to respond that he was likely feeling guilty as well.





“Ah. That’s so cute.”





As the Sugar Man project progressed, the competition between Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Ban Chan-yong was sharper than expected.





However, it seemed impossible to confront the host of the competition directly.





Desperate to win the prize of 100 million won, Baek Woo-jin sought out the most capable strategist he knew.





He succeeded in obtaining a secret strategy that would resolve all his problems.





‘What the three of them are genuinely worried about is not Baek Woo-jin’s victory, but the success of the Sugar Man project.’





‘Hmm.’





‘Moreover, their opposition to Baek Woo-jin won’t harm him.’





‘Why? The lunch boxes are terrible.’





‘If Joo Ji-seung makes Baek Woo-jin's lunch box even stricter, it means it will be that much more effective for blood sugar management.’





‘Oh.’





‘The more Cha Ji-chan bothers Baek Woo-jin, the higher the intensity of his workouts will be, which will also help manage his blood sugar.’





‘But it’s hard.’





‘Nothing comes easy. Especially not victory.’





‘That’s true. What about Chan-yong hyung?’





‘The representative seems to purely enjoy bothering Baek Woo-jin.’





‘As expected.’





‘However, the representative's comments have defined Baek Woo-jin as the protagonist of the first episode of the Sugar Man project.’





‘What do you mean by that?’





‘All the Sugar Men will become conscious of Baek Woo-jin, which means the program will naturally set up a structure where it’s Baek Woo-jin versus the 99 Sugar Men. Viewers will naturally be curious about how Baek Woo-jin overcomes that situation or how he might crumble.’





‘That sounds really burdensome.’





‘As I mentioned earlier, nothing comes easy. In fact, many are desperately hoping for that opportunity.’





‘…That’s right. It’s not just about the prize money; I need to stand out to be invited again next time. Right?’





‘Exactly. In large-scale entertainment programs like the Sugar Man project, visibility can sometimes be more important than the prize money. In that sense, Baek Woo-jin is already ahead of the other Sugar Men. It’s one against 99.’





‘So what should I do?’





‘Be grateful for their actions.’





‘Not thankful at all.’





‘But you should be. Every time Cha Ji-chan increases the intensity, say it’s thanks to him that you’re learning about working out. Encourage yourself. Given the friendship among the four of you, you’ll never be harsh to the end.’





‘That guy isn’t that nice.’





‘Every time Joo Ji-seung gives you a terrible lunch box, say thank you profusely. You’ll have to figure out how to prepare your meals on your own, and thanks to him, you’ll manage to take care of your meals.’





‘It really is awful.’





‘Still, you must. Joo Ji-seung is, especially among you four, the only one with common sense. If you come off like that, he will never be able to make the next lunch box bad.’





‘He probably would do that. …The only one with common sense?’





‘Chan-yong cares for Baek Woo-jin much more than you think. Just think about how they are still doing the content about making side dishes and “how long will you sulk?” only with the “Baek Ban Talk” and “Baek Ban Report.”’





‘That’s because it’s getting good views.’





‘That means their chemistry is good. If the broadcast is enjoyable, it can continue.’





‘So what should I do? He looks like he’s ready to eat me alive.’





‘Work hard.’





‘Work hard?’





‘If you show that you’re working hard, Chan-yong will be moved. He will see his most difficult times reflected in Baek Woo-jin’s current situation. Chan-yong is a warm-hearted person.’





‘…That’s right. Even though he seems crazy, he always helped me when things were tough.’





‘Exactly.’





Recalling his conversation with the strategist, a smile appeared on Baek Woo-jin's face.





“Phew.”





Everything was flowing as the strategist had said, making it hard to contain his laughter.





“Hee hee hee!”





Although it had been less than a week since filming began, victory already seemed like a foregone conclusion.





Thinking about winning the 100 million won prize and the 10 million won for the final ten made the awful lunch boxes and hard workouts feel insignificant.





“Hahaha!”





***





After taking a shower, Baek Woo-jin found Mook unji staring at his phone.





Curious about what she was looking at so intently, he leaned in closer and saw a photo from about four to five years ago of himself with Baek Woo-jin.





At that time, they briefly ran a skit channel that reinterpreted fairy tales, doing all sorts of make-up for the content.





However, after six months without any reaction, they had to close the channel and dispose of all related videos and photos.





He wondered how Mook unji had managed to keep that photo.





“What’s that photo?”





“It’s nothing.”





“How do you have that?”





“It’s a secret.”




















































  
    Sugar Man (16)



    



    It was the recording day for the Sugar Man project in its third week.



    



    Perhaps due to the elimination of the first ten contestants last week, a strange sense of competition had developed among the Sugar Men.



    



    The atmosphere in the filming studio, which had been friendly in the first week, had grown serious, with groups sharing information and collaborating while keeping a distance from others outside their groups.



    



    Baek Woo-jin had worried that he might become isolated during this process.



    



    However, the fact that the instructors (Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, and Ban Chan-yong) had been bothering Baek Woo-jin ended up garnering sympathy for him.



    



    “Hey, you four are close, right? Why are you acting like that?”



    



    While monitoring through the cameras, actor Go Il-kyu asked Baek Woo-jin in the waiting room.



    



    They seemed to have become friendly after meeting a few times.



    



    “Oh, it’s nothing like that. Since I’m a Sugar Man, I can’t help but be concerned about various things.”



    



    “Ah, like there might be manipulation controversies?”



    



    “Honestly, you can’t blame anyone for doubting. Blood sugar and HbA1c can’t be manipulated, but they could give some leeway with missions.”



    



    “Hm.”



    



    “They're doing it on purpose. I understand. Don’t worry about it.”



    



    “Then I shouldn’t team up with you?”



    



    “Ugh.”



    



    “Hahaha!”



    



    Every time Baek Woo-jin acted like this, it made him feel guilty. He felt sorry for having viewed such a kind and deep-hearted person as a shameless one just out to win the prize.



    



    ***



    



    “Five minutes until recording!”



    



    The production team circulated the waiting room to announce the start time for filming.



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who was with YouTuber Choi Yang-jun (Dongdongguri) and actor Go Il-kyu, jumped to his feet.



    



    “Have you heard what today’s mission is?”



    



    Choi Yang-jun asked Baek Woo-jin.



    



    “Eh? I don’t ask about those things. My company doesn’t even invite me to meetings.”



    



    “Wow. That’s really nerve-wracking.”



    



    “Yeah, I’m really anxious.”



    



    “You jerk.”



    



    Pretending to be annoyed, Choi Yang-jun shook his head, causing Baek Woo-jin’s chubby cheeks to jiggle, which made both Choi Yang-jun and Go Il-kyu burst into laughter.



    



    “But are you really not in danger?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked Choi Yang-jun.



    



    Having recorded the highest fasting blood sugar among the 100 Sugar Men, Choi Yang-jun was a strong candidate for elimination.



    



    However, as the breadwinner for his family, he had diligently managed his blood sugar for a week and recorded a fasting blood sugar of 377 mg/dl.



    



    With the advantage from winning the first week's mission, “Stair Climbing,” he managed to lower it by 10 mg/dl, avoiding elimination by a narrow margin at 89th place overall.



    



    “Don’t even talk about it. I’ve cut out carbs completely for a week.”



    



    “If you do that, the rebound will come later.”



    



    “I know. But it’s the only way to get results in a short time.”



    



    “That’s true.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin nodded.



    



    From the perspective of a participant, he realized that survival in this game would be difficult without taking risks.



    



    The production team must have considered various issues, but for the participants, it was certainly a heavy burden.



    



    ‘Still, if you consider the ratios, people with high blood sugar have the advantage. This is tough.’



    



    Baek Woo-jin thought that Joo Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, Ban Chan-yong, and Choi Mi-kael must have struggled considerably.



    



    ‘By the way, how on earth are they managing so many people?’



    



    Having no experience in producing large-scale entertainment programs, Baek Woo-jin found it hard to understand how they handled new missions, managed the Sugar Men, and ran the program every week.



    



    ‘It must have been tough, right?’



    



    Baek Woo-jin fell into brief contemplation.



    



    As the Sugar Man project progressed, he began to imagine how much effort the employees of Sugar Man Entertainment had put into making it happen, rather than just thinking they had been preparing diligently.



    



    “Ugh. This is driving me crazy. I didn’t win last week, so I can’t get any adjustments today.”



    



    Choi Yang-jun trembled with anxiety.



    



    Given his high blood sugar levels, he worried that he might be selected for elimination today.



    



    “You worked hard, so it should be okay.”



    



    Go Il-kyu encouraged Choi Yang-jun.



    



    “Let’s definitely win today so we can relax a bit next week, okay?”



    



    Go Il-kyu said to both Choi Yang-jun and Baek Woo-jin.



    



    Since they had already worked together as a team for two missions, there was an underlying assumption that they would do so again today.



    



    “Okay.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin awkwardly replied, still lost in thought as they stepped into the auditorium.



    



    Many people had already gathered.



    



    Every individual seemed to have lost a noticeable amount of weight compared to two weeks ago.



    



    “Wow. That person really looks like they’ve lost weight.”



    



    “It seems blood sugar management really helps. I can feel it. Look.”



    



    As Go Il-kyu tried to tilt his neck to show off his jawline, Baek Woo-jin and Choi Yang-jun burst into laughter.



    



    There was hardly a trace of a jawline to be found.



    



    “What are you trying to show?”



    



    “Just look closely. It’s a little noticeable, right?”



    



    While the three of them were joking around, the lights brightened.



    



    As the 90 Sugar Men gathered in the auditorium, Choi Mi-kael checked that the camera crew and sound crew were ready and gave the signal.



    



    “The average HbA1c is 9.0! Here come the sweet and confident contestants competing for the final prize of 100 million won!”



    



    “The first blood sugar management survival in the country!”



    



    “Sugar Man Project!”



    



    “Waaah!”



    



    As hosts Woo Wang-seon and Jwa Wang-taek announced the start, the Sugar Men erupted in cheers.



    



    Some of them even displayed exaggerated movements in front of the cameras, showing their determination.



    



    “Welcome, Sugar Men. You stand here today after a week of rigorous self-management.”



    



    A short, edited video showcasing how each Sugar Man had spent the previous week was displayed on the central screen.



    



    17th Sugar Man actor Go Il-kyu climbed Gwanak Mountain every morning.



    



    23rd Sugar Man Baek Woo-jin carved out time to hit the gym despite his busy schedule.



    



    36th Sugar Man Lee Na-yeon returned to her old gym on her precious day off to participate in the same intensity of training with her juniors.



    



    71st Sugar Man Choi Yang-jun stopped his eating broadcasts and began following the workout videos of a famous fitness YouTuber.



    



    Seeing everyone doing their best in their own situations only intensified the seriousness among the Sugar Men.



    



    ‘Please.’



    



    Amidst all this, YouTuber Dongdongguri and Choi Yang-jun felt increasingly desperate.



    



    For someone like him, who lived day by day, the prize money was incredibly important.



    



    He wanted his wife, who was struggling alongside him, to be able to relax even for just one day, and he wanted to buy whatever his young child wished for without hesitation.



    



    To achieve this, he completely overhauled his mukbang channel content, which had been his last remaining source of pride.



    



    As the concept of his broadcasts changed, some of the viewers he had, albeit few, drifted away. Nevertheless, it was a significant decision for the sake of immediate prize money and his own health.



    



    "However, cruelly, ten Sugar Men will be eliminated today based on how they spent the past week," Jwa Wang-taek's voice resonated heavily in the auditorium.



    



    "Sugar Man Project, week three. We will now reveal the list of eliminations."



    



    The names of eleven Sugar Men appeared on the central screen, including 5th Sugar Man Shim Beom-woo, 8th Sugar Man Han Seung-jae, 49th Sugar Man Bae Ga-young, 61st Sugar Man Park Sae-rom, 71st Sugar Man Choi Yang-jun, and 80th Sugar Man Kang Kyung-mo.



    



    Baek Woo-jin and Go Il-kyu, who were with Choi Yang-jun, turned in surprise.



    



    Upon confirming his name, Choi Yang-jun felt despair wash over him.



    



    If he couldn’t win the prize, at the very least, he wanted to gain some recognition through the Sugar Man project.



    



    He couldn’t possibly drop out after only the third week.



    



    "5th Sugar Man Shim Beom-woo."



    



    "Yes."



    



    "71st Sugar Man Choi Yang-jun."



    



    "Excuse me?"



    



    Choi Yang-jun responded blankly when called by Woo Wang-seon.



    



    "Your fasting blood sugar levels are both 341, placing you tied for 79th."



    



    A murmur spread among the Sugar Men.



    



    "Since both of you lack the advantage gained from the second-week mission, we will measure your blood sugar one more time before deciding on the eliminations."



    



    "If the second measurement yields the same result, your survival will depend on today’s mission outcomes."



    



    A staff member approached Choi Yang-jun and Shim Beom-woo to measure their blood sugar.



    



    The sound of the needle pricking twice echoed, and shortly after, the staff member checking Choi Yang-jun's blood sugar spoke up.



    



    "339!"



    

    



















Choi Yang-jun swallowed hard and turned his head. He hoped that Sugar Man No. 5 had a higher blood sugar level than his own.





"339!"





Shim Beom-woo's blood sugar had been confirmed.





Shim Beom-woo let out a sigh of relief, while Choi Yang-jun squeezed his eyes shut.





Given that the previous missions involved physical activities like stair climbing and long-distance walking, he had predicted that the third-week mission would be similar.





Due to his heavier weight, Choi Yang-jun had relied on his teammates' support, and now he faced a crisis.





Thud!





Baek Woo-jin placed a hand on Choi Yang-jun's back.





"It's okay. You just need to win."





"Right. You're not eliminated yet."





"Yeah. Hyung, you said you need to make money."





As Baek Woo-jin, Go Il-kyu, and others who had been with him in the first and second weeks cheered him on, Choi Yang-jun felt nothing but guilt.





"Now, let’s reveal the third-week mission that will determine your fate."





As Woo Wang-seon finished speaking, the word ‘Quiz’ appeared on the central screen.





"Knowledge is power. Misinformation about dieting and blood sugar levels is widespread, isn't it?"





"You need to know the facts to manage your blood sugar healthily."





Baek Woo-jin nodded.





Due to the nature of survival, some Sugar Men had completely cut out carbohydrates from their diets.





While that might work for one to two weeks, it would eventually take a toll on their bodies.





This quiz aimed to help the Sugar Men recognize the correct methods for blood sugar management, and it made Baek Woo-jin appreciate how much effort Sugar Man Entertainment had put into the project.





Moreover,





‘A quiz? This is easy money!’





As someone running "Woojinious," a platform dedicated to exploring all kinds of knowledge, Baek Woo-jin felt no fear.





He was far more confident compared to physical activities like stair climbing or long-distance walking.





"Hyung, just trust me."





Baek Woo-jin smiled, and for the first time, a light returned to Choi Yang-jun’s face.





"The format is a Golden Bell. Sugar Men will listen to the questions and write their answers on the provided whiteboards. A total of 20 questions will be presented, and any Sugar Man who writes an incorrect answer will be immediately eliminated."





"The last ten remaining will receive advantages."





Choi Yang-jun's expression darkened again.





"Wait, can we discuss the answers?"





"This is a solo competition."





Choi Yang-jun and Baek Woo-jin exchanged glances, at a loss for words.





The staff distributed whiteboards, pens, and erasers to the Sugar Men, and the 90 participants had to sit apart from each other.





I wonder if Guri-hyung will be okay.





While Baek Woo-jin felt relaxed, Choi Yang-jun was accepting his fate.





"Here’s the first question."





Amidst the tension, Jwa Wang-taek glanced at his script before speaking.





"Which of the following foods is suitable for a date meal? 1. Pasta, 2. Tteokbokki, 3. Jajangmyeon, 4. Steak."





Laughter spread among the Sugar Men after hearing the question.





As expected for the first question, it was very easy.





Oh, come on. If it's too easy, there’s no way to differentiate us.





Baek Woo-jin felt deflated as he wrote his answer on the whiteboard.




























  
    Sugar Man (17)



    



    Baek Woo-jin asked for a question he would never get right, and it seems the idea was inspired by an old episode of "White Rice Debate."



    



    In truth, this guy has so much random knowledge that I thought it wouldn't be easy to come up with a question, even as I requested it.



    



    However, I couldn't help but think he was underestimating Baek Woo-jin.



    



    No way he wouldn’t know this.



    



    The focus of this question isn’t what food is suitable for a blind date, but rather which food raises blood sugar levels.



    



    Despite his usual nonsense, he at least knows what the question requires.



    



    The writers likely prepared this question to check whether the Sugar Men have the correct knowledge and to inform viewers who may not.



    



    In that sense, it's a very important topic.



    



    Tteokbokki (option 2) and Jajangmyeon (option 3) are well-known foods that raise blood sugar, and the general public is aware of that.



    



    However, the blood sugar index (GI) of pasta (option 1) can vary greatly depending on the type.



    



    The flour used in pasta is usually durum wheat, which has a very high protein content.



    



    This flour is different from the one used in baking; for making bread, extremely fine particles are necessary, while for pasta, larger particles are acceptable.



    



    In other words, pasta flour is less digested due to its larger particles, meaning it has a lower blood sugar index.



    



    If I remember correctly, the blood sugar index of white bread is around 70, while pasta is around 40.



    



    Foods with a GI below 55 are considered low-GI, and those above 70 are high-GI, so pasta is better for diabetics than bread or white rice.



    



    However, just as mixing brown rice with a lot of sugary gochujang (red chili paste) is pointless, the impact of pasta also varies greatly depending on what it’s eaten with.



    



    Pasta dishes based on oil, like Aglio e Olio, Anchovy, or Vongole, or tomato sauce pasta without added sugars, have a very low GI and are healthy options.



    



    But if the sauce is rich in carbohydrates and sugars, like in Rosé or Tuwumba, it’s no different from tteokbokki, jajangmyeon, or japchae.



    



    The pasta shown in the example photo is Aglio e Olio, making pasta the answer to this question.



    



    While it’s unlikely anyone would choose tteokbokki or jajangmyeon, someone might opt for steak (option 4).



    



    However, looking at the example photo, it shows potato mousse and sauce as garnishes.



