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Liang Shixian began distributing congee to save the people!
First, starting right under his watchful eye, it began at the county seat.
At the entrance of the Chengcheng County office, a Charity Platform was set up. Using the flour provided by Li Daoxuan, thick noodle soup was cooked and filled into several large buckets.
Liang Shixian personally oversaw the operation, sitting beside the Charity Platform, glaring at the bailiffs responsible for distributing the food.
His Clerk from Shaoxing busied himself back and forth, constantly running between the kitchen and the Charity Platform.
At this time, Chengcheng County had become a sea of suffering. The drought alone made survival difficult, but after the bandit army rose up, people unwilling to join the remaining bandits found life even harder. Large numbers of common folk abandoned their homes and fields, fleeing to the county seat to beg for survival.
This led to beggars filling the streets of the county seat, turning it into a scene of ruin.
The news about the officials distributing congee was shouted out by bailiffs patrolling the city. Hearing the announcement, all the refugees ran towards the Charity Platform.
Before long, the refugees had formed a crowd several layers deep.
Had this been an ordinary wealthy family distributing food, the refugees might well have swarmed forward in a chaotic rush, toppling the Charity Platform.
But with the County Lord personally in charge and a large number of bailiffs and attendants maintaining order, the refugees dared not act recklessly. They obediently lined up, holding broken bowls to receive the noodle paste.
One man, after receiving a bowl of noodle paste, quickly walked to a street corner. He lifted a family member who was terrifyingly emaciated and on the verge of dying, slowly pouring the noodle paste into their mouth. He murmured: "Brother, you're finally saved... drink this, and you won't starve... you will survive..."
"Little brother... you... drink too..."
"I will!"
The two brothers took turns sipping the bowl of noodle paste, one sip after another. After finishing, they lay flat on the ground, rubbing their bellies. Just as they were starting to worry about what to do tomorrow, they heard the bailiffs roar in unison: "Don't take more than you need! Drink until you're full! There's no need to save any for tomorrow! Tomorrow, His Excellency the County Lord will be back here distributing congee! Understood? It will be here every day!"
"Brother... it's here every single day... our Chengcheng County finally has a good official..."
"Little brother, we've finally survived... wuwu..."
The two brothers hugged each other and wept bitterly. Two lightly glowing points of light flew up from their bodies. With a swish, they traversed the heavens, flew over thirty li, reached Gaojia Village, and entered the box.
...
Li Daoxuan saw that the "Rescue Index" was climbing rapidly. During the short time of the morning meal, it had already increased by over ten points. Judging by this rate, at least several hundred people who should have starved to death had been saved by this one meal.
The war fog covering the box must have cleared significantly again.
Li Daoxuan reached his hand towards the box's buttons labeled "north, south, east, and west" and pressed them randomly in rapid succession.
Sure enough, his field of view instantly expanded considerably. To the south, he could see beyond the bamboo groves to another distant barren slope. To the north, he could now see over a small mountain covered with withered trees, revealing a stretch of dead forest and a rocky wasteland behind the mountain...
Huh?
Li Daoxuan suddenly noticed that at the very edge of his vision, to the northeast, appeared a small desolate village. Hey! He could see a second village now!
This was incredibly exciting! Unfortunately, the village consisted only of dilapidated thatched huts; it seemed utterly devoid of life. Everyone from this village must have migrated long ago.
Thinking of this, Li Daoxuan made a sound of surprise ["Huh?"] and quickly tapped the "center" button, switching his view back to the village. He found Gao Yiye: "Yiye, northeast of Gaojia Village, about five or six li away, there's a small village. What village is that?"
Gao Yiye: "Ah? Isn't that Zhengjia Village? Zheng Daniu's village."
The moment Li Daoxuan heard "Zhengjia Village," the box abruptly emitted a large amount of golden light ["swish"].
This golden light was invisible to Gao Yiye; she didn't even blink. But Li Daoxuan was dazzled and had to blink. When he opened his eyes after blinking, he saw something new on the side of the box, near the buttons labeled "north, south, east, west, and center": two lines of semi-transparent text had appeared.
1. Gaojia Village
2. Zhengjia Village
He thought to himself: Could these two lines be the function he imagined?
He reached out and tapped on Zhengjia Village, and the view in the box suddenly jumped to the sky above Zhengjia Village. Then he tapped Gaojia Village, and the view suddenly jumped back directly over Gaojia Village.
