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Fan Mountain Hawk felt no pressure at all facing the newly arrived two thousand firearm soldiers.
Cheng Xu also felt no pressure at all watching the ten thousand bandit troops charging over.
Since no one had any pressure, they happily faced it with ease.
"Rifled firearm soldiers, grenadiers, fix bayonets!"
Cheng Xu's voice echoed in the heavy rain, and the splashing sounds of rain almost covered his command.
Luckily, in those days, military orders weren't just broadcast by the general's shout alone.
After he roared, people nearby roared along, then Commanders, captains, and flag officers all relayed the orders in sequence.
One thousand five hundred men drew out their bayonets and clicked them onto the barrels with a snick.
But another five hundred Sharps Rifle soldiers hunched over, using their bodies and bamboo hats to shield from the rain.
Then they swiftly pulled Paper-Wrapped Bullets from their bosoms and crammed them into the barrels.
Breech-loading rifles had rubber at the bolt to ensure airtightness.
Since they could block air itself, how could they fail to block rain?
The firearm soldiers loaded their guns and eyed the wildly shouting bandits surging ahead, corners of their mouths curling into faint smirks.
The Deity embroidered with golden thread on Cheng Xu's chest also curled its lips upward and grinned.
Li Daoxuan observed this scene with feelings unlike the soldiers'.
When the soldiers regarded the bandits, it was like seeing living target dummies.
But what Li Daoxuan sensed seemed like playing Civilization, where his own tech tree had advanced to firearm soldiers while the enemy was still churning out swordsmen.
This felt incredibly satisfying.
By then, the bandit army had pulled within five hundred meters.
That distance was still too far for the enemy's archers to even loose one arrow.
But for breech-loading rifles... hehe...
"Within effective range!" Cheng Xu yelled: "Free shooting!"
Sharps Rifles troops didn't need to form neat rows for shooting like smoothbore gun troops.
They didn't require volley fire to improve accuracy, nor did they need disciplined three-round shooting to cover reload gaps.
So at battle's outset, they could immediately deploy "free shooting."
One Sharps Rifle soldier took aim almost casually and squeezed the trigger—bang!
A bandit five hundred meters away collapsed instantly.
Then bang, bang, bang, the sounds rang out without pause.
Five hundred rifles took turns firing in turn.
The fastest-charging bandits fell in large heaps all at once.
Fan Mountain Hawk on the opposite side was utterly startled: "Holy hell, this far?!"
This was merely about a few hundred paces away.
Fan Mountain Hawk's followers hadn't even begun charging yet; they were still inching forward sluggishly.
Cold-weapon formations usually advanced only under one hundred meters to start their charge.
At five hundred meters, the soldiers' spirits hadn't been fired up yet.
It was like singing Jay Chou's "Nocturne" while still stuck in the rap part, having just sung "a group of bloodthirsty ants, drawn to rotten meat," and not yet landing on the most melodic line "for you, I play Chopin's Nocturne," and the mood hadn't quite built.
But then the foe came out swinging on the very first line: "commemorating my dead love!"
And right after, the foe opened fire!
Sure enough, dead, dead! So many bandits fell lifeless! Quicker than love expired.
Fan Mountain Hawk was profoundly shocked.
What was even more astonishing was that, besides their long range, these hundreds of firearms could fire rapidly with non-stop bam bam bam, as if loading took no time at all. The volleys became fierce and intense.
The torrential rain seemed no obstacle at all, the loading of ammunition was not an issue, and distance fell within range. After a barrage of chaotic fire from the opposing side, Fan Mountain Hawk's troops were tossed in disarray.
What was even more dreadful than death was the collapse of morale.
These bandit troops were stunned by firearms that defied common sense with their extreme range. Before they could even touch a hair of their enemies, they were already beaten and routed. How could they even fight this battle?
With a panicked "rush," a crowd scattered backward. No matter how Fan Mountain Hawk shouted at them, they wouldn't return to the front lines.
The formation instantly crumbled. In their frantic retreat, they even trampled and disrupted Fan Mountain Hawk's central position. On the other side, the group of bandits storming the city had just managed to scale the city walls and were locked in a desperate fight with the officials led by Wang Er and Wang Xiaohua, and the militia led by Dou Wenda, when the morale on the outside suddenly collapsed.