    



    Since the potatoes are mashed for easier digestion, blood sugar will rise significantly, and steak sauces almost invariably contain sugars.



    



    If one eats meat, it should be seasoned only with salt or consumed without sauce to be suitable for blood sugar management.



    



    "Please raise your whiteboards above your heads."



    



    As the time limit expired, Woo Wang-seon asked the Sugar Men to reveal their answers.



    



    All the Sugar Men confidently held their whiteboards up.



    



    As Jwa Wang-taek walked around checking the answers, he stopped in front of Baek Woo-jin.



    



    "Woo-jin, what did you write?"



    



    "Tteokbokki."



    



    It felt like I had been hit on the head.



    



    "Among the 90 Sugar Men, you're the only one who wrote tteokbokki. What’s your reason?"



    



    "Really?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked around.



    



    “Ah. What do I do? Am I the only one who got it right? Should we go again?”



    



    It was ridiculous.



    



    The other Sugar Men seemed just as dumbfounded, with some of them laughing.



    



    “Wait, so if the answer is tteokbokki, does that mean only Woo-jin stays and everyone else is eliminated?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked at Choi Yang-jun with a regretful expression.



    



    “Hyung, I’m sorry. I’ll make sure to get all the answers right for you.”



    



    Dong Dong-guri, Choi Yang-jun, could only open his mouth slightly, furrowing his brows, unable to say anything.



    



    “What’s the reason? What’s your reason?”



    



    Jwa Wang-taek asked again.



    



    “I talked about this on my personal YouTube channel. It’s really important to create a natural atmosphere on a first date. Tteokbokki is a food we enjoyed during our happiest times in school. When you smell tteokbokki, it brings back fond memories and nostalgia. That feeling can transfer to your date, making the atmosphere naturally better.”



    



    Jwa Wang-taek, momentarily flustered, quickly continued like a professional host.



    



    “Aren’t you concerned about blood sugar?”



    



    “Blood sugar?”



    



    “Blood sugar.”



    



    “You asked what the most suitable food for a blind date is. Why would blood sugar come up?”



    



    “Because this is the Sugar Man Project.”



    



    “...Huh?”



    



    I felt pathetic for worrying so much about whether that guy would win at one point.



    



    “The answer will be provided by dietary instructor Ju Ji-seung.”



    



    Woo Wang-seon called for Ju Ji-seung to announce the answer.



    



    Ju Ji-seung, who had been covering his eyes with his right hand, took a deep breath and spoke.



    



    “The correct answer is option 1, pasta.”



    



    “Wow!”



    



    Amid the cheers of 89 Sugar Men, only Baek Woo-jin stared wide-eyed.



    



    “The blood sugar index of pasta is around 40, making it a low-GI food. Aglio e Olio uses salt, pepperoncino, garlic, olive oil, and cheese, which don’t significantly raise blood sugar levels. In contrast, jajang sauce, tteokbokki sauce, and steak sauce contain a lot of sugar and should be consumed with caution.”



    



    “So, it was the sauce that was the problem.”



    



    “Right. For reference, high-GI foods include glass noodles, rice cakes, and donburi, while low-GI foods include corn, ramen, and siru tteok.”



    



    “Ramen and siru tteok are really surprising.”



    



    “Siru tteok contains a lot of fiber and protein from red beans, which slows down blood sugar absorption.”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    “If ramen only has added protein, it’s actually quite a nutritious food. It’s best to reduce the broth and add a piece of chicken breast or a can of tuna.”



    



    While Ju Ji-seung finished explaining, Baek Woo-jin was in a daze.



    



    Eventually, he had to be dragged out by the staff.



    



    “Wait! Something’s wrong here! You said it was suitable food for a blind date!”



    



    I can’t tell if he’s a genius or just plain foolish.



    



    ***



    



    “Excuse me?”



    



    I received an unexpected proposal during a meeting with WK Books.



    



    Baek Woo-jin and I wanted to document the history and culture of food in a content series called "Baek Ban Report" and publish it as an e-book for sale.



    



    Editor Lee Chang-soo suggested that I publish an essay.



    



    “You don’t need to overthink it. I believe many people will be interested in your story about the struggles you’ve faced and your journey to success.”



    



    “I can talk about it, but I’m not good at writing.”



    



    “Um... You’ve already talked about it a lot on your broadcasts, so I’m not sure how well it would sell.”



    



    “There are aspects that would be hard to cover in a broadcast. Also, writing is different from speaking; it allows you to organize your thoughts more clearly.”



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    “I’ve heard you’ve been writing scripts for a long time. I would appreciate it if you could think positively about this.”



    



    “Okay. I’ll think it over for now.”



    



    “Great. Thank you.”



    



    After we exchanged goodbyes, I left the office.



    



    “What do you think?”



    



    I asked Muk Eun-ji.



    



    “Since you have a lot on your plate right now, it can’t be a priority even if you decide to do it.”



    



    “That’s true.”



    



    “However, I think leaving a record is a positive thing. When you’re busy running around, you rarely get the chance to reflect on yourself. You might have fragmented feelings, but they won’t be organized into sentences.”



    



    “Exactly.”



    



    “Once your schedule is organized, taking your time to write might not be a bad idea. If you write it like a diary, even if it doesn’t lead to publication, it will still have a positive impact.”



    



    “What about you?”



    



    I asked Muk Eun-ji, knowing she sometimes writes in a diary.



    



    “Yes. Sometimes, when I look back, I can reminisce about the good things. I enjoy being able to feel exactly what it was like instead of just having vague memories. On the flip side, writing about upsetting events helps me sort through my feelings, so I recommend you give it a try as well.”



    



    Hearing that made sense to me, and I nodded in agreement.



    



    Good memories often leave only impressions, so it seems worthwhile to record them in photos, diaries, or videos.



    



    “But seriously, how did you get those photos and videos?”



    



    “What are you talking about?”



    



    “The ones with Woo-jin. It was really a disaster, and hardly anyone watched.”



    



    The view counts were dismal; it’s no wonder the channel was deleted.



    



    There were only a few videos that reached triple digits, and at that time, both Baek Woo-jin and I were unknown, so there was no reason for anyone to save them.



    



    “Oh.”



    



    Muk Eun-ji rarely seemed to take my hint.



    



    “Did Baek Woo-jin give them to you?”



    

    



















“…….”





Right.





Someone who isn’t used to lying goes silent when they’re flustered.





“What does he have that for? I don’t even have any.”





“……I think it was a good memory for Baek Woo-jin. Like a diary.”





“Hmm.”





I didn’t realize it, but it seems there are quite a few people around me who cherish old records.





“But did he just give it to you? Out of the blue?”





Still no response.





At this point, something feels off.





“Did something happen?”





“Actually…”





Muk Eun-ji swallowed a few times before speaking up.





“Baek Woo-jin asked me how to win without being restrained by the older guys.”





“Excuse me?”





“He showed a video of you dressed as a bear eating mugwort, and there was no way I could refuse.”





“……You had no choice?”





“He even showed the video where he played all three pigs from ‘The Three Little Pigs.’”





When I asked again, she became more assertive.





Thinking about how much they must have wanted to see my old videos made me chuckle.





“No way. Did he really want them that badly?”





“Now it’s impossible to get them.”





They’re a limited edition, apparently.





“Haha.”





“Don’t laugh.”





“I’m just happy. It’s nice to know you care about me that much. So…”





Muk Eun-ji shut her mouth.





She always does that when she feels embarrassed or is at a disadvantage.





It’s adorably cute.





“But what did he tell you?”





“I can’t say that. It’s a principle not to disclose the details of a private contract.”





“But it’s not external; it’s internal, right? It’s related to Sugar Man Entertainment.”





After pondering for a moment, Muk Eun-ji shook her head.





“This is a job I was personally commissioned for. It’s an outsourced contract, so it has nothing to do with Sugar Man Entertainment.”





It seems there was some sort of transaction between the two.





“But this could be problematic. He asked you to help him win, right?”





“That’s correct.”





“Then isn’t that manipulation?”





“……Oops.”





I can’t remember the last time I heard someone say “oops.”





Even her choice of words is cute.





“What do you mean?”
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I heard everything from Muk Eun-ji.





“That’s strange.”





“What’s strange?”





“Well, since he’s participating, he’d want to win, right? But it feels like he’s quite obsessed about it.”





In reality, the manipulation controversy is just something we’re worried about among ourselves. It’s more of a precautionary measure to avoid any noise.





When I was in charge of judging the Korean Cuisine Appreciation, I also made an effort not to be biased towards Joo Ji-seung. As a result, despite a defamatory article coming out with malicious intent, no one believed it.





This time is no different.





If Baek Woo-jin wins legitimately, the viewers will acknowledge it. Everyone is working hard, and I had been annoyed that Baek Woo-jin, who has taken a step back from the Sugar Man production, seemed to be enjoying himself. But if he’s this eager to win, I’m curious as to why.





“Is it because of the prize money?”





“Hmm.”





100 million won is a large sum, but Ujinious is a major channel that earns around 1 to 2 billion won annually.





The amount of money paid to Baek Woo-jin is substantial as well.





“It’s a lot, but he’s the type who likes money.”





“Do you think there’s something more?”





“Yes.”





Looking back at the time we’ve spent together, he likes money, and while the prize money is large, the current situation doesn’t add up.





I felt that there must be another reason, but after pondering and coming up empty, I shook my head.





“Well, I guess he’ll tell us later.”





I said this, thinking he would share it in due time, and Muk Eun-ji smiled brightly.





“Why?”





“Even though you bicker usually, it’s nice to see you ultimately trusting each other.”












“Haah. I can’t stand this.”





Team leader Lee Ji-hye let out a sigh.





While she thought she had gained some experience running Ujinious, the administration of a large company like Sugar Man Entertainment was beyond what she had imagined.





Even though she was receiving significant help from hiring experienced professionals, the role of team leader was still overwhelming.





Moreover, with the Sugar Man project in full swing, there were continuously new tasks piling up, to the point where she was valuing meal times less and less.





“I have to plan the next content too.”





Lee Ji-hye checked the time.





There were only 30 minutes left for lunch, and she had to prepare for Ujinious’s next video by the end of the day.





Deciding to skip her meal, she began to brainstorm material, and soon her head started to ache.





“Hey.”





Baek Woo-jin suddenly popped his head out from behind the monitor.





“Have you eaten?”





“I’m busy.”





“What are you doing?”





“Tomorrow’s broadcast. Don’t talk to me, just go.”





“You have to eat, even if you’re working.”





“I don’t have time. Not even for this conversation.”





Lee Ji-hye returned her focus to her work.





Ujinious was run with the purpose of exploring all kinds of knowledge in the world and tackled new topics each time, making the preparation take longer compared to other YouTubers.





There was a clattering sound from beyond the monitor, but she couldn’t afford to pay attention.





Today, she just wanted to lie in bed before the day changed.





“I’ll enjoy my meal.”





Just as she was wondering what he was up to, it seemed Baek Woo-jin had pulled out a lunchbox.





“Go eat somewhere else.”





“Mmm. This is so delicious.”





“…….”





I’ve known for a while that he lacks any sense, but today he felt especially annoying.





“Wow.”





If you're going to eat, at least do it quietly! But Baek Woo-jin was making all sorts of sounds, as if he wanted everyone to hear how good the food was, and Lee Ji-hye’s patience was wearing thin.





“Mmm! This sausage is amazing!”





“Hey!”





Lee Ji-hye snapped, frustrated.





While all the staff were struggling with the production, here was Baek Woo-jin eating a sausage during the Sugar Man project.





It was annoying, but deep down, she hoped he was at least managing his blood sugar properly, so she couldn’t help but root for him.





“Don’t you want some?”





Baek Woo-jin waved a sausage he picked up with his chopsticks.





As he stood up, she noticed the two lunchboxes lined up next to each other.





He was teasing her about having lunch together.





“I’m really busy. And put the sausage down.”





“This is made from chicken breast. It’s fine to eat.”





“…….”





“Come on, we’re working to live, so you have to eat lunch. Come sit down.”





No matter how much she refused, he was the type to annoy her until she ate.





Flustered and distracted by his excitement, she reluctantly sat down in front of the lunchbox.





The meal consisted of chicken breast sausage, a vegetable salad seasoned only with salt and pepper, a little bit of oatmeal rice, and two cherry tomatoes.





“If you’re going to buy food, at least bring something tasty.”





“I found it to be decent as I ate it.”





Lee Ji-hye took a bite of the chicken breast sausage.





Juices burst out, and the texture was not that different from regular sausage, which was impressive.





The salad, simply seasoned with salt and pepper, was surprisingly not bad either.





“True.”





“But I get hungry again really quickly after eating this. I’m so proud of myself for eating this for three weeks now.”





Baek Woo-jin, lost in self-adoration, said anything that came to mind.





Lee Ji-hye, used to this behavior, continued eating without reacting.





If she responded, he would get even more excited and talk even more, so it was best not to encourage him.





“Don’t you think I’ve lost a bit of weight?”





Crunch, crunch.





The lettuce was quite fresh.





“I lost four kilograms. My blood sugar has gone down too.”





That was a good thing.





Back in college, Baek Woo-jin was skinny—so skinny that it sometimes looked unhealthy. At some point, though, he had noticeably gained weight.





At first, it looked good, but as he gained more, she began to worry a little.





He would say that his chubby cheeks were his charm points, but after being diagnosed with diabetes, her concerns grew even larger.





She hoped this opportunity would help him control his blood sugar and lose weight, bringing back his former health.





“It’s amazing—I don’t feel sleepy after eating now. It must have really been true that I got sleepy when my blood sugar went up.”





The oatmeal rice was too little to fit in one bite.





“I’m going to win.”





That was a bit funny this time.





“Yeah, right.”





“It's true. I'm going to get completely healthy and win.”





“Do you really want that prize money that much? If you had managed yourself earlier, it would have been so much better. You’re the only one with high blood sugar participating.”





Lee Ji-hye thought Baek Woo-jin seemed rather foolish.





Even though the prize money was significant, he was already receiving about 300 million won annually from Ujineus.





Last year alone, Ujineus made 1.8 billion won, which was Baek Woo-jin’s property. Combining income from web novels and shares in Sugar Man Entertainment, he wasn't in a position where he desperately needed 100 million won.





It would have been better for him to focus on managing his blood sugar rather than competing in the Sugar Man project for a win.





“Prize money is really nice. If I win, I'm going to change my car.”





“Ugh.”





“And I’ll show that I’m not lazy.”





“……Did you pay attention to the comments?”





“Everyone else is managing themselves well, but why is Baek Woo-jin still the same?” “Why is he the only one who is chubby in such a good environment? It’s strange.”





This was a sentiment that gradually surfaced as the relationship with Sugar Man strengthened, and the side dish Yeon succeeded in dieting while Baek Woo-jin was diagnosed with diabetes.





The “Be Happy” event continued, which gradually reduced these comments, but those who left malicious comments didn’t completely disappear.





“I’m not worried about it.”





“Well, that’s a relief.”





***





“Haah. Haah. Haah.”





Friday.





Today, she had a busy day, and for the first time in a while, she went to exercise in the early morning. She found Baek Woo-jin panting heavily as he climbed the step mill.





She had already known about it from Cha Ji-chan, but seeing it with her own eyes was a fresh experience.





“You're working hard.”





Baek Woo-jin glanced back before continuing his workout.





Whether for the prize money or something else, seeing him work that hard made her relieved as a friend.





As she stretched and warmed up, Baek Woo-jin came over and sat down beside her.





“Ugh. Ugh.”





“Maybe it’s better to rest today.”





“Why?”





“Do you know what tomorrow’s mission is?”





Tomorrow, the recording for the fourth week was scheduled.





Five people would form a team and complete a course that required various movements, inspired by the “Start Dream Team” show that aired a long time ago on KBS 2TV.





Given that it required considerable physical ability, she thought it would be difficult to complete for anyone who hadn’t trained regularly.





“I’m fine. Even if I don’t win the mission, as long as I lower my blood sugar, it’s okay. It’s a long-term game.”





He may have been eliminated in the first problem of the Golden Bell, but it seemed he thought he could pass week four without any advantages.





With 20 people eliminated now, Baek Woo-jin’s fasting blood sugar levels were lower than the median, so it wasn’t entirely incorrect.





While succeeding in the immediate mission was important, ultimately, to win, he needed to maintain a consistent diet and exercise regimen.





Though it felt long and arduous, three months were hardly enough to produce dramatic results.





She had also worked hard enough to think she couldn't do better, but after being diagnosed with diabetes, her A1C hadn’t returned to normal after three months.





“Hyung.”





“Yeah?”





“How did you decide on marriage?”





“Out of nowhere?”





“Yeah, out of nowhere.”





When asked such a sudden question, he confidently replied.





“Because I thought I wanted to live together?”





“You’re already living together.”





“It’s a bit different. But I can’t say exactly what it is.”





“Do you also have those moments?”





“Wait a moment.”





As he organized his thoughts while stretching, he finally spoke.





“They say living together means sharing a residence. But what I wanted was to live life together. Just cohabiting wasn’t what I was after.”





“Hmm.”





“Working together. Preparing meals together. Cleaning. Laughing. When I lived alone, it wasn’t super tough, but I did feel empty. But being with Eun-ji, I didn’t feel any of that.”





“That’s nice.”





“Yeah. I’m really happy.”





“Can I have that too?”





“…….”





“I feel like I’m just working.”





Baek Woo-jin laid down on the floor.





“Ji-seung has a family, and Ji-chan does various hobbies. I just sit here while everyone else seems happy.”





It seemed that this guy, who appeared carefree, had his own struggles.





“We’re all doing YouTube, running companies, and dealing with diabetes. I’m the only one…”





Baek Woo-jin fell silent.





“Hey, you’re doing the best among us. The reactions to the new program have been good too. What are you talking about?”





Baek Woo-jin had raised his profile by interviewing world-famous personalities.





While he was already well-known in Korea, it hadn’t made much of an impact, but he was building recognition on the global stage through cultural content related to classical music, fine arts, musicals, and history.





“Not that kind of thing.”





When she turned her head, Baek Woo-jin made eye contact with her.





“Should I wait until I get healthy to talk about it again?”





“About what?”