"Hey, it indeed is the function I thought!"
A fast switching button.
Damn, this was ridiculously convenient!
Li Daoxuan said: "Yiye, go gather all the people from Zhengjia Village to assemble."
After a short while, the people of Zhengjia Village had assembled. There weren't many, only about twenty.
They were all honest and simple villagers. When Zheng Yanfu rebelled with Wang Er, he mobilized the villagers of Zhengjia Village, and most followed Zheng Yanfu away.
But these over twenty villagers didn't want to join the rebel army and stayed in their village. Later, they were tricked by Thirty-Two using flour to come to Gaojia Village, then settled here, and had been living there for over a month.
Among them, Li Daoxuan knew Zheng Daniu best.
This guy was the most conspicuous one in Zhengjia Village, always turning up everywhere.
Zheng Daniu had now become the spokesperson for the whole village. He looked up and said: "Deity, what do you command? Daniu guarantees to complete it for you, then, heh heh, use the reward to swap chocolate with Village Chief."
"Shut up, you fool," the Village Chief cursed from the crowd. "Speaking so rudely, without any sense of boundaries."
Li Daoxuan said: "You all just saw the people of Gaojia Village plowing the fields and preparing to sow autumn wheat. Did you have some thoughts about that?"
The crowd was silent.
After a few seconds of quiet, Zheng Daniu was heard murmuring softly: "So envious we were almost crying, but here there's no land for us..."
True, the land around Gaojia Village was limited and all claimed by others.
It couldn't just be occupied randomly.
So these honest villagers could only envy beyond envy.
"Your land, is it all in Zhengjia Village?"
"Yes," Zheng Daniu responded loudly. "My family has two mu of land."
Li Daoxuan said: "Hmm, have you considered returning to Zhengjia Village?"
For a moment, all the people of Zhengjia Village went silent, too afraid to answer, in case they said something wrong and were disliked by the Deity.
Zheng Daniu, being the boldest, looked up and said: "I don't want to go back. Helping the Deity here makes me very happy. But my father wants to return for farming; besides that, he has no other skills and can't help the Deity."
Li Daoxuan said: "Farming is what makes him happy, right?"
Zheng Daniu shouted loudly: "Yes, My father is happiest when farming, happier than when I drink happy fat water."
"Alright," Li Daoxuan said. "Daniu, call Gao Chuwu now, immediately drive Solar Vehicle No. 2, and transport the villagers back to Zhengjia Village to take a look."
Zheng Daniu said: "???"
He was utterly confused, not knowing what the Deity meant.
Li Daoxuan said: "You'll understand when you go and see."
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Solar Vehicle No. 2 was Li Daoxuan’s improved creation, refined after incorporating lessons learned from Solar Vehicle No. 1. He redesigned both its power and loading systems.
The vehicle measured five centimeters long. In the late Ming setting, it expanded to ten meters—roughly the size of a modern bus. It featured a bus-like carriage body, with solar panels mounted on the roof.
Sunshades were installed to shield the solar panels, operated by two long sliding rods. Inside the carriage, Zheng Daniu could use these rods to open or close the sunshades at any time, thereby controlling the vehicle’s power.
Being significantly larger than its predecessor, Solar Vehicle No. 2 was also easier to modify. It now included a brake function—a simple plastic clip. Gao Chuwu needed only to step with his foot to jam a tire.
Gao Chuwu and Zheng Daniu spent several days relearning before they could skillfully operate this larger vehicle.
Over twenty villagers from Zhengjia Village boarded Solar Vehicle No. 2, including Zheng Daniu’s parents. None knew why the Deity wanted them to see Zhengjia Village, but the Deity’s command was absolute. They obeyed without question—going was enough.
Gao Chuwu: "Daniu, I’m ready. You can open the sunshades now."
Zheng Daniu: "We killed someone last time driving. Let’s go slower this trip."
The two fools had effectively received a harsh lesson in traffic safety after their fatal accident. Their driving style became far more cautious. No longer daring to race along the public roads, they now cautiously set Solar Vehicle No. 2 in motion, heading toward Zhengjia Village.
Watching the "bus" depart, Li Daoxuan tapped the "Zhengjia Village" tag outside the diorama box. The view inside instantly shifted to the sky above Zhengjia Village.