The bandits who hadn't yet scaled the walls stopped climbing. They turned around and began fleeing west. Those bandits already on the walls instantly became isolated...
Since ancient times, isolated troops have no one treats them kindly!
Wang Er swung his great blade, swish swish, cutting down the last few bandits stubbornly resisting atop the city wall. Then, he heard the sound of Dou Wenda's voice, filled with wild joy, nearby: "Our reinforcements are amazing, haha! Amazing reinforcements! Fan Mountain Hawk has retreated! Fan Mountain Hawk has retreated!"
Wang Er had heard the loud gunshots amidst the fierce fighting, but hadn't had the chance to look. Now sheathing his blade and looking down from the wall, he finally saw a large group of firearm soldiers in the distance, pressuring through the heavy rain, marching towards Pingyang Prefecture.
"Hey! Reinforcements are here!"
"Our troops have arrived!"
"Pingyang Prefecture is secure!"
The militia roared in cheers.
Soon, the city gates swung wide open. Wang Er and White Cat stepped out to greet them under the gate tunnel.
Dou Wenda, as the magistrate, of course had to follow to welcome them. Still unclear about the origin of these reinforcements, he felt a flicker of curiosity at the sight of Cheng Xu: Why is this military officer covering his face?
Cheng Xu seemed to sense his confusion. Cupping his fists with a smile, he said, "Apologies. In my youth, while fighting rebels, I took a slash to the face. It left an unsightly scar, so I always keep it covered."
Dou Wenda exclaimed in surprise, his suspicion vanishing instantly. He hastily clasped his fists in return. "General, wounded in service to the nation, such a scar would only enhance your reputation, far from unsightly!"
As he spoke this polite drivel, Dou Wenda himself didn't believe it—it sounded good in the moment. He immediately skipped past the topic.
Now it was Cheng Xu's turn for self-introduction.
This introduction required a small nuance. He couldn't claim to be Wang Xiaohua’s subordinate; Wang Xiaohua was merely a company commander. Commanding two thousand firearm soldiers would be absurd.
Shi Jian’s name wouldn't suffice either, nor could he say his troop was from Chengcheng County militia.
Thus, he needed a more fitting identity for his introduction.
He stated, "This lowly officer is Old Ghost from Guyuan. I once followed the rebel band in Guyuan, joined the chaos, and ran with bandits for a time. Later, I joined Boss Xing under Xing Honglang, serving as a minor leader. Recently, Boss Xing accepted pacification. I, as a subordinate, naturally followed suit. I’d heard bandits were tormenting the area near Pingyang Prefecture, and the Provincial Governor called for the nearest troops to reinforce. I came immediately. Boss Xing... ahem... General Xing will arrive shortly."
Upon hearing this, Dou Wenda jumped, startled: So this was a former bandit who'd accepted appeasement!
He absolutely must not offend this group!
Had he been an officially appointed military officer of the court, Dou Wenda wouldn't have feared him—civil officials never feared military ones. But... a military officer who was a reformed bandit? That kind, a civil official offended at their own peril.
These were precisely the sort who, at a single word of disagreement, might defect at any moment. Truly terrifying.
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Dou Wenda hid himself far away, unwilling to provoke appeasement bandits like these. Pretending to be terribly busy, he hurried off to direct the village militia in treating the wounded and cleaning the battlefield.
With him gone, everyone found it easier to talk freely.
Cheng Xu shook the water droplets off his armor. "Damnit! Fighting in this heavy rain, and in winter at that - I'm frozen half to death! Quick, find me a clean spot to change clothes and soak in a hot bath."
White Cat chuckled. "Come on, let's head to our barracks first and rest awhile."
The three walked towards the barracks together, chatting as they went.
"This rain... it came so unnaturally," Cheng Xu remarked. "Just suddenly pouring down so heavily."
Wang Er offered, "The drought here in Shanxi isn't as severe as in Shaanxi. Rain does come occasionally in these parts."
Cheng Xu nodded, his expression growing serious. "But if rain falls often like this, it would seriously affect the combat power of Gaojia Village. Our firearm soldiers really don't like rainy days."
Wang Er nodded in agreement. "That truly is a major issue."
Just as he said this, the Cloth Doll Deity sitting on White Cat's shoulder suddenly laughed and spoke up. "Solving this problem is actually not difficult. Over a hundred years ago, during Japan's Warring States period, they devised a very cheap and convenient method."
