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Li Daoxuan stood on the pier holding a bottle of soy sauce, looking rather peculiar.
If he’d held a gourd of wine by the riverbank, it might have carried some pretentious energy, but wielding a soy bottle...
The onlookers were perplexed. What was the Deity playing at?
Yet even doing this, the Deity radiated charm!
Evidently, standing by the river with a soy bottle was a sophisticated act, likely wildly fashionable in the celestial realm. Perhaps this was what all the immortals did—far cooler than a wine gourd. We should imitate this.
As bewildered gazes lingered, several dual-use vessels appeared on the river. Sailing swiftly, a water soldier stood at the prow holding a tin microphone, shouting urgently towards the river: "Make way! Make way! This is the Deity’s special express shipment! Clear our channel!"
Merchant vessels hearing "Deity’s special order" wouldn’t dare obstruct. Rudders turned to yield space, while sailors aboard murmured: The Deity’s urgent delivery? Must be formidable—vital weaponry, mystical treasures of the immortals, or perhaps someone of supreme importance?
Their curiosity ignited. This was a commercial port, not military. A discreet look shouldn’t break any laws.
The dual-use vessels surged toward the dock. Spotting the Deity waiting, the water troops leaped ashore and stood rigid before Li Daoxuan. A sharp salute followed. "Reporting, Deity! Mission accomplished! Fastest speed delivery!"
Li Daoxuan said: "Well done. Third-class commendations for all."
The water troops beamed. A commendation meant bonuses.
Morale surged immediately. Someone fetched a massive vat, scooped seawater directly from the hold, filled the vat, then plucked giant abalone, lobsters, crabs and other treasures from the bilge. The loaded vat was hauled before Li Daoxuan.
"How many perished?" Li Daoxuan inquired.
"About... thirty percent," a water soldier confessed nervously. "We consumed those near death. Prevented spoilage or tainting the hold’s water."
"Thirty? Acceptable." Li Daoxuan gave a slow nod. "Now, fetch one of each. Prepare a feast."
Swiftly they worked. Minor culinary experience had been gathered during the journey. Sea creatures were segmented: raw for slicing, others steamed/boiled/stewed/grilled. Soon, an oceanic banquet materialized.
An extravagant sea feast!
In later eras, such a spread would command tens of thousands.
Li Daoxuan deliberately positioned the table dockside, visible to every merchant. Seating himself with Gao Yiye, he called to Bai Yuan: "Join us!"
While accustomed to common fish and shrimp, Gao Yiye recoiled at the crawling crustacean’s sight. "This... strange creature—is it safe?"
Li Daoxuan chuckled: "Crawling shrimp! Mantis shrimp. A crustacean, harmless."
Gao Yiye gasped. Bai Yuan was equally confounded. "Shrimp? This morphology?"
Li Daoxuan seized one, skillfully shelled it, dipped the pale flesh in the freshly procured soy sauce, and tossed it into his mouth.
Bliss!
Both Gao Yiye and Bai Yuah copied him precisely. Instantly, radiant expressions declared the verdict: Exquisite.
Bystander merchants watched, envy palpable: Ai! If the Deity savors it, we should desire it also.
Yet self-consciousness froze them. Proximity felt insolent.
Li Daoxuan beckoned the foremost merchant: "Approach."
The man pointed quizzically at himself: "Me?"
Li Daoxuan: "Indeed! Precisely you."
The merchant scurried forward, elated: "Your order, Deity? Such recognition crowns an unworthy life!"
Li Daoxuan gestured towards the crawlers: "Sample one."
Trembling, the merchant seized one. Rusty unpracticed fingers struggled until, clumsily, flesh was liberated. Dipping it gingerly into the seafood soy sauce, then placing it in his mouth—an instant blossom of smile transformed his face.
Li Daoxuan: "Verbalize."
Merchant: "Transcendent. Unmatched."
Li Daoxuan: "Monetary equivalent?"