“……Isn't it a bit off for someone with diabetes to say they want to date?”





“Do you know that there’s no context to that in today’s conversation at all?”





“Oh. Just give me an answer.”





“What about?”





“I think it would be pretty undesirable for someone with diabetes to ask someone out.”





“Well, that’s definitely not as good as someone who’s healthy.”





“Right?”





Baek Woo-jin suddenly got up and headed toward the Smith machine.





He’s been acting strange lately, but today he seems especially odd.
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Two months ago.





“What's the number of applicants?”





“We currently have 43,733. About 37,000 have had their documents verified.”





“Stop other work and let’s check the application documents first. We need to finalize them by the end of this week.”





From early morning, the Sugar Man Entertainment office was busy.





Due to the large number of applicants for the Sugar Man project, all employees had to verify the application forms.





Sugar Man Entertainment required applicants to submit documents that met certain criteria, including glycated hemoglobin, and although some automation was in place, it still required manpower to ensure that the submitted documents were valid.





‘Everyone is busy.’





As Baek Woo-jin looked around the office, he noticed the announcement for the Sugar Man project.





‘The deadline for applications is today.’





He understood why the employees were so busy, especially since scriptwriting and casting were happening simultaneously.





It had become common for team leaders to work late into the night.





“Ugh. I really shouldn’t be worrying about others right now.”





Baek Woo-jin entered his own office.





While Cha Ji-chan, Joo Ji-seung, and Ban Chan-yong were focusing on the Sugar Man project, Baek Woo-jin was preparing ways to utilize content from his own projects: Jjimkkuk, Banchan Store, Banyasikgyeong, and the Ujinious channel.





Though he had a comparatively lighter workload, the fact that he was handling everything alone added some pressure.





‘I can use the existing scripts as a basis for the manuscript, so that’s not an issue. The problem is where to publish it. Should I ask WK?’





Publishing wasn’t a major concern for him.





‘Will the clothes sell? I’ve heard it’s tough. It might be better to collaborate with a production company rather than starting from scratch. No, but will there be any profit left?’





There were so many considerations for producing goods.





Starting from scratch was difficult due to a lack of facilities.





However, collaborating with existing companies raised concerns about quality and price.





Since he was selling to subscribers, he wanted to keep the price as low as possible, but involving a middleman would likely increase quality but complicate pricing.





As Baek Woo-jin pondered, he decided to call a close YouTuber for advice.





“Hey, Woo-jin.”





“Hyung, who did you work with to make your hoodies?”





“Are you going to do it too?”





“I’m inquiring about it.”





“Hold on. I’ll send you what I have over text. But it’s not easy.”





“How so?”





“Everything from design and sizing to sales is an issue. You can’t cater to everyone’s taste with design, right?”





“True.”





“But honestly, a designer’s work is better than what I can create.”





“Yeah, true.”





“So if you hire a designer, the unit cost goes up.”





“That’s true.”





“Sizing is also a problem. I thought S to XL would be enough, but I actually increased it from just going to L.”





“Right.”





“But wow, you should see how many people complain about not having XXL or XXXL. It’s scary.”





“Does increasing sizes cost a lot?”





“A ton. Honestly, I’d prefer not to increase them, but I can’t guarantee how much I’ll sell. Even with surveys, there are a lot of people who say they’ll buy but don’t actually do it.”





“Right.”





“Hold on. I have some organized notes... Just hang up, and I’ll find them and send them to you.”





“Okay, thanks.”





After finishing the call and making himself a coffee, Baek Woo-jin received a document outlining the merchandise production process.





He slowly began to review the document.





Time passed, and before he realized it, it was already lunchtime.





‘Is Ji-hye skipping lunch again? I should invite her to eat together.’





Baek Woo-jin stepped outside and glanced around the administrative team’s area.





It seemed that everyone had already gone out for lunch, except for a few employees who were getting ready to leave.





“Did Ji-hye go out to eat?”





“Hello.”





“Hello.”





“The team leader went into the break room with Team Leader Mukunji five minutes ago. They’re having ramen.”





As Baek Woo-jin nodded, the employee bowed in greeting and left the office.





‘What kind of ramen? They should be eating rice instead. …Should I have sesame ramen?’





As Baek Woo-jin approached, he could hear a conversation between Lee Ji-hye and Mukunji coming from the break room.





“Beef jerky?”





“I was thinking about what Chan-yong couldn’t refuse, and that came to mind.”





“Ahaha! That’s really funny, Eun-ji.”





“It’s the result of serious consideration.”





“Yeah. The fact that you thought seriously about it is funny.”





“Is that so?”





‘Oh, this sounds like an interesting story.’





They were discussing how Banchan-yong and Mukunji got engaged.





Just as Baek Woo-jin was about to enter the break room, he paused to listen carefully.





“What did you find so appealing?”





Lee Ji-hye asked.





This was a story Baek Woo-jin was very curious about, and he clenched his fist in encouragement for Lee Ji-hye.





“Are you talking about Chan-yong?”





“Yes.”





“At first, he seemed like a strange person, but the more I got to know him, the more I realized he was just as strange and fragile.”





Baek Woo-jin stifled a chuckle.





“But it’s impressive to see someone so timid and weak striving to improve.”





“Ah.”





“Even now, he struggles with diabetes. Because he can’t eat his favorite foods freely, he sometimes gets depressed.”





“He didn’t seem that way at all.”





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	“That’s right. Despite the difficulties, getting back up again is what makes Chan-yong amazing.”






























Baek Woo-jin pursed his lips and rolled his eyes, then nodded slightly.





Although he didn’t want to admit it, Banchan-yong somehow inspired confidence that he would be there for you no matter how tough things got.





“I think I understand.”





“Being with someone like that makes me think I could become a better person, too.”





“Eun-ji, do you feel that way too?”





“I had a lot of worries, just like Chan-yong. I tried to overcome them, but sometimes I felt empty. There were times I spent worrying about why I was living.”





“Hmm.”





“But after meeting Chan-yong, I stopped asking those questions. I realized I had been trying to work and play and laugh together.”





“That’s so cool.”





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	“Don’t you feel that way, Ji-hye?”






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	“Me?”






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	“You seem to have a good relationship with Director Baek Woo-jin.”






























Baek Woo-jin's eyes widened in surprise.





“Baek Woo-jin?”





“I don’t have many old friends, so you two seem to have a nice relationship. It’s nice to see you getting along so well.”





“Ahahaha! No, that’s not it. Woo-jin and I aren’t like that.”





Lee Ji-hye's definitive statement eased the tension that had built up in Baek Woo-jin’s chest.





“Is that so?”





“Yeah, absolutely not. That will never happen.”





“How can you be so sure?”





“Woo-jin really loves his work. He studies and makes videos about it, and he writes novels based on that knowledge. He always seems to be doing something.”





“With multiple jobs, that makes sense.”





“Yeah. I guess you could say he has a strong sense of self-love or maybe a strong desire for achievement. He’s been like that since he was young. He’s not interested in anything other than what he loves.”





“Since when did you know him?”





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	"Elementary school. We went to middle school together, but high school was different. We graduated from the same university too."






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	"That's fascinating."






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	"Right? In fact, Baek Woo-jin was really good at studying. I was completely surprised when we ended up at the same university!"






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	"I guess there are connections like that."






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	"More like a bad connection! Do you have any idea how much I supported him? I had to drag him out of the library all the time to eat. I even cleaned his dorm room. And despite all that, he didn’t do any study that would help him get a job; I had to make him take the TOEIC exam!"






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	"But you’re good at English, right?"






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	"I am. They say studying English greatly expands the range of knowledge you can access because there are so many books that aren’t translated into Korean."






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	"That’s true."






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	"I wanted to study, not just to take tests like TOEIC, TOEFL, or TEPS. So I didn’t actually take the exams. Isn’t that funny?"






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	"That's so like Director Baek Woo-jin. But I guess that's why he can work on a global channel now."






























 





 
	




 
	




 
	




 
	"That’s true. He’s a really interesting guy. He doesn’t follow the usual paths."






























Mukunji looked at Lee Ji-hye intently.





"Why are you looking at me like that?"





"Do you like Director Baek Woo-jin?"





"No?"





"Is that so?"





"Absolutely not. No way."





Mukunji didn’t say anything, but Lee Ji-hye's overly strong denial made her look very awkward.





"I mean, he keeps eating unhealthy food even though he’s not in good health. He doesn’t exercise either. It drives me crazy."





"That must be worrisome."





"Worrying? That's his fate."





"It looks that way."





Lee Ji-hye let out a deep sigh.





"He may be young now, so his body can endure, but they say complications will come eventually. What if he lives like that and suddenly collapses? He recently fainted from low blood sugar and still hasn’t gotten his act together."





"Chan-yong worries about that a lot too."





"Really?"





"Since we’re married, if he gets sick or dies quickly, I’ll be the one suffering. So he exercises every single day."





"That’s impressive. I guess that’s why it happened in just a year. Baek Woo-jin should learn from Chan-yong."





Mukunji checked the time.





"I’d love to talk more, but I have a lot to do today. Is it okay if I leave first?"





"Oh, I’m sorry. I kept you for too long, didn’t I? Everyone hates it when I say we should eat ramen in the break room. I wanted to get to know Eun-ji better too."





"Don’t worry about it. You’re the only one who lets Chan-yong brag about himself."





"Ahahaha! Let him go on! It’s so much fun to listen to Eun-ji."





Baek Woo-jin moved slowly before Mukunji left the break room.











“Average HbA1c is 9.0! Sweet and confident contestants are here to compete for the final grand prize of 100 million won!”





“South Korea’s first blood sugar management survival show!”





“The Sugar Man Project!”





The filming for Week 4 of the Sugar Man Project began.





There were a few people looking anxious during the waiting time; it seemed their blood sugar levels weren’t good when they checked themselves.





It had been a while since filming started, and since the participants were just people, it was a time when they could start to get complacent.





I remember regretting it after eating a bunch of bread about a month in.





They needed to get through this period well.





“Today, 10 Sugar Men will be eliminated.”





Woohang-seon and Jawang-taek followed the script to host the program.





As a result, most of the participants who had bad expressions ended up getting eliminated, and surprisingly, YouTuber Choi Yang-jun survived yet again by the skin of his teeth.





His parents must be strong.





“This is unexpected! Contestant No. 71, Choi Yang-jun, who was a strong candidate for elimination since Week 1, has survived today, finishing exactly in 70th place!”





“Last week, he tied for 79th with Shim Beom-woo, but he survived by answering 11 questions correctly during the quiz mission.”





“Yang-jun, how do you feel?”





Choi Yang-jun took the microphone.





“I thought it was a team competition last week, so I only relied on Woo-jin. But wow, I ended up getting eliminated on the first question!”





“Hahaha!”





All the Sugar Men laughed loudly, turning Baek Woo-jin's face red.





“It seems like Baek Woo-jin has something to say. Let’s hear it.”





Jawang-taek gave Baek Woo-jin the floor.





“Everyone’s been looking down on me since I got eliminated last week! My fasting blood sugar this week is 172! I’m in 10th place!”





“Oooh.”





“Right? In Week 1, Baek Woo-jin was right in the middle, but his blood sugar levels are decreasing the fastest among the Sugar Men.”





He really was working hard, and it showed.





Comparing absolute values, being 10th means he has a high chance of remaining among the final 10, and with his blood sugar dropping quickly, he might actually be getting closer to victory.





“I’m telling you, I’m going to win!”





Baek Woo-jin paused for effect before shouting.





“I’m going to confess after I win!”





The filming set buzzed with excitement.





As someone who is active on a global channel and has celebrity-like recognition domestically, it was no surprise that there would be a reaction to Baek Woo-jin's confession.





“Yeah! Finally, he’s earning his keep!”





Cha Ji-chan, who was responsible for the livelihoods of over a hundred people, cheered.





“Was there someone Woo-jin liked?”





Joo Ji-seung reacted normally.





“Of course, it must be Ji-hye.”





Cha Ji-chan whispered so that the people around him couldn’t hear, and Joo Ji-seung nodded.





“More than that.”





As I opened my mouth, Joo Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan turned to look at me.





“To say you’re going to confess after winning. Isn’t that a death flag?”





Cha Ji-chan and Joo Ji-seung exchanged glances and nodded.
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    As Baek Woo-jin made his explosive statement, Woohang-seon and Jawang-taek fanned the flames.



    



    “Confessing along with the prize! It seems that today’s mission is extremely important for Baek Woo-jin!”



    



    “Let’s reveal the Week 4 mission of the Sugar Man Project!”



    



    With Jawang-taek’s shout, fireworks erupted in front of the prepared setup.



    



    “Complete a 110-meter course made up of 5 obstacles! You have unlimited attempts to complete it within 10 minutes!”



    



    The most expensive obstacle course in the Sugar Man Project was unveiled.



    



    The first obstacle requires participants to pass over a rotating bar.



    



    The second obstacle is a 16-meter-long cloud bridge.



    



    The third obstacle is to climb over a 4-meter-high slanted wall using ropes.



    



    The fourth obstacle consists of climbing a 1-meter-high staircase 10 times.



    



    The fifth obstacle requires participants to zip-line down and land precisely on a spot to ring a bell.



    



    It wouldn’t be easy for the Sugar Men to succeed, but the organizers put a lot of thought into making sure the obstacles were not impossible.



    



    “All Sugar Men who complete the course will receive special care from our country’s top diabetes specialist, Dr. Kim Young-il.”



    



    “Not only that! The best trainer at the gym will provide 10 free personal training sessions!”



    



    “It’s the best opportunity to get closer to the final victory!”



    



    “Now! Let’s begin!”



    



    Since managing blood sugar requires exercise and a proper diet, this mission was very important for the Sugar Men.



    



    However, many already seemed to be giving up, likely due to their lack of physical activity, making it hard for them to feel confident.



    



    “First and foremost, avoiding injury is the priority. Safety personnel will explain the precautions for each course, so please be sure to listen.”



    



    “As you can see, the floor is covered with grass, so it’s safe even if you fall.”



    



    While trainers were relaying precautions to the Sugar Men, I spoke with the paramedics and Dr. Kim Young-il about the possibility of any emergencies.



    



    Once all the preparations were completed, filming resumed.



    



    “Ah! Sugar Man No. 3, Hong Joo-ri. Eliminated.”



    



    Sugar Man No. 3, Hong Joo-ri, fell from the cloud bridge.



    



    Following that, No. 8, No. 11, and No. 14 also failed to cross the cloud bridge, as most diabetes patients tend to be overweight, making it difficult for their upper body strength to support their weight.



    



    “Sugar Man No. 17, Go Il-kyu. You exercise quite regularly, right?”



    



    “That's right. I expect you to be the first to succeed.”



    



    Actor Go Il-kyu was up next.



    



    Since he was someone who had been consistently exercising among the Sugar Men, everyone was looking forward to it. He easily passed the first course and then quickly succeeded on the second course, the cloud bridge, by stretching his arms wide.



    



    “Oh, he’s fast! Really fast!”



    



    “Now he needs to land accurately.”



    



    Go Il-kyu took a breath before heading to the fifth course.



    



    He needed to land precisely on the buoy while zip-lining down, and he hugged the buoy with both arms and legs as he landed, becoming the first among the Sugar Men to complete the course.



    



    As failures piled up, I was worried that if no one succeeded, it would be a disaster, but thankfully, that was not the case.



    



    ***



    



    “Sugar Man No. 23, Baek Woo-jin. Start!”



    



    Woohang-seon announced Baek Woo-jin’s departure.



    



    ‘Why is it turning around so quickly?’



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked at the rotating cylinder but hesitated to extend his foot.



    



    “Go, Baek Woo-jin!”



    



    Choi Yang-jun cheered loudly for him.



    



    Baek Woo-jin let out a deep breath.



    



    Having mentioned winning, he could no longer hesitate.



    



    Gathering his courage, he took a step forward.



    



    Though his balance wavered as he passed the midpoint, he managed to get through.



    



    Before he could calm his racing heart, the cloud bridge came into view.



    



    The equipment that he used to navigate easily as a child now felt daunting.



    



    Since hanging for too long would be physically taxing, Baek Woo-jin decided to move as quickly as possible, reaching out hand over hand.



    



    It felt as if his shoulders would tear, but he gritted his teeth.



    



    He wanted to appear as someone who could do anything.



    



    “Ah, good job!”



    



    “Baek Woo-jin surprisingly has some strength. He’s steadily advancing one step at a time.”



    



    Having crossed the cloud bridge, Baek Woo-jin was already exhausted. His back and shoulders were giving out, yet he still had to climb over the slanted wall.



    



    “Ah.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin sighed.



    



    As he grabbed the rope and slowly climbed up, his body was not cooperating.



    



    Having already expended all his energy on the cloud bridge, using his muscles one more time was no small feat.



    



    “Ugh!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin climbed over the wall with every ounce of strength he had left.



    



    “Hah. Hah.”



    



    He felt like he was choking as he faced the fourth obstacle, the staircase.



    



    Each step was 1 meter high, and climbing just one was no easy task, yet he had to ascend 10 steps.



    



    His vision was completely obscured, making the task seem even more overwhelming.



    



    “Ugh!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin took his first step up. After several repetitions of using his hands to grab the upper steps and lifting one leg at a time, he was on the verge of fainting.



    



    “Ah! Is Baek Woo-jin giving up here?”



    



    “You only need to climb five more steps to pass!”



    



    He couldn’t give up here.



    



    He wanted to be seen as someone who could accomplish anything he set his mind to.



    



    Stumbling, Baek Woo-jin got back up, leaned his upper body against the upper steps, and rolled his way up step by step.



    



    His desperate appearance moved the Sugar Men.



    



    “Go, Baek Woo-jin!”



    



    “You're doing great!”



    



    Not just Go Il-kyu and Choi Yang-jun, but several other Sugar Men began to cheer him on.



    



    “Don’t cheer for me. I’m weak at this kind of thing,” he thought.



    



    Finally reaching the top, Baek Woo-jin steadied his emotions and looked down.



    



    He needed to land precisely on the buoy placed in the grass, and he questioned whether his arms would hold up during the zip line to get there.



    



    “I have to succeed on the first try.”



    



    He didn’t have the strength to endure a second attempt.