Cheng Xu, Wang Er, and White Cat all jumped in surprise. They quickly greeted, "Pay respects to the Deity!"
The Cloth Doll Deity chuckled. "No need for formalities. Let's get to the point. The issue of firearms being unusable in the rain does indeed need attention. The prolonged drought meant everyone was unprepared for this. That simply won't do."
The generals immediately put on solemn expressions. "What was this Japanese method the Deity speaks of?"
The Cloth Doll Deity commanded, "Bring me a writing brush. I'll sketch it for you."
All three of them looked at the Deity's spherical hands...
Staring!
The Cloth Doll Deity: "..."
An awkward silence fell over the scene.
Well, this was embarrassing.
The Cloth Doll Deity coughed. "Bring me a large bowl of ink."
The three hurried back into a room in the barracks. They didn't even stop to change their wet clothes first, going straight to fetch a large sea bowl and filling it with ink. They set it before the Cloth Doll Deity.
The Cloth Doll plunged its entire spherical hand into the inkwell, soaked it fully, and then pulled it out. Ah, that should do it.
Using this inky hand, it first drew a long tube on the ground. "This is the firearm."
The three nodded.
Then, at the "flintlock mechanism" position of the firearm, the Deity drew a square box. "This is a square box made of wood or bamboo. It can be clipped over the mechanism of the firearm. This ensures the flintlock pistol's powder won't get wet from rain while firing."
Although the drawing was crude, the three generals used their imagination and immediately understood. This thing was indeed quite handy!
Cheng Xu remarked, "If we give every soldier a large bamboo hat, the brim alone would offer some rain protection. While loading ammunition, they could prop the firearm upright under the hat's brim to pour in the gunpowder. Once loaded, they could use the wooden box or bamboo box shown in the picture to cover the flintlock mechanism, then raise the firearm to shoot."
Wang Er added, "This design is incredibly convenient!"
The Cloth Doll Deity, however, laughed. "Such a solution is ultimately just a stopgap, good for emergencies only. To truly solve the rain problem, the best approach is to upgrade all firearm soldiers to Sharps Rifles."
The three generals chorused, "We obey your command!"
The Cloth Doll Deity fell silent, saying no more.
Only then did the three generals quickly strip off their wet clothes and change into dry ones. They warmed themselves by the fire for a while, wrapped up in thick cotton coats, grabbed oil-paper umbrellas, and returned to Pingyang Prefecture.
Pingyang Prefecture was still chaotic. Large numbers of porters were diligently cleaning the battlefield in the rain, hauling away bandit corpses. Others were refitting the city walls with rolling logs and stones, ensuring supplies were ready for the next bandit attack when it came.
Dou Wenda was also soaked through, bustling about everywhere. Seeing the three generals return, his first concern was their ammunition. "Generals! Since reinforcements have arrived, you surely brought a good stock of ammunition too?"
White Cat smiled reassuringly. "Rest easy, Excellency Dou. Ammunition worries are behind us now."
Dou Wenda let out a long sigh of relief. "That's excellent news."
But Cheng Xu immediately made him tense again. "We're not here just to stubbornly defend the prefectural city. We must take the initiative and go rescue the civilians trapped in the surrounding counties."
Dou Wenda exclaimed, "What?! You only have two thousand men and you plan to go on the offensive?! Outside... there are at least two hundred thousand! Two hundred thousand! General, I implore you, do not risk your forces solely for merit. We must wait until the main imperial army has encircled them!"
Cheng Xu snorted coldly. "Wait for the imperial army to encircle them? Then the bandits will just run away again. We'll chase them... then they run again... and we'll be stuck forever just running after them."
Dou Wenda sighed deeply. "You speak true reason. Ever since Bai Shui Wang Er rebelled in Year Seven of Tianqi, these bandits have plagued us for over five years now. The officials keep pursuing, the bandits keep fleeing... this scourge seems endless! General, I understand the meaning behind your words earlier. But with only two thousand men... even if exceptionally fierce... you ultimately cannot finish off an army of two hundred thousand bandits. If your force gets isolated and surrounded deep in enemy territory... your ammunition won't be enough to kill all two hundred thousand! The risk is too great. Do not court such danger!"
Cheng Xu: "Ah!"
Wang Er: "Ah!"