He took out a medical nebulizer, aimed it above the village, and switched it on.
The straight-line distance between Gaojia Village and Zhengjia Village was just over nine "li" (approximately five kilometers). Gao Chuwu and Zheng Daniu maintained a steady speed of around 40 km/h, safely transporting the villagers towards their homeland...
Long before arriving, a villager pressed against the window called out: "Ah! Everyone, look! Look at our village!"
The villagers rushed to crowd by the windows to look outside.
Their familiar home! Little more than a month ago, they'd left this small village that had nurtured and raised them. Now, seeing it from afar felt both deeply familiar and strangely alien.
The view was distant, hazy — like seeing it through a fine drizzle!
Wait — it wasn’t hazy. There really was a fine drizzle.
Zhengjia Village was completely enveloped in a curtain of white misty rain.
Tears instantly filled the villagers' eyes.
"Look at the sky!" someone shouted.
Everyone looked up. Above Zhengjia Village hung a familiar patch of low cloud — the very cloud that always appeared when the Deity manifested. A dragon head emerged from its center, spraying rain and mist downward onto the village below.
So this was how the "fine drizzle" had come.
"The Deity invited the Dragon King to Zhengjia Village!"
"The Deity is merciful!"
"Our family's fields... we can plant them!"
The villagers were ecstatic. "Stop! Stop the vehicle now!"
Zheng Daniu drew the sunshades closed, and the bus halted. A group of villagers leapt out and sprinted through the rainy mist towards their village, laughing wildly as they ran.
Gao Chuwu: "Hah! They always call us fools, but they’re the fools. Why run when they could have stayed on the bus?"
Thwack! Zheng Daniu flicked Gao Chuwu sharply on the forehead, making him yelp, clutch his head, and crouch down defensively in pain.
After a long moment, Gao Chuwu finally straightened up. "Daniu, why hit me? Aren’t we best friends?"
Zheng Daniu: "You just called my parents fools. Even best friends deserve a flick for that."
Gao Chuwu: "..."
Fine. He could take the hit. That had been wrong. Calling Daniu a fool was fine between friends, but insulting his parents? Yeah, that deserved a flick.
They shook hands and reconciled. Still best friends.
They watched as the Zhengjia villagers sprinted at least one "li" (over 500 meters), reached their own fields, threw themselves to the ground with a thump, clutched handfuls of the now slightly moistened soil, lifted their heads, and laughed toward the sky.
Although they'd been happy living in Gaojia Village, this moment was undeniably a far greater joy.
Points of light scattered and rose from their bodies, melting into the diorama box.
When their lives had been saved back then, each person provided only a tiny fraction — maybe a hundredth — toward the Rescue Index. But this time, just over twenty people added eight full points to the box all at once.
Li Daoxuan stared at the Rescue Index approaching 400 points on the box, deep in thought. There was still much mystery surrounding this Index, but he was gradually understanding its significance.
After their joyous outburst, the twenty-plus villagers returned to Solar Vehicle No. 2: "Chuwu, Daniu, take us back to Gaojia Village! We need to plead with the Deity to let us return to Zhengjia Village to live!"
"No. I forbid it."
When they returned to Gaojia Village and crowded around Gao Yiye, eagerly expressing their desire to move back, Li Daoxuan rejected them outright.
"I permit you to work your fields there by day. But once the work is done, you must return to Gaojia Village to rest. Staying in Zhengjia Village long-term is far too dangerous."
Li Daoxuan’s words puzzled the villagers. "Reporting to the Deity, Wang Er’s rebellion ended long ago. All other rebels dispersed. The new county magistrate is distributing congee to aid the people! Chengcheng County is surely safe now!"
"No. It’s far from safe."
Li Daoxuan sighed deeply. He had no desire to elaborate further.
The villagers exchanged confused glances. Gao Yiye lowered her voice conspiratorially. "What I’m about to say next is just from me, okay? Not the Deity’s message. You can’t see the Deity, but I can. Just now, while he spoke... I saw profound sorrow in his expression. It was as if he mourned for all the suffering people under heaven..."
The villagers: "..."
Gao Yiye whispered, "He must know something. But it’s Celestial Doctrine, forbidden knowledge for mortals like us. Disclosing it might be a burden too heavy for our mortal existence."