    



    Baek Woo-jin took a deep breath, tightly gripped the zip line, and kicked off.



    



    However, the speed was much faster than he had anticipated.



    



    Surprised, Baek Woo-jin let go of the line before reaching the buoy and fell straight into the grass.



    



    “Puhah!”



    



    Soaked, Baek Woo-jin stood up in shock.



    



    “Ah! I let go too early!”



    



    “To start again, you have to climb the stairs again!”



    



    “There’s still plenty of time!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin hurried back to the fourth obstacle. He had 5 minutes left on the challenge timer. If he rushed up the stairs, he would have one more chance.



    



    He crawled back up the stairs, lying down on the upper steps to roll his way up.



    



    “Hah. Hah.”



    



    His breath was almost at his throat. It felt like his lungs and thighs were tearing apart. He was dizzy from a lack of oxygen, but his goal and determination were clear.



    



    Gripping the zip line, Baek Woo-jin recalled his earlier experience.



    



    He needed to let go sooner because of the speed, but he didn’t seem to gain enough momentum.



    



    He had to wait until the last moment and land by wrapping his arms and legs around the buoy like Go Il-kyu had done.



    



    Thinking this was his last chance, Baek Woo-jin kicked off and landed on the buoy, but he couldn’t control his speed and rolled off again.



    



    While everyone expressed their disappointment, Baek Woo-jin sprang back up and headed towards the fourth obstacle again.



    



    “Ah! Baek Woo-jin hasn’t given up yet!”



    



    “There are only 2 minutes left! There’s hardly enough time to try again!”



    



    “I’m climbing the stairs again! I won’t give up!”



    



    The remaining time was woefully insufficient.



    



    Unlike the first and second attempts when he still had some energy, his body was truly spent now.



    



    Baek Woo-jin knew better than anyone that he needed more time, but he couldn’t give up.



    



    “I can do this!”



    



    “Just a bit! Just a bit faster!”



    



    The Sugar Men anxiously cheered him on, pacing back and forth, but ultimately, Baek Woo-jin could not go beyond the eighth step and exhausted his challenge time.



    



    ***



    



    “Ugh.”



    



    Monday.



    



    When Baek Woo-jin arrived at the office, worried, he found, just as expected, that he was wrapped in a blanket, groaning in pain.



    



    “Are you okay?”



    



    “No.”



    



    “Have you been to the hospital?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “Why didn’t you rest at home?”



    



    “I have too much to do.”



    



    “Baek Woo-jin!”



    



    Just when he thought about sending him home forcefully, Cha Ji-chan and Joo Ji-seung arrived.



    



    “What are you doing like this? Go rest.”



    



    “I’ll handle it myself.”



    



    “Handle it? Seriously? You need to manage your condition to film next time.”



    



    “The kid looks like he’s dying.”



    



    Joo Ji-seung looked at Baek Woo-jin with concern and asked, "What did the hospital say?"



    



    "I have a cold. So why did they make that ridiculous mission?"



    



    "Do you have any idea how much that costs? They'll fix it up and use it multiple times."



    



    Baek Woo-jin's mouth fell open at Cha Ji-chan's words.



    



    "You want me to do that a few more times?"



    



    "Why? It looks great. The passion for challenging your limits."



    



    Cha Ji-chan seemed to like the way Baek Woo-jin had shown his determination. Even though failure was evident, he believed that the relentless passion of not giving up would inspire both the other Sugar Men and the viewers.



    



    Honestly, I was also moved by the unexpected side of someone who usually lazed around.



    



    "If only you had done just a little more."



    



    "That's the death flag talking."



    



    "What do you mean?"



    



    When Baek Woo-jin asked, I shook my head.



    



    "But are you really going to confess to Ji-hye?"



    



    "Am I crazy?"



    



    Baek Woo-jin replied with a serious expression.



    



    We all thought he liked Lee Ji-hye, so it was surprising.



    



    "What? No way?"



    



    "Then who is it?"



    



    "Shut up! I'm a patient! Get out!"



    



    "From the sound of it, you seem fine."



    



    "Hey, if you're going to confess, do it during filming. That way, more people will see it."



    



    "You think I’m confessing for the ratings?"



    



    "Good things come from good things."



    



    "If it's not Ji-hye, then who?"



    



    Joo Ji-seung seemed genuinely curious about who the confession target was.



    



    "I have someone."



    



    It seemed like he wouldn’t be honest through ordinary means.



    



    "It probably won’t be Ji-hye. He has no interest in her."



    



    "Who says that?"



    



    Scratching his pride got a reaction.



    



    "Isn’t it true? You’ve known her since elementary school, and nothing has happened all this time?"



    



    "She’s just slow! Do you think I like her?"



    



    "So, it really is Ji-hye, right?"



    



    "……."



    



    Baek Woo-jin buried his face in the blanket, looking down.



    



    If he was calling Lee Ji-hye slow, it seemed like he had been trying since he first confessed at the Western restaurant, but it hadn't properly conveyed his feelings.



    



    "So, you’re trying to do it right this time?"



    



    "……Then there won't be any misunderstandings."



    



    Before dating Muk-ji, Baek Woo-jin had said that confessions should be done publicly, but I never thought he meant it seriously.



    



    "But why winning, though? You could just do it."



    



    "She keeps looking down on me! Ah, just get out! Get out!"



    



    Baek Woo-jin yelled so much that he had no choice but to step outside.
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    "Do you think he's serious?"



    



    At Joo Ji-seung's words, Cha Ji-chan and I nodded in agreement.



    



    It was strange how obsessively Baek Woo-jin was focused on winning; it seemed like the prize money was just an excuse, and he actually wanted to show something to Lee Ji-hye.



    



    "As long as he works hard, that's enough."



    



    What we were most worried about was how Baek Woo-jin’s victory would be perceived by the viewers. If he won while being lazy and scheming like usual, it would go against the spirit of the Sugar Man project and would likely lead to poor ratings.



    



    Above all, it would also generate criticism directed at Baek Woo-jin personally, which concerned us. However, after observing him for the past month, I felt we didn't have to worry too much.



    



    "I’m worried about the confession, though."



    



    "That's actually a good thing."



    



    Cha Ji-chan brought up something I had heard before. He seemed to think that Baek Woo-jin's confession would be beneficial for the Sugar Man project.



    



    "Anyway, I'm off."



    



    "Busy? Let's have a cup of tea."



    



    "I have some things to wrap up before filming."



    



    "Okay."



    



    After saying goodbye to the two, I headed to my office. I had a lunch shoot for the rice bowl program scheduled, so I needed to handle the backlog of work before that.



    



    "Let’s see."



    



    The most urgent task was the responses I had been putting off. I had received various proposals while working on multiple ads, and just reading through them would take a significant amount of time.



    



    "Hmm."



    



    The first proposal that caught my eye was for an overseas food program being produced by NBC.



    



    I would be the only host, and the premise involved traveling to find undiscovered restaurants, which was a pretty typical setup.



    



    For this kind of show, the fun really depended on how well I could articulate my thoughts, so it felt a bit daunting.



    



    A polite knock interrupted my thoughts.



    



    "Yes?"



    



    I looked up to see Muk-ji entering the room.



    



    It seemed she had come to check in since she had mentioned she would provide an answer today.



    



    "Are you still reviewing it?"



    



    "Yes. What do you think about this food show?"



    



    "Solo hosting programs have high risks, but the returns can be high as well. I think Chan-yong can handle it excellently."



    



    "There are so many food shows already. I’m not sure if I can manage it alone, especially with the rice bowl program in progress."



    



    "It’s scheduled for the fourth quarter. The rice bowl program will end in the third quarter, so you don’t have to worry about that."



    



    The second season of the rice bowl program was wrapping up soon.



    



    If I took a month off and then started a new food show, it didn't seem like it would be a big problem.



    



    "I’ve never been abroad, so I’m a bit worried."



    



    "You’ll get used to it."



    



    "Hmm."



    



    "I thought you would enjoy the chance to try various cuisines."



    



    "I want to refuse, but that’s what’s making me hesitate. I’ve tried just about every type of food, so I want to experience foreign dishes too."



    



    "Want to?"



    



    "I’m just not sure if I can do well."



    



    "You can do it."



    



    Muk-ji's words were always reassuring.



    



    Even without any basis, I felt like it would somehow work out.



    



    "I'll give it a try."



    



    "Good decision."



    



    I opened the next proposal.



    



    "A drama?"



    



    "It's a role of someone who was overweight and successfully lost weight. It seems they suggested it based on your image."



    



    "Even if the image fits, I’m not confident in my acting."



    



    "I’ve heard it’s a project with significant investment from WTV. Even if it’s not a big role, it will help broaden your future opportunities."



    



    "It’s good that it’s not a big role, but I feel like I might cause trouble."



    



    Muk-ji waited patiently for my decision.



    



    "I'll decline this one."



    



    "Understood."



    



    I then accepted proposals for a sportswear commercial and a convenience store lunch box ad.



    



    Both products were receiving good reviews, so advertising them would likely enhance my image.



    



    "Oh."



    



    The verbal proposal I received from Editor Lee Chang-soo at WK Books last time had been documented.



    



    "Hmm."



    



    Since I was unable to make a decision, Muk-ji approached me.



    



    “If it feels burdensome, you don’t have to do it.”



    



    “But you said it would be good to write as a way to organize my thoughts.”



    



    “That’s right.”



    



    “I feel like this experience wouldn’t be bad since I’ve been so busy lately. But I’m struggling because I’m not good at writing.”



    



    “Just write down what comes to mind. Since you’re good at speaking, your writing will flow smoothly.”



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    “Genuine writing resonates more than complicated writing.”



    



    While she didn’t discourage me from rejecting the drama, she genuinely encouraged me regarding the essay. It seemed that Muk-ji had a good habit of keeping a diary to sort out her thoughts and feelings.



    



    “Okay. I’ll give it a try.”



    



    “Good choice.”



    



    “But please let them know that I can’t promise when I’ll submit the draft. Other work comes first.”



    



    “Understood.”



    



    I flipped to the next document.



    



    “A documentary?”



    



    The last proposal contained details about participating in a documentary.



    



    “It’s about modern people and obesity. It aims to analyze sociologically why the population of obese individuals is increasing, why dieting is difficult, and how one can succeed in losing weight academically.”



    



    It was a documentary produced by KBS, and I thought it could be of great help to people who share the same concerns as I do.



    



    “I should do this.”



    



    “Understood.”



    



    Muk-ji sorted through the proposals and gathered them.



    



    “Is the rice bowl shoot this afternoon?”



    



    “Yes. I’m glad it’s in Seoul. It should wrap up quickly.”



    



    “Got it.”



    



    “I’ll see you at home.”



    



    As I stood up to kiss her, Muk-ji playfully blocked my face with the proposal.



    



    “It’s work.”



    



    It was my office, and there were only the two of us, but she was being overly cautious.



    



    “By the way, how’s Team Leader Ji-hye?”



    



    “I haven’t seen her today.”



    



    Since the two had been getting along quite well, I asked, but it seemed they hadn’t yet opened up to each other completely.



    



    “Is something going on with Team Leader Lee Ji-hye?”



    



    “Didn’t you hear? Woo-jin declared his public confession.”



    



    “What does Baek Woo-jin’s public confession have to do with Lee Ji-hye?”



    



    “Because Woo-jin likes Ji-hye.”



    



    Muk-ji’s eyes widened in surprise.



    



    “Did you not know?”



    



    “I thought it was one-sided on Lee Ji-hye’s part.”



    



    This time, I couldn’t help but widen my eyes in shock.



    



    “Really? So Ji-hye likes Woo-jin too?”



    



    “She denies it, but she gives off that vibe.”



    



    “If they both like each other, how could nothing happen in over 20 years?”



    



    “It seems like Team Leader Ji-hye wasn’t even aware that she liked Baek Woo-jin.”



    



    In that case, Woo-jin was slightly ahead in that aspect.



    



    Or perhaps the reason he was trying to confess so dramatically was because of Ji-hye’s obliviousness.



    



    Since vague expressions of feelings wouldn’t register with her, he likely wanted to make a public declaration to drive the point home.



    



    “That makes sense.”



    



    Muk-ji tilted her head in confusion.



    



    “I was wondering why Woo-jin was acting like that. No matter how I thought about it, it didn’t seem like it was just for the prize money. It was odd that someone who lived freely even after being diagnosed with diabetes suddenly decided to participate in the Sugar Man project.”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    Muk-ji gasped as if something came to her mind.



    



    “It must have been about two months ago. In the break room, Team Leader Ji-hye expressed concern about Baek Woo-jin’s health. When I went outside, I saw him walking weakly.”



    



    “What did she say?”



    



    “He worried about complications. When I bragged that Chan-yong was managing his health diligently, Baek Woo-jin said he should follow Chan-yong’s example.”



    



    “...So he heard that?”



    



    “It seems so. Now that I remember, that day was the deadline for Sugar Man applications. Baek Woo-jin applied on the same day.”



    



    “That’s right. So, he must have wanted to impress Team Leader Ji-hye.”



    



    All my doubts solidified into certainty.



    



    “Anyway, it seems like both of them have feelings for each other, but something got tangled. It looks like Woo-jin misinterpreted Ji-hye’s concern. Oh.”



    



    “Is there something else?”



    



    “A few days ago, he asked me something strange. He wondered if someone with diabetes would be disliked if they confessed.”



    



    “I would have liked it.”



    



    I felt so grateful and affectionate that I attempted to kiss her again, only to be blocked by a stack of documents.



    



    “I wondered why he asked that suddenly; it seems he overheard our conversation. No wonder he’s working so hard.”



    



    “Regardless of the circumstances, he’s now managing his blood sugar, so that’s a good thing for Baek Woo-jin.”



    



    “Right.”



    



    The power of love is great.



    



    ***



    



    After pushing his older brothers away due to feeling unwell from overexertion over the weekend, Baek Woo-jin searched for medicine.



    



    Worried about whether he could manage today’s rice bowl shoot, he was looking into the guest for the cultural program when the office door swung open roughly.



    



    It was Lee Ji-hye.



    



    She strode over to Baek Woo-jin and tossed the documents onto his desk.



    



    “What’s this?”



    



    “You’ll know when you see it.”



    



    Under her intense gaze, Baek Woo-jin lowered his eyes.



    



    It was the script summarizing the content that would be covered on Woo-jinius this week.



    



    “Oh, thanks.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin lifted his head again.



    



    Ji-hye was glaring at him with a fierce expression, and he felt completely bewildered.



    



    “What’s wrong?”



    



    “What do you mean?”



    



    “Why do you look so furious?”



    



    “You can tell I’m angry?”



    



    “Then why are you so mad?”



    



    “Isn’t it obvious?”



    



    “If you don’t know, who does?”



    



    Ji-hye’s lips twitched.



    



    It was clear from the start that this wasn’t a mood that could be easily brushed off.



    



    “Oh, what! What is it?”



    



    “I heard rumors at the company.”



    



    “What rumors?”



    



    “You’re going to confess after winning.”



    



    “......”



    



    Baek Woo-jin rolled his eyes.



    



    It seemed she was upset about his public confession, but he couldn’t figure out what exactly was bothering her.



    



    Was the problem with the word “public” or the word “confession”? After thinking it over, Baek Woo-jin decided it was the “confession” that bothered her.



    



    “So?”



    



    “Are you out of your mind? You have Woo-jinius, Sugar Man, and soon a documentary at JH. Is this really the time for dating?”



    



    “What does being busy have to do with it? Chan-yong is doing it!”



    



    “Director Chan-yong is different!”



    



    “What’s different?”



    



    Ji-hye briefly averted her gaze.



    



    “He manages himself well while also doing his job!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin felt a surge of anger.



    



    After working harder than ever over the past month because of Ji-hye’s words, he had even more reason to be frustrated.



    



    “I’m managing too! I’m doing it! I’m doing really well!”



    



    “So, will he accept it?”



    



    “What?



    



    “He said if he loses weight and brings home the prize money, he’ll accept the confession?”



    



    As Ji-hye’s voice trembled, Baek Woo-jin felt flustered.



    



    “What are you talking about?”



    



    Ji-hye said nothing and huffed, turning away.



    



    “Hey.”



    



    When Baek Woo-jin grabbed her hand to turn her back around, Ji-hye punched him in the solar plexus.



    



    “Oof.”



    



    “You jerk.”
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“Thank you for your hard work!”





The filming for Baekbanttara was wrapped up.





Since it was shot in Seoul, it ended early for a change, but I couldn't shake the feeling that Baek Woo-jin was preoccupied.





“What’s going on with you?”





“……”





With a sulky expression, Baek Woo-jin turned around and spoke to the owner of the chicken restaurant where we were filming that evening.





“Please pack one fried and one soy sauce chicken.”





“Is it for your staff?”





Ju Ji-seung asked.





“I’m going to eat it myself.”





“What are you going to do after that?”





As Cha Ji-chan pointed out, Baek Woo-jin had already had a proper lunch and dinner today.





He had worked hard, so I thought he was treating today as a cheat day, but ordering two chickens for a late-night snack was crossing the line.





“I’m going to eat it.”





“If you keep that up, you won’t win.”





“Yeah, Woo-jin. You’ve done well so far. Just hold on a little longer.”





“Should I cancel the order?”





“No, please give it to me.”





He went ahead and paid for it.





“What’s wrong with you? Huh?”





Even when I kept asking, he just clamped his mouth shut and said nothing.





“Hey! If you don’t do it right, the program won’t survive. Are you out of your mind? Don’t you want to win?”





“Ah! I don’t know!”





When Cha Ji-chan pressed him, Baek Woo-jin finally exploded.





“What does winning even matter! What!”





He had been saying he would win and confess this morning, but now his attitude had completely changed.





There must be a reason behind it.





“Did something happen with Ji-hye?”





When I asked, Baek Woo-jin pouted his lips.





Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan seemed to catch on, exchanging glances and looking around.





Thinking no one had heard, I grabbed the chicken I ordered and took him to the car.





“I knew you would cause some trouble. What is it?”





Cha Ji-chan pressed him.





“What did I do?”





“What did you do this time?”





“I didn’t do anything!”





Having played the bad cop, it was time for the good cop to step in.





“Come on, who else can you talk to about stuff like this besides us?”