White Cat looked up at the sky. "Heaven rewards us with rain now. Who knows how many common folk, hearts full of hope, are dreaming of planting their fields well come next spring? If we could just quell these bandits within this winter... how wonderful that would be."
He spoke what was in their hearts; it was the shared wish among them.
Yet within the Cloth Doll Deity's cloth head, thoughts were different: You all think the drought is over now? Far from it. The worst drought has yet to come. Ah... the common folk's suffering is still far from ended.
...
Outside the window, raindrops fell relentlessly, pitter-patter, continuing unabated for three days and three nights.
This unforeseen rain lasted longer and persisted far beyond anyone's expectations.
The initial torrential downpour settled into a persistent drizzle.
The entire world was shrouded in misty rain.
While the Sharps Rifles remained usable even in the rain, the rifled firearms were far less reliable. Cheng Xu, therefore, couldn't launch any offensives and could only remain within Pingyang Prefecture.
He directed the porters to chop wood and bamboo, fashioning small, rain-proof boxes for the firearms using wooden and bamboo sheets. Making these gadgets proved relatively straightforward. Within a few days, all fifteen hundred firearm soldiers were equipped with their rain-sheltering boxes. They also crafted large, rain-shielding bamboo hats with extraordinarily wide brims – like holding an umbrella right above their heads.
Three days passed. The bandits did not return. However, Xing Honglang’s forces arrived.
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Xing Honglang arrived at Pingyang Prefecture with her forces, bringing two thousand additional soldiers.
The troop strength of Gaojia Village in Pingyang Prefecture suddenly surged to four thousand four hundred.
However, Xing Honglang’s forces possessed only two hundred Sharps Rifles, even fewer than those under Cheng Xu’s command. Combined, the two had a total of just seven hundred Sharps Rifles. The rest of their forces were firearm soldiers, grenadiers, or the very few units still using cold weapons.
Looking up at the heavens, where the rain still poured down relentlessly, Xing Honglang showed a flicker of helplessness. "Honestly didn't expect rain within Shanxi borders. While we were marching, the heavens just opened up, raining torrents. It spooked me so much I had to stick to back roads to avoid the bandit troops. Genuinely scared of bumping into them on such a rainy day."
White Cat pulled out a large bamboo hat, placing it on his head, and then took out a bamboo box, securing it over his firearm. He chuckled, "Boss Xing, reckon this contraption'll work?"
Xing Honglang took only one look and was immediately delighted. "Eh? This rainproofing is rather useful!"
White Cat grinned, "The Deity taught us how to make it."
Xing Honglang said, "Then I best get a batch made pronto."
She also quickly notified Dou Wenda, instructing him to mobilize craftsmen to produce another batch of hats and rain-proof boxes for her as well.
Meanwhile, Li Daoxuan, who usually only dug a dozen or so kilometers of the canal per day in his daily laziness, ran into a new problem today.
He had started digging at the confluence of the Yellow River and the Fen River, dredging upstream against the river's flow. The past few days had been relatively easy, but after digging for several days, he suddenly realized he couldn’t just recklessly shovel down anymore.
The reason was that ahead, on the northern bank of the Fen River, stood a bustling city.
Jiangzhou.
This Jiangzhou was what later became Jishan County.
The city was densely populated, easily housing ten to twenty thousand people. It hugged the Fen River closely. If Li Daoxuan extended his giant scoop right in front of so many unsuspecting souls to dig the river, afraid he’d frighten them to death again.
Moreover, along this section of the Fen River, numerous little fishing boats operated, their fishermen guiding small skiffs along the narrow river to wrest a living catching fish.
Without notifying these fishermen to evacuate, Li Daoxuan couldn’t just dig willy-nilly.
Furthermore, after dredging the river, the water would turn muddy for several days afterward, disrupting the fish ecology. If these fishermen weren't scared to death or accidentally scooped up by him, they'd still have no fish to catch in the coming days, plunging them into hardship.
Everything needed proper handling before the work could commence.
Li Daoxuan reluctantly paused his tiny shovel, pulling his perspective back to Longmen Ferry. Swiftly, he shifted his empathy to the Titanic Deity.
Longmen Ferry was currently in the throes of frantically constructing a fortress.
A group of blue hats, managing several yellow hats, had been constructing cement walls when a succession of rainy days suddenly brought progress grinding to a halt. Both the blue hats and yellow hats were now waiting out the rain to resume work.