Her words shocked the villagers. Thinking carefully, the Saint Lady made perfect sense. The Deity was divine! He knew five hundred years into the past, five hundred years into the future, and every detail in between. If he said Zhengjia Village was dangerous, then danger certainly lurked. They should simply heed his command.
Instantly chastened, everyone declared solemnly: "We obey the Deity! We won’t move back! We’ll go by day to work, and return to Gaojia Village immediately afterwards!"
Gao Chuwu and Zheng Daniu grinned broadly. "We'll drive you back and forth every morning after sunrise."
The villagers considered this. That actually worked well. They could get up early, have the two young men drive them to Zhengjia Village, farm together helping each other, then all ride back together after work. There really was no need to move permanently after all.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 103: Online Road Construction
[image: ]


​
In the following days, the villagers of Zhengjia Village began to busy themselves. They gathered at the entrance of Gaojia Fortress early in the morning, at sunrise, waiting for the sun to rise. Then they would board Solar Vehicle No. 2 and head to Zhengjia Village.
Of course, this was only what Li Daoxuan had observed.
Li Daoxuan could not read their inner thoughts: "Every morning, Miao Ri Star Official woke the sun. We rode the magical car borrowed by the Deity from Miao Ri Star Official, returning home to farm. Ah, each day unfolded so spectacularly. Even the emperor wouldn’t have such a magical car to travel in on the way to farm."
In reality, the newly appointed Emperor Chongzhen was a young man, not old at all, but that was beyond their concern.
After observing for a day, Li Daoxuan noticed one issue: only a quarter of Zhengjia Village's farmland was being utilized.
Originally, Zhengjia Village had a far larger population than Gaojia Village, with twice the amount of farmland.
When Zheng Yanfu followed Wang Er to revolt, he swept away most of Zhengjia Village's population. These people either perished in battles or were now labor offenders at Gaojia Village.
The farmland belonging to those "lost" villagers lay entirely abandoned, with no one to sow seeds. The remaining twenty or so villagers obediently refrained from occupying others' fields, tending only their own. Hence, farmland utilization became severely inefficient.
Such waste was unacceptable.
Li Daoxuan summoned Gao Yiye and Thirty-Two, instructing them to resolve the idle farmland problem.
Thirty-Two, experienced in such matters as a magistrate’s aide, tackled it skillfully. He first inventoried Zhengjia Village’s remaining residents and their land deeds. Then he checked the labor offenders to identify who hailed from Zhengjia Village and which land deeds they possessed.
This revealed the deceased, whose land became "unclaimed territory." Normally, such plots would be discovered through the imperial court’s periodic "land surveys" before being resold or reallocated.
But with Gaojia Village now powerful, they wouldn’t wait for the court. Thirty-Two sent Clerk Tan Liwen to survey Zhengjia Village’s land. He lent this "unclaimed territory rent-free" to the twenty or so remaining residents—labor offenders excluded.
Thus, the Zhengjia villagers doubled their farmland for free, causing wild excitement. They worked with frenzied energy, as if electrified.
The labor offenders watched with envy. Those resigned to lifelong exile vowed secretly: "I must behave well, end my sentence early, regain freedom. Next time rent-free land is distributed, my chance will come."
Meanwhile, Li Daoxuan pondered another problem: Solar Vehicle No. 2 bounced violently on the official highway, hampering efficiency. If his Tiny Kingdom expanded to uncover more villages, these decrepit roads would hinder development severely.
Apparently, an old saying merited implementation: "To prosper, build roads."
Li Daoxuan went downstairs, crossed two streets, and approached a small construction site. Workers were digging up a sidewalk to rebuild it. He had no clue why this path was perpetually under renovation—patched, torn apart, repatched, and torn apart again for years.
Boldly, he handed a drink to an elderly worker and smiled, "Uncle, my home wall needs cement repair. Buying a whole sack at the market is excessive. Could I take just a tiny bit from your site? Barely a pinch."
The worker chuckled, "Sure, take it quickly—before the foreman notices."
Li Daoxuan thanked him. Using two small plastic bags, he scooped a minute bundle of cement and another of sand, then scurried off, pleased with his petty heist.
Upon returning, he intended to place the cement inside his box for the tinies to manage—but reconsidered. Road construction was a massive undertaking. Gaojia Village’s population was too small. Building just three miles of road would take ages.
Forget it. He’d build the first road himself—an experiment he’d long found intriguing.