“……Ugh.”





After a moment of silence, Baek Woo-jin began to shed tears like a baby chick.





We were all taken aback.





Though he was the most emotional of us, he had rarely shown tears except in situations like watching a touching movie or when saying goodbye to kids he met on the way to the sky, or when proposing a nationwide Secret Santa.





‘……Was he always this much of a crybaby?’





Looking back, he had cried quite a bit.





“Hey, hey.”





Cha Ji-chan, flustered, didn’t know what to do and began to fidget, while Ju Ji-seung handed him tissues.





“Ugh. Sniff. Sigh! Ugh.”





“Did you get dumped?”





“Wahhhh!”





“What a loser.”





“Why are you making fun of a crying person!”





“Boohoo.”





No matter how much I thought about it, it sounded like he had been dumped, and when I asked, Cha Ji-chan and Ju Ji-seung scolded me.





Baek Woo-jin clung to Ju Ji-seung and wept.





‘This is strange.’





From the way he looked, it really seemed like he had been dumped, but according to what Muk Eun-ji had told me this morning, Ji-hye also had feelings for Baek Woo-jin.





The fact that nothing had happened between them for over 20 years was curious enough, but it made me wonder how two people who had feelings for each other could still be in this situation.





“What do you have to do to get dumped?”





“Wahhhh!”





“Hey, damn it.”





“Aren’t you going to stop crying?”





Cha Ji-chan and Ju Ji-seung scolded him again.





We needed to find out what happened to resolve this, but in this state, we were stuck.





“Hold on. You’re just crying because the older brothers are coddling you like a toddler. Stop it.”





“…….”





Maybe because of all the crying, he seemed to regain some dignity.





Baek Woo-jin fell silent.





“You were fine just this morning. What happened with Ji-hye?”





He only glared at me without answering.





“You have to speak up for us to help you.”





“I’m not going to get help from someone who knows less about dating than I do.”





“That’s not true.”





“Cha-n-young is better than you.”





Even Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan, who had been defending him, denied it, causing Baek Woo-jin to look around nervously before finally speaking.





“She came in while I was working and started yelling at me out of nowhere.”





“Ji-hye?”





Cha Ji-chan asked.





“Yeah. When I asked what was wrong, she said she didn’t know. If she’s angry, shouldn’t she at least know why?”





It seemed that both of them needed to learn how to communicate better.





“So I kept asking, and she said rumors were going around the office that I was going to confess after winning.”





“Ah.”





This was it.





He had been saying for a long time that confessions should be done publicly, but it must have felt burdensome when it came to Ji-hye.





Ju Ji-seung and Cha Ji-chan shared the same realization, looking at him sympathetically with furrowed brows.





“But.”





Baek Woo-jin’s expression turned gloomy again.





“She said, ‘Is now really the time to be dating?’”





This time, I was genuinely at a loss for words.





I never would have guessed that the issue was with the “confession” and not the “public” aspect of it.





‘This is strange.’





Muk Eun-ji had said that Ji-hye had feelings for Baek Woo-jin.





‘Or maybe not?’





However, upon further reflection, it's also possible that Muk Eun-ji was simply mistaken about the whole thing.





“So when I asked why he couldn't do it when Cha-n-young can, he said he’s different. He compared himself to his brother, saying that Cha-n-young manages himself well and does his job right while he doesn’t.”





Was this the reason he had been oddly hostile toward me today, or rather recently?





“And then he hit me and ran away. He called me a bad person. That little miscreant.”





“……”





It seemed like this wasn't going to be resolved easily.












“I can’t believe you’d do this to me!”





Ji-hye said, putting her beer glass down, her voice quivering with emotion.





“Back in elementary school, I stopped you from being bullied for showing off. In middle school, I wanted to start a newspaper club but had no friends, so I asked you to join. Do you know how much I helped that guy out?”





Muk Eun-ji sat upright, and Song No-eul held Ji-hye’s hand tightly while listening to her story.





“When he went to the army, I was the only one who went to see him off. I visited him every month! When he came back to school and argued with the professor saying he was right, and got a B, I stopped him from trying to break in and demand a better grade. He was scared to do his part-time job alone, so I went with him for the interview, but I was the only one who got hired and worked while he just sat around!”





Muk Eun-ji tilted her head in confusion.





“I brought a lazy guy who had no intention of getting a job and turned him into a YouTuber, and we got this far. At first, I was supporting him with the money I earned from that part-time job that didn’t pay a dime, and now he does this to me!”





“Wow. I never saw Director Baek like that; he really crossed the line,” Ji-hye said, downing her beer.





She wanted to cool off her boiling sense of betrayal, even if just a little, with the cold beer.





But as the betrayal cooled down, sadness took its place.





“Have you talked to him?”





Writer Song No-eul asked.





“I went to see him today, and when I said everyone knew about the rumors, he pretended not to know what I was talking about.”





“Oh my. Oh my. And then?”





“When I said he should know about it, he was like, ‘So what?’”





“Wow!”





“Isn’t that just too much?”





“It’s too much! How could he do that to the team leader?”





“Exactly!”





“How did it end?”





“I was so upset that I felt like I had to say something, but my pride got in the way.”





“I get it. I get it.”





“I said it in a roundabout way, asking if it was really the right time to date with all the work he has to do. I told him it’s tough enough to manage blood sugar while working, and what is he thinking? But…”





“But?”





“He said he’d do it anyway. He’s determined to go through with it. Waaaah.”





“Oh dear.”





Song No-eul moved closer to Ji-hye and wrapped her arm around her shoulders, comforting her.





“I have a question,”





Muk Eun-ji, who had been observing the situation, finally spoke up.





“Does Ji-hye team leader like Director Baek Woo-jin?”





“Of course! It’s true love! There’s no love like this! Since we were 13, right? 21 years? 22 years? How many years has it been? Just look at Ji-hye’s age!”





“Don’t count.”





“Oh.”





Song No-eul hesitated for a moment before putting some snacks into Ji-hye's mouth.





“Then I don’t understand. Why would Director Baek Woo-jin’s public confession make Ji-hye team leader sad?”





Ji-hye and Song No-eul looked at Muk Eun-ji strangely.





While they often found her to be peculiar, it was hard to believe she couldn’t grasp this situation.





On the other hand, Muk Eun-ji simply could not understand what was wrong when both Baek Woo-jin and Ji-hye had feelings for each other.





“Oh.”





The thought of a public confession popped into Muk Eun-ji’s mind.





She hadn’t considered the pressure that came with being publicly confessed to on a show watched by the entire nation.





“I understand.”





When Muk Eun-ji finally grasped it, Ji-hye and Song No-eul sighed in relief.





“But that must be really distressing.”





“Ugh. I’m having all sorts of thoughts. What rumors might spread at work? What might my friends say? I can’t even show my face around.”





After hearing Song No-eul’s words, Muk Eun-ji tilted her head, eventually coming to a realization.





The impact of the “Sugar Man Project” that would be released on Netflix was expected to be significant.





If a confession were to happen on such a platform, there might be people recognizing her on the street. While Baek Woo-jin was accustomed to that environment as a public figure, Ji-hye would naturally feel the pressure.





“I really want to cut ties with him.”





“……But you still like him.”





“I told you I don’t!”





“Really?”





Ji-hye pouted and shook her head slowly.





Song No-eul hugged her.





“If Director Baek Woo-jin doesn’t do a public confession, will that be okay?”





Muk Eun-ji asked.





“What good would that do now? Director Baek’s feelings won’t change.”





“Shouldn’t they stay the same?”





Ji-hye and Song No-eul were left speechless.





A shocked Ji-hye leaned over the table, while Song No-eul looked furious.





“Team leader, that’s too much! How can you say something like that when your 22-year crush likes someone else? That’s hurtful!”





“Does Director Baek Woo-jin have someone he likes?”





“……What?”





Their conversation wasn’t progressing because they couldn’t understand each other.





“Wait. Team leader, do you know who Director Baek likes?”





“Isn’t it Ji-hye team leader?”





Ji-hye, who had been leaning over, sat up.





“Oh come on. That’s not true.”





“……”





“Seriously, nothing happened. How long have I spent with him? There were no signs at all.”





“Director Baek Woo-jin heard our conversation.”





“Our conversation?”





“The talk we had while eating ramen in the break room was overheard by Director Baek, and he submitted an application for the Sugar Man that same day.”





“Why?”





“Because he was worried about Ji-hye team leader.”





“Me? What about me?”





“He thinks you don’t see him as a potential partner and decided he would definitely win and confess.”





Ji-hye furrowed her brow.





As Song No-eul began to grasp the situation, her eyes widened in surprise, and she started bouncing in her seat.





“I found this out while talking with Chan-young.”





Once Muk Eun-ji finished speaking, Ji-hye rolled her eyes, her expression growing increasingly confused.





“No, there hasn’t been anything like that until now. Huh?”





“Looks like he’s finally going to do it!”





“Re. Really? No. I don’t want to believe it. There’s no way he would do that. If he did, he would have done it a long time ago.”





“There’s a possibility that he started to like you but then developed feelings of dislike after getting punched in the gut this morning.”





“Ugh!”
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    The next day.



    



    As Ji-hye entered the office, she felt relieved to find Baek Woo-jin's office empty.



    



    Even though she thought what Muk Eun-ji told her couldn’t possibly be true, it had been on her mind all night.



    



    Caught between hope and doubt, Ji-hye couldn’t figure out what she really wanted.



    



    ‘Since when?’



    



    ‘But why hasn’t he said anything until now? Not even once.’



    



    ‘Right. That can’t be true. It doesn’t make sense.’



    



    It was hard to believe that Baek Woo-jin even had feelings for someone.



    



    Since elementary school, he had never shown interest in anyone, let alone been in a relationship.



    



    With a mix of curiosity and youthful innocence, she had tried to express her feelings a few times, but each time he had no reaction. There was even a time when she wondered if he might be asexual.



    



    However, Muk Eun-ji and Ban-chan were not the types to speak without reason.



    



    Furthermore, Baek Woo-jin's sudden change from a glum demeanor after being told he wasn’t managing his health to applying for the Sugar Man Project seemed very much in line with his character.



    



    ‘Ah. What is going on, Baek Woo-jin? Is it for real?’



    



    Back at her desk, Ji-hye continued to ruminate over her thoughts without even putting down her bag.



    



    “Hello.”



    



    “Hi.”



    



    It was Baek Woo-jin's voice.



    



    As she turned her gaze, she saw him entering the office in a suit for the first time in a while.



    



    Perhaps due to his recent diet and consistent exercise, it seemed like he had lost some weight in his face.



    



    The familiar chubby cheeks had disappeared, revealing glimpses of his old face.



    



    ‘That’s right. He used to look like that.’



    



    “Meh.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin stuck out his tongue while making a face.



    



    “……Huh?”



    



    Taken aback by his unexpected behavior, Ji-hye was momentarily speechless as he walked into his office.



    



    “Ha.”



    



    She was dumbfounded.



    



    He had kept her up all night, and yet, he greeted her by sticking out his tongue? Her head was spinning.



    



    Ji-hye suddenly stood up and barged into Baek Woo-jin's office.



    



    “Whoa!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin turned around, startled.



    



    Ji-hye crossed her arms to protect her midsection and sighed at the terrified look on Baek Woo-jin’s face.



    



    “I’m not going to hit you, so let’s talk.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin glared at her but didn’t relax his guard.



    



    “Come sit.”



    



    Although Ji-hye took a seat on the central sofa in the office, Baek Woo-jin remained behind his desk.



    



    “What are you doing?”



    



    “Just talk from there.”



    



    Another sigh escaped her.



    



    “Fine.”



    



    But now swept up in her emotions, Ji-hye wasn’t sure how to begin.



    



    They sat in silence, merely passing the time.



    



    “……What is it?”



    



    “Wait a second.”



    



    “I’m busy.”



    



    His comment about being busy made Ji-hye firm in her resolve.



    



    She couldn’t spend another night tossing and turning, and more than anything, she felt she could no longer postpone her 20-plus-year-long unrequited love.



    



    “Are you really going to confess if you win?”



    



    Ji-hye’s hand slammed down on the desk, causing Baek Woo-jin to shrink back as he collected his thoughts and exhaled deeply.



    



    “No.”



    



    “Right. No? Huh?”



    



    “Huh?”



    



    “You’re not going to?”



    



    “Yeah. I’m not.”



    



    “Why!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin froze at Ji-hye's outburst.



    



    “Why not! Why!”



    



    “No.”



    



    “Why!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin, feeling pushed to the brink, began to get a little stubborn.



    



    “Why do you keep making things difficult for me? What’s the problem? Yesterday you said you’d confess, but then you hit me! What’s it today? You’re saying you won’t! You don’t want to! You told me not to!”



    



    This time, Ji-hye was at a loss for words.



    



    Yesterday, she had thought there was someone else in Baek Woo-jin’s life, but through Muk Eun-ji, she had come to infer some of his feelings.



    



    To explain why her feelings had changed in just one day, she would have to express her own feelings.



    



    But she couldn’t bring herself to say anything.



    



    “That...”



    



    “What?”



    



    “Are you giving up just because of that?”



    



    Ji-hye raised her voice instead.



    



    “If you’re going to give up just because you got hit once, then it means you weren’t serious at all.”



    



    Her words came from her uncertainty about whether Baek Woo-jin really liked her after all these years of unrequited love.



    



    Ji-hye wanted to believe that he truly loved her, but she also feared that he might have feelings for someone else. If that were the case, everything they had built up until now could come crashing down.



    



    The mixture of desperation and fear made her heart feel like it was going to burst, and she was slowly becoming defensive and less honest in her approach.



    



    And this behavior only hurt Baek Woo-jin more.



    



    His face twisted in frustration.



    



    “Have you said everything you wanted to?”



    



    The fact that she was not only dismissing him but also denying feelings he had kept for a long time was something he couldn’t forgive, no matter who she was.



    



    Baek Woo-jin stood up from his seat.



    



    “What do you know?”



    



    “......”



    



    “Is it really so wrong to want to look good? To want to seem cool?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin took a step closer to Ji-hye.



    



    “Yeah. It might look silly to you. Like when I asked if they could lower the price for a 5,000 won katsu.”



    



    That was from when they were in sixth grade.



    



    It had been a very joyful and happy day for Ji-hye.



    



    “When I saw you with the chocolate, I talked about how Valentine’s Day came to be!”



    



    That had been in the second year of middle school.



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who always walked home with her, explained the origins of Valentine’s Day as he looked at the chocolates he had shared with his friends, even though he never asked.



    



    Ji-hye knew he hadn’t received pocket money, so she didn’t think much of it.



    



    In fact, he had even suggested sharing the treats he received, and she still vividly remembered how he, who loved sweets, had refused chocolate that day.



    



    “Everyone was holding bouquets and perfumes, but I couldn’t buy perfume and didn’t even have 10,000 won for pasta, so I ran away! But that rose cost me a week’s worth of meals!”



    



    It was on the day of their coming-of-age celebration.



    



    Baek Woo-jin had suddenly appeared, giving her 20 roses while she was out having fun with friends, and he still made Ji-hye's heart flutter.



    



    Although he didn’t buy her perfume, just giving her flowers and running away made for a beautiful memory that remained with her.



    



    The thought that he had given her flowers because he was broke made her heart ache.



    



    “I see.”



    



    Ji-hye’s voice trembled.



    



    Looking back, she realized how much love she had received.



    



    No matter where she searched in her memories, he had always been there.



    



    When they were younger, those gestures had only made her excited, but reflecting on them now, she understood that all those feelings were the love he had sent her.



    



    Why hadn’t she realized it sooner?



    



    Ji-hye lifted her head and met Baek Woo-jin’s gaze.



    



    “Then why didn’t you say anything when I confessed?”



    



    “...Huh?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin looked confused.



    



    “When I was making the Woojinious.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin desperately searched his memory.



    



    It was a weekend when he was bumming around, not preparing for a job.



    



    He had been holed up in a goshiwon, reading papers about the tesseract from the movie Interstellar, when Ji-hye, lying on the bed and reading a comic, suddenly spoke up.



    



    “Is that fun?”



    



    “Is that fun for you?”



    



    “I’m serious. Are you going to keep living like this?”



    



    “...”



    



    “Get out a bit. Get a job. Meet people. I don’t know if it’s possible, but maybe even date.”



    



    “I’m not interested.”



    



    “...Sigh. Fine. I’ll have to take care of you myself.”



    



    “What are you talking about?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s eyes widened.



    



    “What kind of confession is that?”



    



    “What?”



    



    “I love you! I like you! That’s a confession! Not 'take care of me'! Am I a stray cat?”



    



    “Come on! How could I say something like that? As long as the meaning gets across, that’s enough!”



    



    “Don’t be ridiculous!”



    



    “Then! What were you planning to do?”



    



    “Huh?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin was caught off guard.



    



    “How well were you going to do? Go ahead! I’ll listen!”



    



    Taking control of the conversation, Ji-hye raised her chin confidently.



    



    “Um, first I’ll win.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin, glancing at Ji-hye, started to stumble over his words.



    



    “Then, um, flowers and perfume.”



    



    “Skip the perfume. I don’t use it.”



    



    “...Rings and.”



    



    “Hmm?”



    



    “Dress nicely. Play Chopin's Nocturne No. 2. Ch, ch, ch.”



    



    “See! You can’t say anything either!”



    



    “Wait!”



    



    Ji-hye swallowed hard.



    



    It was a strange exchange, but she felt that Baek Woo-jin might actually say he liked her at that moment.



    



    Her heart was swelling, as if it would burst.



    



    “No, not here.”



    



    “What do you mean, ‘not here’?”



    



    “I need to win first.”



    



    “What does that have to do with anything?”



    



    “Then it’ll be cool.”



    



    Ji-hye was frustrated to the point of madness.



    



    She couldn’t understand Baek Woo-jin’s strange thought that he could only confess after winning.



    



    “Then, if you don’t win, you won’t do it?”



    



    “There’ll be other chances.”



    



    “When!”



    



    Ji-hye shouted loudly.



    



    Baek Woo-jin was startled and nearly stumbled backward.



    



    “When’s the next time? How long do you expect me to wait?”



    



    “What does it matter when someone else does it?”