Even Shi Jian was bored out of his wits, ambling aimlessly around the ferry landing.
The moment the Titanic Deity moved, Shi Jian noticed and rushed to pay his respects.
The Titanic Deity spoke, "Shi Jian, have your deputy remain here. You take a small team, light and fast, head straight to Jiangzhou immediately."
Shi Jian muttered "Eh?" curiously, wondering what the task in Jiangzhou entailed. But with the Deity’s order, asking why wasn’t necessary. He started preparations immediately.
The Titanic Deity also looked for a horse to ride along. However, when he tried to swing himself onto the horse's back, he felt his entire body go soft. The silicone body was far too bouncy on the saddle, bouncing all over the place. Unpleasant. Very unpleasant.
He simply abandoned controlling the silicone body and directly resonated with the embroidered cotton thread on Shi Jian’s chest, becoming the Cotton Thread Deity.
Shi Jian picked ten men. All mounted swift horses and, braving the rain, galloped full-speed along the northern bank of the Fen River towards Jiangzhou.
Halfway there, the Cotton Thread Deity finally briefed him on the reason for the trip: dredging the canal and the need to warn the Jiangzhou populace. Shi Jian felt a bit awkward. "Deity, in Jiangzhou, we’ve made no prior preparations. The common folk know nothing of you at all. Convincing them quickly, making them trust us... I fear that’ll be hard. If you suddenly lower a giant shovel to dig the river, you’ll terrify them."
"Hmm!" Li Daoxuan, naturally understanding this concern, acknowledged it. "Once you reach Jiangzhou, you’ll need to play it by ear. You were a scout before, sharp enough. I believe you’ll figure something out."
Flattered by the Deity's praise, Shi Jian instantly beamed. "I will surely live up to the expectations the Deity has placed upon this lowly one."
They raced through the rain for dozens of miles. Soon, Jiangzhou came into view ahead.
At present, rampant banditry plagued the region, placing Jiangzhou squarely within the troubled territory. Hence, the city gates were firmly shut. Beneath the rain canopy on the city wall stood several archers, vigilantly scanning outside. They spotted Shi Jian and his men immediately.
One archer drew his bow, sighting Shi Jian from afar, and bellowed, "State your name and business!"
Shi Jian laughed heartily, "Under the command of General Wang Chengen of Shaanxi, I am Captain Shi Jian. Stationed at Longmen Ferry by imperial command. You are close by; surely you’ve heard my name?"
The archer paused, stunned, then quickly notified the magistrate. Soon, the Prefect of Jiangzhou climbed onto the city wall. This Prefect of Jiangzhou had an inherently shifty look, distinctly untrustworthy. Upon reaching the wall, he spoke sarcastically,
"I am Qin Changqing, Prefect of Jiangzhou. Pray tell, what ill wind brings Captain Shi all the way to Jiangzhou?"
Shi Jian naturally wasn't foolish enough to blurt out that the Deity needed to dig a canal. Ideas whirled in his head. He chuckled diplomatically, "Some days ago, bandits attacked Longmen Ferry under my defense. I repelled the curs. Fearing they might assault Jiangzhou, I specifically came to assess the situation. Magistrate Qin, shall we converse? Should you require my assistance in anything, you need only speak."
Qin Changqing shook his head. He initially wanted to say: My Jiangzhou is perfectly fine, absolutely bandit-free! On second thought, though, no past attacks didn't guarantee safety in the future. Should bandits come, his defense relied solely on militia—fraught with peril. Now this martial ruffian was proactively offering friendship. Fostering a positive relationship would surely ensure his aid should bandits ever descend upon the city.
With this in mind, Qin Changqing’s expression shifted instantly, becoming cordial, "Captain Shi, your feat of repelling the enemy at Longmen Ferry has come to my ears. Captain Shi is truly a capable and heroic young commander. Boundless future lies ahead of you."
He then snapped his head aside and roared at his subordinates, "Open the gates! Hurry! Invite Captain Shi inside to converse!"
Soon, the gates of Jiangzhou City opened. Shi Jian led his ten soldiers inside.
Qin Changqing’s men approached to take care of Shi Jian’s horse. Qin Changqing descended the wall, radiating easy familiarity as he guided Shi Jian through the city streets. "Captain Shi, your arrival is most timely! I heard bandits wreaking havoc north of here. They’ve besieged Puxian County for days and seized Daining City, turning it upside down—not a peck of peace left there! Alas, immense pressure weighs upon this humble official."