Retrieving an unused plastic box, he looked up cement formula online. He mixed cement, sand, and water at proportion, stirring vigorously. Soon, a small box of concrete was ready.
He reached into the box and tapped the "East" and "North" buttons, shifting the view to an area distant from the village. Using a small metal scraper, he shaved the ground twice, sweeping dead trees, weeds, and stones aside. Parallel to the official highway, he scraped space for a fresh path.
Online "rural cement road guides" were overwhelmingly complex. Ignoring most steps, he sprayed water to dampen the soil, then formed "expansion joints." He dumped concrete and smoothed it flat with plastic film.
Li Daoxuan personally constructed a road measuring approximately three miles long and fifteen meters wide inside the box. In reality, this translated to a thin cement strip only fifteen meters long and 7.5 centimeters wide—an effortless endeavor achieved in minutes.
Had the tinies handled this labor, the duration would’ve been unknowable.
Acting as the nanny Deity while troweling cement proved surprisingly fun.
"Ah! Look—the Deity is working divine magic again!"
As Li Daoxuan labored, villagers gathered to marvel. From afar, they watched a colossal "metal plate" scrape the earth with a thunderous "crunch," splitting rocks with godlike might, forcibly carving a parallel road alongside the official highway.
Then gray slurry poured from the sky, flooding the path for miles. The bizarre "metal plate" scraped repeatedly over this thick, odd sludge, polishing it smooth as water.
Dumbstruck, the villagers mumbled, "This... this divine act befuddles us. What is this meant to achieve?"
Debating endlessly, they only hushed upon Gao Yiye’s approach. "The Deity has bestowed a road linking Gaojia Village and Zhengjia Village. For seven days, no one may approach it—only after that may it be used. Understood? Should anyone defy the Deity's decree..."
She pouted her petite lip and snorted—barely menacing, rather cute. But the unspoken punishment behind her pause amplified dread, twisting her loveliness into menace.
The villagers protested hurriedly, "Dare not! Who would dare disobey the Deity?"
Gao Yiye pointed at the labor offenders. "Send a group of you. Smooth the road with planks. Then patrol along both sides. For seven days—not humans! Not even mice or rabbits step on it. Catch and beat any trespassers to death."
The villagers sweated, "Saint Lady, after years of drought, mice and rabbits are practically extinct! Rest assured."
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Seven days passed in the blink of an eye.
The cement had dried!
In fact, it had dried after five days, but out of caution, Li Daoxuan still waited a full seven days before allowing the little people to step onto this brand-new cement road.
On the first day the "Deity's Path" opened, the villagers put down their work and all crowded beside this new road.
The adults were cautious, first extending one foot onto the cement road and tapping it. "Ah, this road is so hard," they said.
"It's hard as stone," they said.
After discovering this, the villagers dared to step onto it boldly, standing with both feet on the cement surface, under which they felt very stable and secure.
"This road is so flat, with no bumps at all," they said.
"Over there, it slopes a bit, we can play there," said the children as they ran to a slope on the road, sat at the top, and slid down with a whoosh.
The adults were startled and rushed over to pull the children away. "What nonsense is this? Is the Deity's Path for your play?"
"Make way, make way, the racing car is coming," Gao Chuwu and Zheng Daniu drove the Solar Vehicle No. 2 along the cement road, running smoothly in a way far more comfortable than on the yellow earth official road. It was truly level and steady, requiring no effort to run.
Previously, when they carried a cart full of villagers, they didn't dare to go fast, covering six li at forty kilometers per hour, arguing forty-eight times before arriving. But now with the good road, they dared to speed up to eighty kilometers. From Gaojia Village to Zhengjia Village, they only argued twenty-four times, finishing in half the time.
However, after building one road, Li Daoxuan had grown tired of the "cement artisan" job. For future road construction, he wouldn't make it by hand. He scooped a small pile of cement for Thirty-Two, printed him a page of instructions, and left it to the little people to handle road construction from then on.
...
Why did time fly by like lightning? The box entered a peaceful period. The new County Magistrate Liang Shixian visited the "Li Family" every so often to request relief grain for disaster relief, distributing congee around to save people. The common folk of Chengcheng County enjoyed rare resting time.
Cheng Xu kept his head too. He thought the new county magistrate, being of the Donglin Party, would kill him right after taking office, but Liang Shixian spent all day busy distributing congee here and there, not bothering to say even half a word to Cheng Xu.