    



    “Is this someone else's business?”



    



    “I need to prepare myself mentally!”



    



    “I like you!”



    



    Ji-hye yelled.



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s pupils dilated in surprise.



    



    Ji-hye also couldn’t believe her own actions.



    



    “...”



    



    “Idiot! Say something!”



    



    “Wait a second. Let me play some music.”



    



    As Baek Woo-jin was about to play Chopin’s Nocturne No. 2 as planned, Ji-hye grabbed him by the collar.



    



    Before their lips could touch, their foreheads collided strongly.



    



    “Ow!”



    



    “Ow!”



    



    “What are you doing?”



    



    “Hah, hah hah ha!”



    



    They burst into laughter in disbelief.



    



    Ji-hye, who had mustered up the courage, never imagined it would end with a headbutt, and she started to laugh loudly.



    



    Watching her, Baek Woo-jin found himself laughing as well.



    



    ***



    



    The instant tteokbokki bubbled and boiled.



    



    Baek Woo-jin plated the well-cooked ramen and fish cakes. The savory aroma of tteokbokki mixed with sesame oil tantalized his taste buds.



    



    Having strictly adhered to his diet, he savored a piece of tteok and a fish cake.



    



    “Are you not eating?”



    



    As Baek Woo-jin indulged in the tteokbokki, he suddenly looked up.



    



    Ji-hye was staring blankly at the tteokbokki.



    



    “Why did you choose tteokbokki?”



    



    “...When I go on a date, it’s tteokbokki.”



    



    “Sigh. Right. What else could I expect from you?”



    



    Ji-hye shook her head and picked up the ladle, scooping up a generous serving of tteok and fish cake along with the broth.



    



    Tteokbokki for a first date—while it was absurd, it also felt quintessentially Baek Woo-jin. But once he tasted it, he was satisfied.



    



    “It’s delicious.”



    



    “It is.”



    



    “See?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin grinned.



    



    “You like tteokbokki.”



    



    “Me? Well, not that much.”



    



    “Nope. You love tteokbokki.”



    



    “What are you talking about?”



    



    Ji-hye found Baek Woo-jin’s attitude strange, but she brushed it off and focused on her meal.



    



    After a long time, she realized just how delicious instant tteokbokki could be.



    



    “Hmm, let’s fry some rice later.”



    



    The moment she casually suggested frying rice, a memory flickered in Ji-hye’s mind.



    



    “Will this really work?”



    



    “What do you mean?”



    



    “...”



    



    “What’s wrong with tteokbokki? I think it’s the best in the world.”



    



    “Really?”



    



    “Yeah. It’s delicious when you’re feeling good, it’s delicious when you’re feeling bad. It’s tasty even when you’re not thinking about anything. You can eat tteokbokki anytime, and it’s still great.”



    



    “Even on your birthday?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “Even on Christmas?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “Even when you’re on a date?”



    



    “Oh, stop asking. I like it. Tteokbokki is all I need. Nothing else matters. It’s always tteokbokki.”



    



    “...How much do you like it?”



    



    “Hehe. Let’s fry some rice.”



    



    It was her 16th birthday.



    



    “Could it be?”



    



    She wondered if he still remembered what he had said back then.



    



    “Excuse me, could we have one fried rice, please?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who had ordered fried rice, turned his head. The moment their eyes met and he smiled, a grin appeared on Ji-hye’s face.



    



    “Who’s going to stick just one on their nose? Make it two, please!”



    



    ***



    



    The premiere date for the Sugar Man project was approaching.



    



    A total of 12 episodes would be released, three episodes each week for a final total of four weeks. Baek Woo-jin, along with famous participants like actor Ko Il-kyu, had been appearing on various entertainment shows to promote the program even before its release.



    



    Participants, including YouTubers and office workers, were actively promoting it through their personal social media and communities.



    



    There was no need to mention myself, Ju Ji-seung, and Cha Ji-chan.



    



    “Ugh. This is driving me crazy.”



    



    “Has the reaction come in yet?”



    



    “It’s starting to come in slowly. We need to keep watching.”



    



    Though some of the production costs were funded by Netflix, the fate of Sugar Man Entertainment depended on the success of the Sugar Man project.



    



    If the project succeeded, they would continue to find investors.



    



    If not, they would have to prepare everything themselves.



    



    Performance and image were essential for sustaining the business.



    



    As everyone anxiously awaited,



    



    Choi Mi-kael walked into the meeting room.



    



    “Aren’t you all going home?”



    



    “...”



    



    The main PD of the Sugar Man project entered casually, creating cognitive dissonance.



    



    “What’s going on? Why are you so calm?”



    



    “Ugh. Does worrying change anything?”



    



    “Isn’t there any news on the results?”



    



    “Have you not contacted Netflix?”



    



    “Why would I? The rankings will come out in due time.”



    



    “Ugh, this is so frustrating!”



    



    “I’ll reach out.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin took out his smartphone, and Choi Mi-kael leaned over to show him a text message.



    



    {The viewing time trends are looking good.}



    



    {I’m looking forward to it.}



    



    Hearing that the viewing time was trending positively meant that those who had watched the videos were continuing to engage with them.



    



    Since it came from a Netflix employee who had been reviewing internal data consistently, it was credible.



    



    Baek Woo-jin clenched his fist in determination.

  
    Curvy Paths (3)



    



    “Netflix ranked third worldwide, with a cumulative viewing time of 62,500,000 hours. We have the four creators of the sweet and confident Sugar Man project with us. Hello!”



    



    Famous host Lee Ji-seok greeted Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, Baek Woo-jin, and me.



    



    “Please introduce yourselves.”



    



    “Yes. Hello, I am Cha Ji-chan from Sugar Man Entertainment, the creators of the Sugar Man project.”



    



    “I’m Ju Ji-seung, who participated in the project.”



    



    “I’m Ban Chan-yong, the mental coach from the Sugar Man project.”



    



    “I’m the champion, Baek Woo-jin!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin exclaimed cheerfully.



    



    “Ah, yes. Congratulations on your victory, Baek Woo-jin.”



    



    “Thank you.”



    



    “But you’ve really lost a lot of weight.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin cupped his cheeks with both hands.



    



    “I’ve tried dieting before, and it’s no easy feat, right?”



    



    “Honestly, it was really tough.”



    



    “Didn’t the older guys torment you in the beginning?”



    



    “Yes!”



    



    When Baek Woo-jin quickly replied with a sense of injustice, host Lee Ji-seok laughed, showing his teeth.



    



    “They gave other people support while throwing heavy bags at me. They only added extra broccoli to my lunchbox. They barely let me eat anything.”



    



    “Heavy bags?”



    



    “Yes! But thinking about it now, that actually helped with blood sugar management. I was an idiot.”



    



    “Hahaha!”



    



    Everyone laughed once more.



    



    “What happened there?”



    



    Lee Ji-seok asked me.



    



    “I just thought about how to make it.”



    



    People laughed again, thinking I was joking.



    



    “Cha Ji-chan, you were the mental coach, right?”



    



    “Yes. My role was to help the participants do their best until the end.”



    



    “Don’t sugarcoat it! What are you, a Nazi propagandist?”



    



    “Propaganda! Propaganda!”



    



    “Propaganda! Hahaha!”



    



    Ju Ji-seung mumbled something that made Lee Ji-seok burst out laughing.



    



    “So why did you say that?”



    



    “Actually, motivating people isn’t easy. Unless there’s a triggering event, it’s hard to change.”



    



    “That’s true.”



    



    “In my experience, negative emotions, like wanting to trample on someone else, motivate people more easily than the positive feeling of wanting to become a better person.”



    



    “See?”



    



    Lee Ji-seok grinned broadly.



    



    “Woo-jin played that role well. He worked so hard that other participants seemed to draw motivation from him and push themselves.”



    



    “Speaking of which, Cha Ji-chan, you lost 58 kg, right?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    “Did you have an object of hatred during your diet?”



    



    “The viewers.”



    



    Lee Ji-seok’s jaw dropped.



    



    Cha Ji-chan waved his arms around, indicating that he shouldn’t be on camera, while Baek Woo-jin doubled over in laughter.



    



    “Wow. I can’t wait to show them how much I’ve changed. I’m going to lose weight and build muscle just to make them feel deprived. That’s what I thought.”



    



    “Ha ha ha.”



    



    After laughing for a while, Lee Ji-seok spoke again.



    



    “Having that experience helped you encourage the Sugar Men well.”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    “Wow, everyone here is so entertaining; this isn’t easy.”



    



    Laughter flowed through the filming set again.



    



    With such a good atmosphere, the recording was comfortable.



    



    “Ju Ji-seung, you played a big role too. You managed the diets of around 100 people, right?”



    



    “Yes. At first, it was a bit overwhelming, but here, Cha Ji-chan and the staff helped. Plus, as the number of participants decreased later on, it wasn’t too hard.”



    



    “It’s surprising that the Sugar Men hated you the most.”



    



    “Ah.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung chuckled.



    



    After all the filming ended, we recorded a review video, and when asked which of the three coaches had been the hardest on them, all the Sugar Men chose Ju Ji-seung.



    



    “They thought I could cook well, but they said I made it taste bad. They felt like they were being tortured. What do you think about that?”



    



    Ju Ji-seung licked his lips at Lee Ji-seok’s question.



    



    “Actually, I’m revealing this for the first time, but I had a certain intention behind it.”



    



    “Intention?”



    



    “It was a kind of direction. Since it’s entertainment, we needed reactions, and I thought it would be better to show them struggling and suffering rather than just enjoying healthy food.”



    



    “Wow.”



    



    Lee Ji-seok exclaimed in disbelief, “This is why the production team can’t be trusted. You shouldn’t believe the production team, okay?”



    



    He spoke as if the staff could hear him.



    



    “Bad bald guy.”



    



    “Pfft!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin’s comment made everyone burst into laughter.



    



    Coming from Ju Ji-seung, who had survived the longest and had to eat the unappetizing but healthy food he prepared, it carried a lot of emotion.



    



    “Maybe that’s why it was more successful. I introduced it with some numbers during the opening, but how do you feel?”



    



    Naturally, the floor went back to Cha Ji-chan.



    



    “I’m a bit dazed. So many people have supported us, yes.”



    



    “About recouping the investment.”



    



    “We haven’t settled it yet, so I’m not sure.”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    “We’ve received about half of our investment.”



    



    “Right. Netflix does advance investment.”



    



    “Yes. It’s usually done once before production, once in the middle, and again afterward, but there’s no additional revenue sharing. In our case, we only got half, but we proceeded with an advance release instead of exclusivity, so it’s a bit complicated.”



    



    “Oh, why make it so complicated? We earned about three times that!”



    



    Baek Woo-jin explained succinctly.



    



    “Three times? That’s impressive! Woo-jin, you received 100 million won for winning and an additional 10 million won for being in the final ten, so that must have been quite a nice sum.”



    



    “I bought a car.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin whispered loud enough for everyone to hear, and they laughed once more.



    



    “Wait a minute. I saw an article saying you’re dating someone now? What happened with the public confession?”



    



    “It just happened to come up during filming. Hehe.”



    



    “Ehehehe.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin and Lee Ji-seok laughed at each other.



    



    “Because of that, instead of a public confession, we just publicly dated.”



    



    “Wow. Tell us more details.”



    



    “I’ve known my partner since elementary school, and she’s my YouTube PD now.”



    



    “Your partner?”



    



    “Yes, but—”



    



    Baek Woo-jin hesitated, twisting his body.



    



    “Ah, just looking at Woo-jin’s expression, he seems happy. Speaking of which, Cha Ji-chan, you also have something to celebrate, right?”



    



    “Yes.”



    



    “You’re getting married in October.”



    



    “Yes, that’s right.”



    



    “That’s next month, right? You must be busy with wedding preparations?”



    



    “I’m a bit overwhelmed. I don’t know what’s what, but it’s all in progress.”



    



    “Hahaha. Everyone feels that way. Are you excited at all?”



    



    “I’m super excited. Ji-chan said he’ll give me 10 million won as a wedding gift.”



    



    “When did I say that?”



    



    “Wow. Me too. I want one too.”



    



    “A reminder wedding isn’t included?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin and Ju Ji-seung jumped in, causing Cha Ji-chan to shake his head in disbelief.



    



    “Recently, you’ve been shooting a lot of advertisements and doing Netflix. You’ve also taken care of your health, and now you’re getting married. Isn’t that the life anyone dreams of?”



    



    Lee Ji-seok praised me enthusiastically.



    



    “Right? It’s perfect.”



    



    Cha Ji-chan and Baek Woo-jin poked me from both sides.



    



    It hurt.



    



    “How did you do it? Share your secrets to success.”



    



    “Are you asking me to share my secrets to success in front of Ji-seok?”



    



    To ask me to reveal my success strategies in front of the country’s top celebrity felt more embarrassing than anything.



    



    “Just answer.”



    



    “Ugh, you’re so annoying.”



    



    Baek Woo-jin was particularly funny today.



    



    Once the atmosphere settled down, I brought up the story I had organized while writing an essay.



    



    “In the past, I often thought about wanting to become a YouTuber with a million subscribers and wanting to have a lot of money. I wanted to have enough money to not work and just relax at home.”



    



    “Many people think that.”



    



    “Yes. But when I think about it now, it wasn’t really about wanting money.”



    



    Lee Ji-seok tilted his head.



    



    “It was more about wanting to rest. I didn’t want to feel anxious.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung nodded slowly.



    



    “When your income is low, the future feels uncertain. Working hard every day becomes exhausting. That’s why I wanted to rest and live stably, so I desired money. Without money, you can’t do that.”



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    "But when I actually had money, I didn’t feel like resting at all."



    



    "That's funny. You said you’d take all of October off."



    



    "Hahaha!"



    



    Cha Ji-chan’s jab made everyone laugh.



    



    “I just don’t feel like living a life of leisure like before,” I continued.



    



    “I understand.”



    



    Returning to the main topic, I added, “I want to keep doing things together with these people—like the lunch boxes, the national expedition, and the Secret Santa. I want to help someone. I want to create something like the Sugar Man project. Now that I can live comfortably without working, I find myself wanting to work more. I wondered what the difference is, and I realized that before, I disliked work, but now I enjoy it.”



    



    "Isn't that obvious?"



    



    Lee Ji-seok’s comment made me laugh.



    



    “Right? But I feel like my mindset has changed. Doing what I love with people I enjoy being with changes a person.”



    



    “Ah.”



    



    “It doesn’t make me anxious. Sure, I might feel a little shaken sometimes, but I have my girlfriend and these three here, and the Sugar Man staff backing me up.”



    



    “That’s nice.”



    



    "Thinking about it that way, I realized that what I wanted wasn’t a lot of money. It was about having valuable people, good food, and enjoyable work. I’m not happy just because I have two million subscribers on my YouTube channel; it’s being able to laugh and broadcast with my subscribers that makes me truly happy. So if you’re thinking that becoming rich or passing some exam will make you happy, I suggest you rethink that a bit. The moment you become wealthy doesn’t guarantee happiness. I believe that happiness comes from the process of figuring out how to create good outcomes and how to use the money. I’m not good at studying, so I can’t say if doctors and lawyers are happy or not, but if you only aimed to become a doctor or a lawyer, the joy of passing the exam won’t last long. The real success in life comes from finding happiness in helping sick people or curing difficult illnesses.”



    



    “Ah. This is important. When we talk about dreams, it’s not about what you want to be but rather what you want to do.”



    



    “Yes. That’s exactly it. I think it applies everywhere.”



    



    ***



    



    The Sugar Man project, which once ranked third worldwide on Netflix, quickly faded from the TOP 10 once all episodes were released.



    



    The review videos from the participants uploaded on YouTube also gradually stopped appearing in recommended videos, making way for new content.



    



    Some staff members felt sad that it was forgotten so quickly, but considering the fast-paced consumption of content in today’s age, it was somewhat expected.



    



    Instead, we should celebrate the fact that it performed beyond our expectations, and we need to create new content based on the experience gained from this large project.



    



    “We have additional revenues expected from YouTube, VOD, and re-broadcasts, but we anticipate they won’t have a significant impact. This is the final result.”



    



    During the executive meeting, we received a report on how the Sugar Man project was produced, the detailed expenditure items, and the final outcomes.



    



    The profit was 5.92318 billion won.



    



    It was the first profit reported by Sugar Man Entertainment, which had 107 employees.



    



    Baek Woo-jin, who usually would have been playful, remained silent, but as we exchanged glances, a wave of joy surged up from deep within.



    



    “Today, the results of the Sugar Man project are set to be reported through various media. We can expect an influx of investments for additional content as a result.”



    



    “Awesome! It’s a celebration today!”



    



    Cha Ji-chan jumped up and shouted as he slammed his hand on the table.



    



    “That’s the spirit!”



    



    “Beef! Beef!”

  
    Epilogue



    



    [Achieving 100 Franchise Stores: How Did Night Snacks Grow?] [Night Snacks Maintains 1% Commission Fee] [Recognized as a Good Company for Three Consecutive Years] [Emerging Startup Item] [CEO Ju Ji-seung: "Isn’t this something we’re all doing to succeed together?"]



    



    Night Snacks has achieved 100 franchise stores in just six years since its opening.



    



    The company adopted a model where the fixed commission is set at 1% of store sales, with the headquarters not profiting from advertising and interior costs. Initially, there were many concerns, but eventually, people began to take notice.



    



    In franchise businesses, various fees such as the initial franchise contract fee, royalty, advertising fees, and interior costs are typically required from branches. However, Night Snacks aimed to minimize these costs while focusing heavily on training for branch managers to improve product quality and service standards.



    



    Branch managers also found the training to be valuable as they learned operational know-how and cooking skills, which justified the training fees they paid. As a result, Night Snacks built a solid reputation that it was impossible to fail when starting a franchise.



    



    Currently, the company is generating an annual profit of 3.7 billion won from the 1% commission fee collected from each branch, training fees, raw material supply, and direct store operations.



    



    “This is Ju Ji-seung speaking.”



    



    During the celebration for achieving 100 franchise stores, Ju Ji-seung grabbed the microphone.



    



    The lively atmosphere, filled with branch managers and their families, quickly quieted down.