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Shi Jian slipped into Jiangzhou City. As he walked, he began looking around. The Cotton Thread Deity embroidered on his chest was also glancing left and right, searching for anything that might be used to quickly settle the common people’s faith.
Not looking, he wouldn’t have known, but one look revealed something truly fascinating.
The eyes of both the Cotton Thread Deity and Shi Jian were simultaneously drawn to a massive temple.
Shi Jian: "Magistrate Qin, what temple is that?"
Qin Changqing: "That’s the Jiang King Temple. Built during the Yuan Dynasty, it enshrines Jiang King. Most of the local common people are devout believers of Jiang King. They often go there to burn incense when they have nothing else to do."
Shi Jian: "Ah, so it's Jiang King."
The two of them seemed quite familiar with Jiang King. However, Li Daoxuan felt utterly confused: Which immortal is Jiang King? Am I that uneducated now?
Alright, being uneducated wasn't terrifying. As long as he had a computer, he could instantly master encyclopedic knowledge.
Li Daoxuan quickly switched back to his main body outside the box. He typed "Jiang King" into the computer and searched...
Information appeared instantly!
It turned out Jiang King referred to Houji, the ancestor of agriculture, the God of Grains.
Li Daoxuan deeply berated himself for his lack of ancient knowledge. He hurriedly returned to the box. The moment he rejoined, he heard Qin Changqing snort arrogantly: “What’s the bloody use worshipping this Jiang King? Ancestor of Agriculture, my foot! When drought strikes the land, this Jiang King is just an ornament. Those lowly peasants kowtow until their heads split open before his statue, yet they still couldn’t grow a single grain? Last year they clung fiercely to their damn tax silver, refusing to pay. It wasn’t until I had the leaders of the troublemakers beaten to death that I finally collected the taxes. It almost ruined my official evaluation.”
As soon as these words left his mouth, the eyes of the Cotton Thread Deity narrowed. It rarely felt murderous intent, yet Qin Changqing had triggered it with just one sentence.
Shi Jian was also privately annoyed, but he faced Qin Changqing directly and didn't want his thoughts revealed. So he merely snorted, keeping his expression neutral.
While Qin Changqing was still ranting, Shi Jian lowered his voice: “Deity, it seems this fellow is a corrupt official, just like Zhang Yaocai.”
The Cotton Thread Deity responded with a quiet hum.
The group soon reached the main entrance of the Jiang King Temple. Looking inside, they saw a broad courtyard beyond the main gate. Several halls surrounded the courtyard. A majestic statue of Jiang King sat in the central hall. A huge crowd of common people crammed into the hall, kowtowing towards the Jiang King statue, crying, “Thank you, Jiang King, for bestowing rain!”
Those who couldn’t fit inside knelt crowded together outdoors in the courtyard, all paying homage towards the statue: “Thank you, Jiang King, for bestowing rain!”
Li Daoxuan himself was an atheist; he didn't put much faith in gods or buddhas. But Jiang King wasn’t purely a deity; he was the manifestation of Houji. And Houji was an ancestor universally acknowledged by our Chinese nation—worthy of respect.
The Cotton Thread Deity also paid Jiang King a silent gesture of homage with its gaze.
Then they heard Qin Changqing snort loudly at the peasants kneeling in the courtyard: “You lowlifes! The rain has been falling for days now. Next year will surely be a bountiful year. But if you still hem and haw and delay paying your taxes next year, don’t blame me for being ruthless!”
The common people turned at his voice. Seeing Qin Changqing standing at the temple entrance, fear washed over their faces. Many trembled, unable to utter a word.
Qin Changqing turned back to Shi Jian, smiling: “Captain Shi, pay no mind to these low folk. Please come rest at my official residence.”
Shi Jian: “Ah!”
He followed Qin Changqing into the residence. They drank a couple of cups of tea and exchanged some meaningless small talk. After omitting a hundred million words of pointless chatter, Qin Changqing temporarily excused himself to attend to his duties. Left alone, Shi Jian lowered his head and whispered to the Cotton Thread Deity: “Deity, I want to chop this scoundrel down.”