The two officials of administration and military temporarily coexisted peacefully.
Meanwhile, in the capital's imperial palace, Emperor Chongzhen Zhu Youjian, newly installed on the throne, sat in the Imperial Study reviewing memorials. At sixteen, an age that should have been vibrant and spirited, Zhu Youjian's face showed none of the youthful energy one would expect.
He turned the memorials slowly because his moon-white undergarment, beneath the dragon robe, had several patches. If he moved too broadly and lifted the outer robe, exposing those patches, he would be deeply ashamed as emperor.
After flipping through the memorials, he came across one sent by Chengcheng County Magistrate Liang Shixian of Shaanxi, which caught the young emperor's attention.
"Consider the immense disaster in Shaanxi, as it concerns the empire gravely. I urge the Ministry of Revenue to review and exempt the back taxes from Year Seven of Tianqi along with the current year's surtaxes for military funds immediately. Furthermore, reduce this year's tax by half and ease the military pay and clan stipends. Otherwise, forcing the starved to pay with their lives under the rod serves no good. Moreover, may Your Majesty order the ministry to recall cases of severe famine throughout Shaanxi in the eleventh and thirteenth years of Wanli. Release private funds generously for official relief, to save victims and stabilize the region. Future state taxes may yet come. Should you say the private funds are exhausted and all funds delayed, to deny exemption and relief entirely, if chaos erupts and the realm shakes, do not accuse me of silence now."
Zhu Youjian's eyes widened in anger. "How bold! This fellow dares threaten me by demanding I use private funds for disaster relief? Saying the realm will shake otherwise, blaming me if he spoke no warning? Utterly outrageous!"
He felt like flipping the desk to curse and summon someone to arrest and behead this minor official, but he noticed thick stacks of memorials below, all on this issue. Flipping through them, they were all from civil officials discussing this Shaanxi affair, each urging him to use the private funds to save the disaster victims.
Zhu Youjian's fury flared even higher.
When one person made him angry, he could have them executed. When a hundred people made him angry, though his rage multiplied a hundredfold, he couldn't kill them.
Zhu Youjian tossed the thick stacks of memorials aside, leaving them unaddressed without agreeing to tax exemption, nor offering his private funds for relief, nor sending tax collectors for the tax silver. He would ignore them: if he didn't see it, it felt like it didn't exist. The world was vast—what did skipping one glance at little Chengcheng County matter?
He dared not offend the civil ministerial group now, needing their help to remove Wei Zhongxian and regain the power belonging to the emperor. If Wei Zhongxian's arrogance persisted unchecked, his throne might not even be secure.
...
As for Li Daoxuan, he too enjoyed rare rest time.
With peace in the box, he didn't have to stare at it daily. Every morning after getting up, he casually tossed in some food to secure the little people's basic lives, then turned on the medical nebulizer for a drizzle. After that, he could manage his own life.
"Dad, I've earned a small amount of money recently and want to buy you and mom a new house."
"Whoa, Daoxuan, what did you do to make so much money? Did you design some world-class blueprint?"
"Haha, I've been running a TikTok video channel, earning through traffic."
"What? Traffic? Traffic can make money?"
"Don't worry if you don't get it! Just know I made money. I've transferred two million yuan to your bank card. Go pick a new house with mom."
"This... we can't use your money. We have a house already and pensions. Save your own money to spend, like marrying a wife first."
"I'm just over twenty—why marry? Look at that fat guy next door, Lan Xingyang. He married at thirty-five."
"Even if now's not the time, save the money for when you marry someday. Your mom and I won't use your money—keep it. I'll wire it back to you later."
Dad fiercely hung up the phone.
Fine, Li Daoxuan inwardly chuckled: You can't wire it back—your bank card doesn't allow large transfers, and opening that is too complicated. You and mom couldn't handle it, hahahaha.
He had plenty of money left, earned from micro-sculpting and toy sales. Since he rarely went out, he had no place to spend it. Should he really get a wife to spend it for him?
Forget it!
Women would only slow down his drawing of the sword; he wasn't considering it for now.
He went out to eat well, watched a movie alone, wandered Hongyadong alone, visited the 1949 theater alone, attended Gelehui alone...
The feeling of freedom was wonderful and long overdue.
...