    



    “Achieving 100 franchise stores wouldn’t have been possible without all of you. I sincerely thank everyone for providing healthy and delicious side dishes, even when it’s tough and you earn a little less.”



    



    The audience applauded.



    



    “Let’s be smart about this.”



    



    Ju Ji-seung said emphatically.



    



    “Customers know when you use cheap ingredients and sell side dishes that have been made for a long time. We must not do something foolish that will cost us customers just to save a few bucks right now.”



    



    The branch managers nodded in agreement.



    



    “I also feel the same. If I increase commissions, charge advertising fees, and cut costs while leaving a large margin when I supply you with ingredients, would you still be with me today?”



    



    It’s a difficult situation.



    



    If everyone acted according to principles and common sense, we could all thrive, but there are always those who let greed get the better of them.



    



    Ju Ji-seung and I remind ourselves every day of the driving forces behind our success so far, keeping ourselves in check.



    



    “I promise. Night Snacks will continue to grow alongside all of you.”



    



    The branch managers and their families cheered enthusiastically.



    



    It was a natural response when the CEO promised in front of everyone that there would be no increase in commission fees in the future.



    



    When it was my turn to speak, I went up to the podium.



    



    “Hello, this is Ban Chan-yong.”



    



    Thankfully, everyone was in a listening mood.



    



    “Although I look this good now, I was extremely overweight back in the day.”



    



    It was a joke, but nobody laughed.



    



    I felt embarrassed.



    



    “While working various jobs, I found I didn't have the time or energy to prepare meals. So I ended up relying on delivery food, which you know is loaded with sugar.”



    



    Several branch managers nodded in agreement.



    



    “It’s no surprise I gained weight and lost my health. From that point on, I started thinking little by little about wanting home-cooked meals. It would be great to have a place that sells healthy and delicious side dishes.”



    



    I looked around the room.



    



    “I don’t see Night Snacks as just a simple side dish store. Night Snacks should be the home-cooked meals of the community. It should become like a parent to the young people living in the area.”



    



    Memories of my twenties came flooding back.



    



    “It should be a place where young people can stop by after a hard day’s work and buy food they can safely give to their children. It should be a place where older people can come without hesitation when they have trouble digesting food.”



    



    The branch managers began to applaud.



    



    “If we can achieve that, it’s not just about celebrating the 100th store; we could have celebrations for the 200th, 300th, or even 1,000th store.”



    



    Seeing the pride in the branch managers' faces, I continued, “Moreover, the existing branch managers can pass on their know-how to newcomers and earn extra income from teaching fees.”



    



    “Ooh.”



    



    “If the headquarters can't manage everything, we’ll need to appoint regional managers for specific areas, and who better than the people here? Naturally, additional income will come from that.”



    



    “Ooh?”



    



    “What does this mean? The more stores we open, the more your income will grow!”



    



    The atmosphere was getting charged with excitement.



    



    “So actively recruit anyone who’s considering starting a business! I will grant a diamond rank to anyone who brings in three new people! This is what true economic creation is all about!”



    



    Ju Ji-seung covered my mouth.



    



    “The words spoken by Ban Chan-yong are unrelated jokes. Our Night Snacks does not engage in multi-level marketing.”



    



    The presenter rushed in to manage the situation.



    



    “Are you crazy? What if they actually believe that?”



    



    “Sorry. I just can’t help it when I grab the microphone.”



    



    “Help what? You know exactly what you’re saying!”



    



    Seeing Ju Ji-seung, who usually looked serious, flustered and shouting made the branch managers and their families burst into laughter.



    



    “I thought the atmosphere was too stiff, so I tried to lighten things up. It’s not multi-level marketing.”



    



    Everyone was smiling broadly.



    



    “As I mentioned earlier, Night Snacks has been my long-time dream. Now, you have all become part of that dream. I will do my best to ensure everyone here can fulfill their dreams through Night Snacks. Thank you.”



    



    I bowed my head in gratitude as all the guests applauded.



    



    ***



    



    Sunday.



    



    I was in the kitchen sipping on tea with some aged kimchi when Ban Eun-seong approached.



    



    “I’m going out to have some fun.”



    



    “In the morning?”



    



    Ban Eun-seong nodded.



    



    “I’m going to read dinosaur books with Yuna and then have cup noodles before playing Pokémon.”



    



    “That sounds fun.”



    



    Since they’re the same age, Ban Eun-seong gets along well with Baek Yuna, the daughter of Baek Woo-jin and Lee Ji-hye. They’ve been meeting every weekend to hang out.



    



    “No cup noodles, though.”



    



    When Mom said no to cup noodles, Ban Eun-seong was shocked.



    



    “But Dad said Sundays are for eating Jjapagetti.”



    



    That was a somewhat logical rebuttal.



    



    “But you promised that since you wanted to eat Jjapagetti on Wednesday, we wouldn’t eat it on Sunday, right?”



    



    “...That’s true.”



    



    “If you can’t have noodles, how about eating pork cutlet instead?”



    



    At my suggestion, Ban Eun-seong beamed.



    



    “Do you have any allowance?”



    



    “Yes, I do.”



    



    “Have fun!”



    



    “I’m off now.”



    



    Ban Eun-seong kissed my and Muk-ji’s cheeks and left through the front door.



    



    “Lately, I’ve been liking outside food too much. What are you going to do about this?”



    



    Muk-ji scolded me.



    



    “At Eun-seong’s age, it’s okay to eat what they want.”



    



    “What if they end up with diabetes? That would be a big deal.”



    



    “Then we’ll just help them out. I’m sure they’ll overcome it just fine. After all, they’re smart, just like you.”



    



    “I’m worried because they inherited your sweet tooth.”



    



    “Hehe, I’m worried about your way of speaking.”



    



    “It’s polite, and that’s good.”



    



    “I think I was a talking monkey when I was seven.”



    



    Muk-ji chuckled softly.



    



    “Since Eun-seong is out, how about we do something together after a long time?”



    



    “We don’t have to overdo it. Aren’t we flying out in the evening?”



    



    “We still have plenty of time.”



    



    After some hesitation, Muk-ji nodded, pretending to be reluctant.



    



    She seemed eager to play the newly released board game, and before long, she had set everything up in the blink of an eye.



    



    ***



    



    September 20, 2032.



    



    I was in Berlin, Germany, for the filming of Season 6, Episode 3 of Cheating Day.



    



    As usual, the production crew dumped me in the middle of the city, urging me to find some great restaurants.



    



    It’s not enough that they want me to search for hidden gems around the world; they also expect the cast to handle store searches themselves. They sure have a comfortable way of working.



    



    “What are you going to eat?”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol asked.



    



    “Ha. You always ask such difficult questions so easily. What am I supposed to eat?”



    



    “You have to think about that.”



    



    Having gone through six seasons, I still found it just as perplexing each time.



    



    Since I had to search on foot without any help, directly interacting with the locals or looking for advertisements, I started wandering aimlessly.



    



    “Germany. When you think of Germany, you think of sausages. Since I’m here, I have to eat sausages, but this stupid program forces me not to do the obvious.”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol chuckled.



    



    “Remember when Woo-jin brought back that thing called Baumkuchen? It was delicious.”



    



    “Oh.”



    



    “They pour batter into a rotating wooden cylinder, cook it, then pour more batter and cook it again to create layers for the cake.”



    



    “Where’s a good place to get it?”



    



    “I wouldn’t know.”



    



    “If you don’t know, then what am I supposed to do?”



    



    “Normally, the production team would find out beforehand, right?”



    



    His audacity was the same now as it was back when he was part of Baekban.



    



    “I thought about it, and since I’m also in the content-making position…”



    



    “Yeah?”



    



    “Your work is too successful compared to what you do.”



    



    “Ha ha ha!”



    



    “It wouldn’t hurt to be a little less successful, you know.”



    



    “You shouldn’t say that.”



    



    “Hehe.”



    



    Sugar Man Entertainment had been producing video content every year for eight years since successfully launching its first variety show, Sugar Man Project, including shows like Confident Guys, Extreme Humans, Calorie Games, and Dessert Buffet.



    



    Extreme Humans, planned by Cha Ji-chan and Ahn Sang-kyu, featured individuals with exceptional physical abilities overcoming extreme situations.



    



    It topped Netflix for two consecutive weeks, solidifying Sugar Man Entertainment’s success.



    



    The following year, Calorie Games, a four-part documentary that I planned with Baek Woo-jin and Song No-eul, delved deep into calories and obesity, earning positive reviews.



    



    After building that foundation, the Dessert Buffet, created by recruiting world-famous chefs, featured various desserts from different countries, judged by a panel of citizens, and it became a global hit.



    



    Two years ago, this was pivotal in Sugar Man Entertainment’s IPO.



    



    As a result, Ju Ji-seung, Cha Ji-chan, Baek Woo-jin, and I attained true financial freedom.



    



    “But how do you spell Baumkuchen?”



    



    “I’m not sure.”



    



    “Can I just walk into any bakery and find it?”



    



    To find a place that sells Baumkuchen, I at least needed to know how to spell it in German, but I had no clue.



    



    I’m not clever enough to remember the German words from the cake packaging I had a few months ago.



    



    “Look, there’s a big one. Shall we check it out?”



    



    As I walked, I spotted a rather large shop.



    



    Seeing the bustling interior filled with people, it looked like a popular place.



    



    “Is this it?”



    



    There was a cake with a hollow center in a paper box.



    



    I picked one up, purchased it, and settled down in a nearby park.



    



    “Now you can buy things well even without an interpreter?”



    



    “There’s some experience now.”



    



    After six years of traveling around the world, I had picked up a bit of English through trial and error.



    



    Out of fear of starvation rather than embarrassment, I had gotten used to speaking as best as I could.



    



    In fact, in a place like Germany, where English is commonly spoken, people generally understand you even if you can’t form sentences properly.



    



    I had no fork or knife, so I tore into it with my hands.



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    “How is it?”



    



    “It’s a bit different from the one I had before. It’s drier than I expected. It’s similar to pound cake, but not quite as much. The glaze is a stroke of genius. It’s delicious, right?”



    



    “I found out it’s one of the most famous places in Berlin.”



    



    PD Park Sang-cheol said while looking at his smartphone.



    



    “The building is huge.”



    



    Not all great eateries are large, but if a place is big and has been around for a long time, it’s likely to be well-regarded in the community.



    



    After finishing the Baumkuchen, I found myself with nothing to do again.



    



    Usually, I would use this time to chat about various things, but today, PD Park Sang-cheol initiated the conversation.



    



    “I picked out some questions sent in by the viewers; listen to this.”



    



    “Okay.”



    



    “First, why don’t you go to South America?”



    



    “Good question. Why haven’t we gone to South America?”



    



    “Because it’s far.”



    



    “Ah, because it’s far. Right. It’s not an easy journey. Everyone, the Cheating Day production team is so ruthless that they’ve set the filming schedule to just one night and two days. Wherever we go. They’re trying to save production costs.”



    



    “Next question.”



    



    “The story’s not over yet!”



    



    “Next question. Are there any plans for Sugar Man members to appear?”



    



    “Hmm.”



    



    The only show where all four of us gather is the mukbang we do on Saturdays at the Banya Sikgyeong studio.



    



    Except for Cheating Day, where I appear alone, there are many programs where one or two members join in.



    



    So it makes sense that viewers would be curious.



    



    “It’s a bit difficult for all four of us to gather since we each have our own things going on. Plus, it’s a bit burdensome since it’s overseas filming. Ji-chan might be okay with it.”



    



    “Isn’t Ji-chan busy?”



    



    “He’s been bored to death lately.”



    



    The successful man who is the CEO of a solid company worth 300 billion won, a YouTuber with 4.2 million subscribers, and owns a building each in Yeouido and Sadang, as well as four gyms, is currently going through severe depression.



    



    He seems lonely.



    



    “Let’s invite Ji-chan next time.”



    



    “Sounds good. But his appearance fee…”



    



    “Oh, he’ll probably come right away! He’s just holed up at home playing with Legos.”



    



    “What about Woo-jin?”



    



    “Speaking of Woo-jin, he should be in Germany right now.”



    



    “Germany?”



    



    “He has a lot going on. I heard he took on another project in the classical music sector.”



    



    “Oh, a lot of people want to see Woo-jin and Baek Ban-dor discuss things.”



    



    “Ugh.”



    



    I’ve heard a lot about the Baek Ban-dor talks.



    



    It ended in 2028 due to a depletion of material and ideas, but since then, I’ve received countless requests to bring it back.



    



    “Do you know what the last video of Baek Ban-dor was?”



    



    “What was it?”



    



    “Cow Tongue vs. Cow Penis.”



    



    “Ha ha ha! I remember now.”



    



    “Just how out of ideas were we that we ended up debating cow tongues and penises? We can’t do that anymore. There’s nothing left to discuss.”



    



    Thanks to that last video, Baek Woo-jin became known as the man who liked cow genitals, while I became the man who wanted to kiss cows.



    



    That segment was both the biggest contributor to the side dish shop reaching 5 million subscribers and a massive source of trauma in the end.



    



    “It’s a shame. There were so many fresh and interesting stories.”



    



    “Woo-jin suffered a lot.”



    



    In the Jin-soon vs. Jin-mae episode, he mentioned he hated spicy food, saying he didn’t like red food in the first place, leading to questions about whether he was referring to a specific political party.



    



    In many ways, I put him through emotional turmoil.



    



    “But hey, we could still do a special event one day.”



    



    “That’s true.”



    



    “Next question.”



    



    “Is there more?”



    



    “There are a lot. I’m going to keep asking until you find a restaurant.”



    



    “I need to find one quickly, then.”



    



    “Is Sweet Guy based on true events?”



    



    Sweet Guy is a movie adapted from my essay How to Live Sweetly.



    



    I had some hopes since the book sold a bit, but it barely made enough at the box office to recoup production costs.



    



    I’m relieved that I wasn’t the one making it.



    



    “It’s my story, so it’s based on my experiences. But I have something to share. I also act occasionally.”



    



    “Right. You’ve done dramas too.”



    



    “When they talked about making Sweet Guy, I thought, ‘Oh, so I’ll be acting as myself?’ since it was my story.”



    



    “Were you looking forward to it?”



    



    “...A little. When would I ever get to be the lead in a movie?”



    



    “Ha ha ha!”



    



    “But I didn’t say anything when Ko Il-kyu got the lead role, but then the director asked me what I thought about playing Baek Woo-jin. Like, what? Is this even possible?”



    



    “Ha ha ha ha!”



    



    “I can’t do it. I said I could take any other role, but I just can’t play that one. I have my pride. But Haim did a great job with it.”



    



    “They’re totally alike, though.”



    



    “As I walked along the park, I felt like I was slowly getting away from the city.”



    



    “I think we took a wrong turn.”



    



    No matter how I looked around, it didn’t seem like there would be any restaurants in the area.



    



    I wondered if we should head back, but then Park Sang-cheol brought up the next question.



    



    “Some people are asking for more personal broadcasts.”



    



    “Oh, I want to. As my activities increase, I genuinely want to do it. I used to enjoy casually chatting with the viewers and broadcasting comfortably.”



    



    Now I had two regular broadcasts a week.



    



    Those who remembered the days when I used to broadcast every day often expressed their regrets, and I sometimes missed those times too.



    



    “Not that I always have things to do. If things don’t go well, I might have to go collect on debts, so save up a lot.”



    



    “Ha! Are you really going to air this?”



    



    “Go ahead. I don’t have an image to maintain. I’m just a guy who wants to kiss cows.”



    



    As we laughed and walked, a quaint wooden building came into view.



    



    Deep in the forested park was a house with a chimney puffing out smoke, making it feel like we had stepped into a fairy tale.



    



    “What is that?”



    



    “I’m not sure.”



    



    As we got closer, there was no sign, just a menu board in front of the door.



    



    “Curry? Kare?”



    



    “It’s a restaurant?”



    



    “Wow. This really has a vibe. A wooden building in the middle of the forest with no sign? I can’t resist this.”



    



    As I looked around and opened the door, a wave of curry scent hit me, accompanied by Beethoven’s piano sonata playing in the background.



    



    “Hello.”



    



    When I greeted in English, a familiar face turned to me.



    



    “Huh?”



    



    “How did you end up here?”



    



    Baek Woo-jin blinked his round eyes in surprise.



    



    “Oh, is it Cheating Day today?”



    



    “Yeah.”



    



    “Wow. You’ve really caught the perfect timing for a broadcast. Come in.”



    



    “Where is this? Isn’t it a curry shop?”



    



    As I followed his gesture, I saw a man stirring curry in the kitchen.



    



    “Crazy.”



    



    ****



    



    Afterword



    



    Hello, this is Woo-jin.



    



    Thank you for joining me.



    



    In this piece, I tried incorporating music, and in another, I played around with font colors to create gradients. I enjoy attempting things that others don’t.



    



    I also experimented a lot with comedy, daily life, actual restaurant photos, GIFs, and charitable acts.



    



    That process was incredibly enjoyable.



    



    The joy of adding stories to photos of my favorite restaurants and the excitement of seeing your reactions all made me happy throughout the writing period.



    



    I was quite confident in Baek Ban-dor.



    



    I worried about whether it would be possible to create one or two episodes' worth of content just from the jokes, and whether what I wrote would actually be funny, but after pulling my hair out and writing, I ended up with episodes that I really liked.



    



    Episodes:



    



    022 - Mul Naengmyeon vs. Bibim Naengmyeon



    



    024 - Candy vs. Chocolate



    



    035 - Vanilla vs. Mint Chocolate Chip



    



    046 - Flounder vs. Rockfish



    



    059 - Octopus vs. Squid



    



    073 - Tteokbokki vs. Stir-Fried Pork



    



    095 - Bossam vs. Jokbal



    



    126 - Berry vs. Pineapple



    



    152 - Udon vs. Hot Bar



    



    169 - Kookdas vs. Chocoheim



    



    199 - Carrot vs. Cucumber



    



    207 - Bulgogi vs. Dipping Sauce



    



    227 - Rice Cake vs. Bread



    



    Looking back on those 13 episodes, I realize how hard I worked.



    



    My favorite was the Vanilla vs. Mint Chocolate Chip debate, and I’m curious which discussion resonated with you the most.