The Cotton Thread Deity coldly snorted: “This man indeed deserves retribution. But you’ve infiltrated the imperial court. Killing a court-appointed official so rashly would ruin your mission.”
Shi Jian clenched his fist: “But someone like him...”
The Cotton Thread Deity: “Our primary mission this time is to calm the common people, to let them see the giant shovel digging the river without panic. Dealing with Qin Changqing can wait...”
As he spoke, two unrelated thoughts suddenly collided snap in Li Daoxuan’s mind. It was like two disconnected wires reconnecting. A light bulb lit up above his head, illuminating an idea.
The Cotton Thread Deity spoke: “Shi Jian, pretend to get along with Qin Changqing for now. I’m returning Up Above to handle something.”
Shi Jian: “As you command!”
Li Daoxuan ended the shared perception, snapping instantly back to his main body outside the box. He pointed the camera at the Jiang King statue inside the box, snapping a few photos from every angle – a full 360 degrees. He then brought out the 3D printer he’d bought just days earlier and fed it the images he’d taken...
The printer whirred to life.
Soon, a Jiang King statue, four centimeters tall, was successfully printed. He switched the view inside the box to an uninhabited valley, placed the statue there, and attempted: “Shared Perception.”
Failure...
Li Daoxuan could not share perception into a “statue that wasn’t his own.”
He thought again: I have a solution!
Starting over, he printed only the face of the Jiang King statue as a shell.
This printed easily—just a thin, single-layer face, like a small mask.
Then, Li Daoxuan took out a four-centimeter tall Silicone Deity figure. It was one he’d commissioned from Cai Xinzi when he first discovered the “Shared Perception” function, complete with a metallic skeleton (Readers who’ve forgotten can check Chapter 446). He’d never had a chance to use it before.
Now seemed like the perfect opportunity.
He fitted the Jiang King facial shell, this mask-like face, onto the Silicone Deity figure.
The effect was jarringly incongruous!
The Silicone Deity’s body was silicone, remarkably lifelike in texture. But Jiang King’s printed face was that of a typical Chinese religious statue—abstractly carved, its features stylized and ancient, or rather, primitive.
A high-detail body topped by a crude, primitive face.
The dissonance was undeniable.
But...
That wasn’t important right now!
Li Daoxuan placed this new hybrid statue into the uninhabited zone within the box once more and initiated: “Shared Perception.”
Snap! This time, he succeeded.
His field of vision shifted. He saw a low, stunted dead tree that seemed to reach only up to his waist.
No, the tree wasn’t small. It was actually a decent-sized tree, four meters tall. But Li Daoxuan’s current statue body stood a mighty eight meters tall, so the tree indeed only reached his waist level.
A four-centimeter statue equaled eight meters inside the box.
“Heh!”
Li Daoxuan chuckled to himself: “Excellent! Old Ancestor Jiang King, please don’t blame a descendant for impersonating you once. For the sake of saving the common people, if I do a little good under your name... you surely won’t hold that against me, right?”
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Chapter 555: Jiang King Arrives
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​
Shi Jian temporarily stayed in Qin Changqing’s guest room.
The night had deepened, with all sounds hushed, leaving only the rustling of raindrops on the ground.
Shi Jian abruptly sat up in bed.
He threw on his clothes, went out the door, climbed over the wall, and leaped out of Qin Changqing’s official residence.
Hunching low, he jogged all the way to Jiang King Temple. No one was there now, as all commoners had returned home to rest, and even the temple’s Taoist priests slept.
This Jiang King Temple wasn’t a military outpost, with no patrols at night—only a perpetually lit oil lamp swayed before Jiang King’s statue.
By the lamp’s faint glow, Shi Jian pulled out a thin yellow silk from his sleeve, obtained earlier by his subordinate. Characters were already written on it in advance.
He hung this silk on the roof beam facing Jiang King’s statue, letting it dangle down.
The words inscribed read: "The Prefect of Jiangzhou is an unbenevolent official. His tax collection is brutal and pitiless, intolerable to heaven and earth."
Shi Jian scanned the sentence from top to bottom, confirming no errors, then chuckled darkly. Silently, he slipped back into his room, covered himself with a quilt, and fell fast asleep.
Early in the morning the next day, Shi Jian sensed something amiss upon waking—the atmosphere across Jiangzhou felt unusual, with unusual bustle outside.
He walked into the street, straining his ears to hear
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