In the original memorial, it was Shaanxi Inspector Li Yingqi who submitted it, not Liang Shixian. For the story's interest, it was altered here to Liang Shixian. This is noted for clarity.
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In the evening, Li Daoxuan dragged his exhausted body back home.
During the day, he had invited Cai Xinzi to the Jialing River. The two old friends enjoyed the cool autumn breeze, brewing tea and chatting awkwardly, having a splendid time. They then indulged in some Zibo barbecue, returning home only as the sun was sinking and they had thoroughly enjoyed themselves.
Back at home, he habitually sat down beside the box.
First, he looked down at Gaojia Village to see if the village was operating normally. Then he switched his view to Zhengjia Village to inspect the emerging autumn wheat fields. He happened to see over twenty residents of Zhengjia Village returning on the Solar Vehicle No. 2, bathed in the glow of the setting sun.
"Hurry up, the sun is setting!" Gao Chuwu was frantic. "Any later, and we'll all be stranded on the road."
Zheng Daniu: "I've opened the curtain as wide as possible. We're going top speed now!"
Gao Chuwu: "Is top speed always this slow?"
Zheng Daniu: "Because the sun is almost out."
The two big fellows were sweating with urgency, yet the passengers on the vehicle roared with laughter, seemingly unconcerned. With everyone onboard in the large vehicle, they could always push it back even if the sun truly set. But they didn't say that – watching the two blockheads fret was amusing.
Li Daoxuan couldn't help but smile. Shifting his view back to Gaojia Village, he saw Gao Yiye playing jump rope with a group of children. She was letting go more and more, no longer deliberately maintaining the noble air of the Saint Lady. Instead, following the Deity's decree, she was returning to her original self.
She was the most willful, mischievous, troublemaking girl in Gaojia Village, not some big porcelain vase pretending otherwise! She just insisted on jumping rope and playing games with the kids.
While jumping rope, the children were also singing a pinyin song: "Open wide, aaa, Round lips, ooo, Flat mouth, eee, Teeth aligned, iii..."
They were singing merrily when Teacher Wang stormed out of Gaojia Fortress, a discipline ruler in hand: "Gao Sanwa, you little rascal! That homework you handed in! You actually wrote 'ya' instead of the word for 'duck'! How could this be? Simply outrageous!"
Gao Sanwa panicked and tried to hide behind Gao Yiye. But to his surprise, Gao Yiye flipped him around and shoved him right in front of Mr. Wang: "Teacher, give him a good one! Hahaha!"
Mr. Wang swung the ruler with a smack. Gao Sanwa's palm instantly turned red. Mr. Wang was far from appeased: "Go write the character for 'duck' one hundred times!"
Li Daoxuan chuckled: "Gao Sanwa truly experienced a perfect childhood."
Looking elsewhere, a group of artisans were sitting in the artisans' well, awkwardly chatting under the setting sun: "Luo Leg Hair, why do you keep running off to the county town lately? You're a permanent craftsman! You've skipped two months' worth of your labor obligations. Aren't you afraid you'll be caught when you go back?"
Luo Leg Hair chuckled sheepishly. "The county town is full of refugees right now, waiting for the county magistrate to distribute congee. I blend right in; no one checks me. I've been going back recently to find some old craftsman friends. I told them about the situation here in Gaojia Village. They'll be arriving in a few days."
Li Da laughed: "If you actually manage to bring in a few artisans, the Deity will surely be very pleased! He'll definitely reward you handsomely!"
Luo Leg Hair smiled too: "Rewards aside, it doesn't really matter. We have such a good life now, all thanks to the Deity. Although I'm not strong and my abilities are meager, if there's anything I can do to please the Deity, I'll spare no pain or effort!"
Just then...
Clip-clop horse hooves sounded beyond the fortress. A carriage came galloping up, flanked by several fast horses. Pulling up to the fortress gates, the driver jumped down – a figure clad in a white robe billowing about him, unmistakably Bai Yuan.
As soon as his feet touched the ground, he threw his head back and laughed triumphantly. "Ha ha ha! My driving skills are still superb! The 'horsemanship' art among the Six Arts of Gentlemen – I haven't lost a bit of it!"
Thirty-Two inside the fortress (now called Steward Thirty-Two) had already been alerted by the sentinel and came out to greet him with his clerk, Tan Liwen: "Mr. Bai, it's
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