    



    Returning to the topic of my works, while Baek Ban-dor was written to make people laugh, I wanted to write a story about good people succeeding in the Sadang Family series.



    



    I really like themes of the future, dreams, seriousness, challenges, efforts, passion, courage, and love, but at some point, it feels like those words have lost their power.



    



    People who try their best are often treated as fools, and those who help others are seen as stupid and labeled as cringe-worthy for genuinely caring.



    



    I detest such cynical perspectives, but I also feel pity for the reality that has created them.



    



    I know how terrifying it is to lose faith in the belief that loving and trying will lead to greater happiness.



    



    So, I wanted to write about young people who hold onto hope even in desperate situations.



    



    And I wanted to tell the story of those successful young people helping others in similar circumstances, growing through that experience.



    



    Why do I write?



    



    Ultimately, it was a reflection on why I live.



    



    The reason I live is to enjoy a meal with my beloved family, to eat pecan pie at a café I discover while taking a walk with my fiancée, and to savor a piece of sizzling pork belly with a friend I haven’t seen in a long time.



    



    Even when work is exhausting and the future seems unclear, I can gladly persevere if I can share laughter and delicious food with the people I cherish.



    



    In fact, on October 29, despite having contracted COVID-19, I continued to publish without a single break, which must make me superhuman.



    



    Moreover, my perfect ability to manage the amount of content meant I ended exactly at 250 episodes, just as I had announced.



    



    I am surely both superhuman and a genius.



    



    As long as there is love in my heart, there is nothing I cannot achieve.



    



    And I know there are people who recognize that.



    



    Your reading of this until the end is proof of that.



    



    Thank you.



    



    As I have always said, I sincerely appreciate everyone who has added meaning to my story.



    



    I hope you have many days where you can share a warm meal with your loved ones, or that day arrives soon.



    



    With that sentiment, I will conclude this work.



    



    Thank you.

  EPUB/cover.xhtml

    [image: Cover Image]
  

EPUB/nav.xhtml

    
      Cheat day


      
        		
          Chapter 1: Cheating Day Chapter 1
        


        		
          Chapter 2: Cheating Day Chapter 2
        


        		
          Chapter 3: Cheating Day Chapter 3
        


        		
          Chapter 4: Cheating Day Chapter 4
        


        		
          Chapter 5: Cheating Day Chapter 5
        


        		
          Chapter 6: Cheating Day Chapter 6
        


        		
          Chapter 7: Cheating Day Chapter 7
        


        		
          Chapter 8: Cheating Day Chapter 8
        


        		
          Chapter 9: Cheating Day Chapter 9
        


        		
          Chapter 10: Cheating Day Chapter 10
        


        		
          Chapter 11: Cheating Day Chapter 11
        


        		
          Chapter 12: Cheating Day Chapter 12
        


        		
          Chapter 13: Cheating Day Chapter 13
        


        		
          Chapter 14: Cheating Day Chapter 14
        


        		
          Chapter 15: Cheating Day Chapter 15
        


        		
          Chapter 16: Cheating Day Chapter 16
        


        		
          Chapter 17: Cheating Day Chapter 17
        


        		
          Chapter 18: Cheating Day Chapter 18
        


        		
          Chapter 19: Cheating Day Chapter 19
        


        		
          Chapter 20: Cheating Day Chapter 20
        


        		
          Chapter 21: Cheating Day Chapter 21
        


        		
          Chapter 22-1: Cheating Day Chapter 22
        


        		
          Chapter 22-2: Cheating Day Chapter 22
        


        		
          Chapter 23: Cheating Day Chapter 23
        


        		
          Chapter 24: Cheating Day Chapter 24
        


        		
          Chapter 25: Cheating Day Chapter 25
        


        		
          Chapter 26: Cheating Day Chapter 26
        


        		
          Chapter 27: Cheating Day Chapter 27
        


        		
          Chapter 28: Cheating Day Chapter 28
        


        		
          Chapter 29: Cheating Day Chapter 29
        


        		
          Chapter 30: Cheating Day Chapter 30
        


        		
          Chapter 31: Cheating Day Chapter 31
        


        		
          Chapter 32: Cheating Day Chapter 32
        


        		
          Chapter 33: Cheating Day Chapter 33
        


        		
          Chapter 34: Cheating Day Chapter 34
        


        		
          Chapter 35: Cheating Day Chapter 35
        


        		
          Chapter 36: Cheating Day Chapter 36
        


        		
          Chapter 37: Cheating Day Chapter 37
        


        		
          Chapter 38: Cheating Day Chapter 38
        


        		
          Chapter 39: Cheating Day Chapter 39
        


        		
          Chapter 40: Cheating Day Chapter 40
        


        		
          Chapter 41: Cheating Day Chapter 41
        


        		
          Chapter 42: Cheating Day Chapter 42
        


        		
          Chapter 43: Cheating Day Chapter 43
        


        		
          Chapter 44: Cheating Day Chapter 44
        


        		
          Chapter 45: Cheating Day Chapter 45
        


        		
          Chapter 46: Cheating Day Chapter 46
        


        		
          Chapter 47: Cheating Day Chapter 47
        


        		
          Chapter 48: Cheating Day Chapter 48
        


        		
          Chapter 49: Cheating Day Chapter 49
        


        		
          Chapter 50: Cheating Day Chapter 50
        


        		
          Chapter 51: Cheating Day Chapter 51
        


        		
          Chapter 52: Cheating Day Chapter 52
        


        		
          Chapter 53: Cheating Day Chapter 53
        


        		
          Chapter 54: Cheating Day Chapter 54
        


        		
          Chapter 55: Cheating Day Chapter 55
        


        		
          Chapter 56: Cheating Day Chapter 56
        


        		
          Chapter 57: Cheating Day Chapter 57
        


        		
          Chapter 58: Cheating Day Episode 58
        


        		
          Chapter 59: Cheating Day Chapter 59
        


        		
          Chapter 60: Cheating Day Chapter 60
        


        		
          Chapter 61: Cheating Day Chapter 61
        


        		
          Chapter 62: Cheating Day Chapter 62
        


        		
          Chapter 63: Cheating Day Chapter 63
        


        		
          Chapter 64: Cheating Day Chapter 64
        


        		
          Chapter 65: Cheating Day Episode 65
        


        		
          Chapter 66: Cheating Day Chapter 66
        


        		
          Chapter 67: Cheating Day Chapter 67
        


        		
          Chapter 68: Cheating Day Chapter 68
        


        		
          Chapter 69: Cheating Day Chapter 69
        


        		
          Chapter 70: Cheating Day Chapter 70
        


        		
          Chapter 71: Cheating Day Chapter 71
        


        		
          Chapter 72: Cheating Day Chapter 72
        


        		
          Chapter 73: Cheating Day Chapter 73
        


        		
          Chapter 74: Cheating Day Chapter 74
        


        		
          Chapter 75: Cheating Day Chapter 75
        


        		
          Chapter 76: Cheating Day Chapter 76
        


        		
          Chapter 77: Cheating Day Chapter 77
        


        		
          Chapter 78: Cheating Day Chapter 78
        


        		
          Chapter 79: Cheating Day Chapter 79
        


        		
          Chapter 80: Cheating Day Chapter 80
        


        		
          Chapter 81: Cheating Day Chapter 81
        


        		
          Chapter 82: Cheating Day Chapter 82
        


        		
          Chapter 83: Cheating Day Chapter 83
        


        		
          Chapter 84: Cheating Day Chapter 84
        


        		
          Chapter 85: Cheating Day Chapter 85
        


        		
          Chapter 86: Cheating Day Chapter 86
        


        		
          Chapter 87: Cheating Day Chapter 87
        


        		
          Chapter 88: Cheating Day Chapter 88
        


        		
          Chapter 89: Cheating Day Chapter 89
        


        		
          Chapter 90: Cheating Day Chapter 90
        


        		
          Chapter 91: Cheating Day Episode 91
        


        		
          Chapter 92: Cheating Day Chapter 92
        


        		
          Chapter 93: Cheating Day Chapter 93
        


        		
          Chapter 94: Cheating Day Chapter 94
        


        		
          Chapter 95: Cheating Day Chapter 95
        


        		
          Chapter 96: Cheating Day Chapter 96
        


        		
          Chapter 97: Cheating Day Chapter 97
        


        		
          Chapter 98: Cheating Day Chapter 98
        


        		
          Chapter 99: Cheating Day Chapter 99
        


        		
          Chapter 100: Cheating Day Chapter 100
        


        		
          Chapter 101: Cheating Day Chapter 101
        


        		
          Chapter 102: Cheating Day Chapter 102
        


        		
          Chapter 103: Cheating Day Chapter 103
        


        		
          Chapter 104: Cheating Day Chapter 104
        


        		
          Chapter 105: Cheating Day Chapter 105
        


        		
          Chapter 106: Cheating Day Chapter 106
        


        		
          Chapter 107: Cheating Day Chapter 107
        


        		
          Chapter 108: Cheating Day Chapter 108
        


        		
          Chapter 109: Cheating Day Chapter 109
        


        		
          Chapter 110: Cheating Day Chapter 110
        


        		
          Chapter 111: Cheating Day Chapter 111
        


        		
          Chapter 112: Cheating Day Chapter 112
        


        		
          Chapter 113: Cheating Day Chapter 113
        


        		
          Chapter 114: Cheating Day Chapter 114
        


        		
          Chapter 115: Cheating Day Chapter 115
        


        		
          Chapter 116: Cheating Day Chapter 116
        


        		
          Chapter 117: Cheating Day Chapter 117
        


        		
          Chapter 118: Cheating Day Chapter 118
        


        		
          Chapter 119: Cheating Day Chapter 119
        


        		
          Chapter 120: Cheating Day Chapter 120
        


        		
          Chapter 121: Cheating Day Chapter 121
        


        		
          Chapter 122: Cheating Day Chapter 122
        


        		
          Chapter 123: Cheating Day Chapter 123
        


        		
          Chapter 124: Cheating Day Chapter 124
        


        		
          Chapter 125: Cheating Day Chapter 125
        


        		
          Chapter 126: Cheating Day Chapter 125
        


        		
          Chapter 127: Cheating Day Chapter 127
        


        		
          Chapter 128: Cheating Day Chapter 128
        


        		
          Chapter 129: Cheating Day Chapter 129
        


        		
          Chapter 130: Cheating Day Chapter 130
        


        		
          Chapter 131: Cheating Day Chapter 131
        


        		
          Chapter 132: Cheating Day Chapter 132
        


        		
          Chapter 133: Cheating Day Chapter 133
        


        		
          Chapter 134: Cheating Day Chapter 134
        


        		
          Chapter 135: Cheating Day Chapter 135
        


        		
          Chapter 136: Cheating Day Chapter 136
        


        		
          Chapter 137: Cheating Day Chapter 137
        


        		
          Chapter 138: Cheating Day Chapter 138
        


        		
          Chapter 139: Cheating Day Chapter 139
        


        		
          Chapter 140: Cheating Day Chapter 140
        


        		
          Chapter 141: Cheating Day Chapter 141
        


        		
          Chapter 142: Cheating Day Chapter 142
        


        		
          Chapter 143: Cheating Day Chapter 143
        


        		
          Chapter 144: Cheating Day Chapter 144
        


        		
          Chapter 145: Cheating Day Chapter 145
        


        		
          Chapter 146: Cheating Day Chapter 146
        


        		
          Chapter 147: Cheating Day Chapter 147
        


        		
          Chapter 148: Cheating Day Chapter 148
        


        		
          Chapter 149: Cheating Day Chapter 149
        


        		
          Chapter 150: Cheating Day Chapter 150
        


        		
          Chapter 151: Cheating Day Chapter 151
        


        		
          Chapter 152: Cheating Day Chapter 152
        


        		
          Chapter 153: Cheating Day Chapter 153
        


        		
          Chapter 154: Cheating Day Chapter 154
        


        		
          Chapter 155: Cheating Day Chapter 155
        


        		
          Chapter 156: Cheating Day Chapter 156
        


        		
          Chapter 157: Cheating Day Chapter 157
        


        		
          Chapter 158: Cheating Day Chapter 158
        


        		
          Chapter 159: Cheating Day Chapter 159
        


        		
          Chapter 160: Cheating Day Chapter 160
        


        		
          Chapter 161: Cheating Day Chapter 161
        


        		
          Chapter 162: Cheating Day Chapter 162
        


        		
          Chapter 163: Cheating Day Chapter 163
        


        		
          Chapter 164: Cheating Day Chapter 164
        


        		
          Chapter 165: Cheating Day Chapter 165
        


        		
          Chapter 166: Cheating Day Chapter 166
        


        		
          Chapter 167: Cheating Day Chapter 167
        


        		
          Chapter 168: Cheating Day Chapter 168
        


        		
          Chapter 169: Cheating Day Chapter 169
        


        		
          Chapter 170: Cheating Day Chapter 170
        


        		
          Chapter 171: Cheating Day Chapter 171
        


        		
          Chapter 172: Cheating Day Chapter 172
        


        		
          Chapter 173: Cheating Day Chapter 173
        


        		
          Chapter 174: Cheating Day Chapter 174
        


        		
          Chapter 175: Cheating Day Chapter 175
        


        		
          Chapter 176: Cheating day Chapter 176
        


        		
          Chapter 177: Cheating Day Chapter 177
        


        		
          Chapter 178: Cheating Day Chapter 178
        


        		
          Chapter 179: Cheating Day Chapter 179
        


        		
          Chapter 180: Cheating Day Chapter 180
        


        		
          Chapter 181: Cheating Day Chapter 181
        


        		
          Chapter 182: Cheating Day Chapter 182
        


        		
          Chapter 183: Cheating Day Chapter 183
        


        		
          Chapter 184: Cheat Day Chapter 184
        


        		
          Chapter 185: Cheating Day Chapter 185
        


        		
          Chapter 186: Cheating Day Chapter 186
        


        		
          Chapter 187: Cheating Day Chapter 187
        


        		
          Chapter 188: Cheating Day Chapter 188
        


        		
          Chapter 189: Cheating Day Chapter 189
        


        		
          Chapter 190: Cheat Day Chapter 190
        


        		
          Chapter 191: Cheating Day Chapter 191
        


        		
          Chapter 192: Cheating Day Chapter 192
        


        		
          Chapter 193: Cheating Day Chapter 193
        


        		
          Chapter 194: Cheating Day Chapter 194
        


        		
          Chapter 195: Cheating Day Chapter 195
        


        		
          Chapter 196: Cheating Day Chapter 196
        


        		
          Chapter 197: Cheating Day Chapter 197
        


        		
          Chapter 198: Cheating Day Episode 198
        


        		
          Chapter 199: Cheating Day Chapter 199
        


        		
          Chapter 200: Cheating Day Chapter 200
        


        		
          Chapter 201: Cheating Day Chapter 201
        


        		
          Chapter 202: Cheating Day Chapter 202
        


        		
          Chapter 203: Cheating Day Chapter 203
        


        		
          Chapter 204: Cheating Day Chapter 204
        


        		
          Chapter 205: Cheating Day Chapter 205
        


        		
          Chapter 206: Cheating Day Chapter 206
        


        		
          Chapter 207: Cheating Day Chapter 207
        


        		
          Chapter 208: Cheating Day Chapter 208
        


        		
          Chapter 209: Cheating Day Chapter 209
        


        		
          Chapter 210: Cheating Day Chapter 210
        


        		
          Chapter 211: Cheating Day Chapter 211
        


        		
          Chapter 212: Cheating Day Chapter 212
        


        		
          Chapter 213: Cheating Day Chapter 213
        


        		
          Chapter 214: Cheating Day Chapter 214
        


        		
          Chapter 215: Cheating Day Chapter 215
        


        		
          Chapter 216: Cheating Day Chapter 216
        


        		
          Chapter 217: Cheating Day Chapter 217
        


        		
          Chapter 218: Cheating Day, Chapter 218
        


        		
          Chapter 219: Cheating Day Chapter 219
        


        		
          Chapter 220: Cheat Day Chapter 220
        


        		
          Chapter 221: Cheating Day Chapter 221
        


        		
          Chapter 222: Cheating Day Chapter 222
        


        		
          Chapter 223: Cheating Day Chapter 223
        


        		
          Chapter 224: Cheating Day Chapter 224
        


        		
          Chapter 225: Cheating Day Chapter 225
        


        		
          Chapter 226: Cheating Day Chapter 226
        


        		
          Chapter 227: Cheating Day Chapter 227
        


        		
          Chapter 228: Cheating Day Chapter 228
        


        		
          Chapter 229: Cheating Day Chapter 229
        


        		
          Chapter 230: Cheating Day Chapter 230
        


        		
          Chapter 231: Cheating Day Chapter 231
        


        		
          Chapter 232: Cheating Day Chapter 232
        


        		
          Chapter 233: Cheating Day Chapter 233
        


        		
          Chapter 234: Cheating Day Chapter 234
        


        		
          Chapter 235: Cheating Day Chapter 235
        


        		
          Chapter 236: Cheating Day Chapter 236
        


        		
          Chapter 237: Cheating Day Chapter 237
        


        		
          Chapter 238: Cheating Day Chapter 238
        


        		
          Chapter 239: Cheating Day Chapter 239
        


        		
          Chapter 240: Cheating Day Chapter 240
        


        		
          Chapter 241: Cheating Day Chapter 241
        


        		
          Chapter 242: Cheating Day Chapter 242
        


        		
          Chapter 243: Cheating Day Chapter 243
        


        		
          Chapter 244: Cheating Day Chapter 244
        


        		
          Chapter 245: Cheating Day Chapter 245
        


        		
          Chapter 246: Cheating Day Chapter 246
        


        		
          Chapter 247: Cheating Day Chapter 247
        


        		
          Chapter 248: Cheating Day Chapter 247.5
        


        		
          Chapter 249: Cheating Day Chapter 248
        


        		
          Chapter 250: Cheating Day Chapter 248.5
        


        		
          Chapter 251: Cheating Day Episode 249
        


        		
          Chapter 252: Cheating Day Chapter 249.5
        


        		
          Chapter 253: Cheating Day Chapter 249.9
        


        		
          Chapter 254: Cheating Day Chapter 250
        


      


    
  

EPUB/cover.webp