No hesitation: "Double beef's worth—no, quintuple! I pledge swift sales."
Li Daoxuan: "Fragile. Perish rapidly. Unknown transport means ruinous losses."
Pondering seriously, the merchant proposed: "Sell before expiration. Entrust it to me, I rush them to Fu King House. His Highness weighs 300 pounds—craves indulgence! Thousands of silver tales extracted within moments, guaranteed!"
"Recall Nanyang’s Tang King!" the merchant added: "Tang King would pay generously too. Luoyang swarms with wealthy nobles eager to lavish silver."
"If truly pressed," he strategized, "ice preservation buys days."
Here, an uncanny grin surfaced: "Ice inflates cost. Which permits... higher pricing."
Li Daoxuan nodded with approval: "Excellent. I commend this. Thus, I vend two vats of Crawling Shrimp wholesale. One crate of seafood soy sauce accompanying. Pricing strategy at your discretion. Also, complimentary—ice."
A vast golden hand materialized overhead, depositing a monolith—colossal as a glacier-manor double human height.
Li Daoxuan decreed: "Hack usable chunks yourself. Future ice replenishments shall descend routinely. Depletion? Return freely."
The merchant prostrated in worship: "Celestial gratitude! You bestow... cosmic wealth!"
Li Daoxuan dismissed him. Exuberant thanks spiraled away.
After departure, Gao Yiye inquired delicately: "Deity, why endow him so? What merit earned this?"
Li Daoxuan smiled mysteriously. Bai Yuan intervened: "Saint Lady, fishing. Baiting a hook."
Gao Yiye gasped: "Fishing?"
Bai Yuan chuckled: "Profit consumed both vats? Future cravings? Seeking that wealth once more..."
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Gao Yiye instantly understood: "This merchant will find ways to source more of these lobsters—either by obtaining them from our merchant ships or securing them himself from coastal cities. That’ll open up a new trade route."
Bai Yuan smiled faintly. "By doing this, many porters and coastal fishermen will have their livelihoods sustained again."
Li Daoxuan pointed at the prepared tuna sashimi with a smile. "Come, come, try this next. Raw fish slices. Delicious!"
"Raw? That sounds a bit..." Gao Yiye hesitated.
Bai Yuan was far braver. He picked up a slice with chopsticks, dipped it in seafood soy sauce, took a bite, and raised his brows. "Oh? This is also exceptionally tasty."
Encouraged, Gao Yiye bravely tried a slice. The thick-cut tuna sashimi’s texture was something that would win over anyone who tasted it.
"Goodness! I never imagined raw fish could be so delicious."
Li Daoxuan then beckoned to another merchant with a chuckle. "Hey, you there. Come try this fish."
The merchant scampered over, took a bite, and his expression instantly transformed into one of awe.
Just as before, Li Daoxuan chuckled. "I’ll sell you several large pieces of this fish at a low price, along with a big block of ice and a crate of seafood soy sauce. Figure out how to sell it yourself."
Overjoyed, the merchant exclaimed, "Thank you, Your Holiness!"
The watching merchants finally grasped what was happening. The Deity was assigning tasks! No need to panic—just form a line, step forward one by one, receive the goods, and be done.
Soon, one merchant received two vats of giant lobsters and scurried off.
After a while, another carried off two vats of large abalones.
Not long after, yet another dashed away with a huge basket of gigantic crabs.
...
The five shiploads of seafood gifted by the Zheng clan were completely distributed.
That evening, the dining table at Fu King House was laden with an extravagant seafood feast.
The three-hundred-pound Zhu Changxun, clad in his Warm and Cozy wool sweater, sat before the spread. A napkin draped his chest to protect the sweater he’d paid 250 taels of silver for. He beamed with satisfaction at his consorts. "My dear concubines, believe me, this entire table of rarities wasn’t cheap. It cost this royal lord over five thousand three hundred taels of silver just to present this feast."
The consorts were bewildered. Five thousand three hundred taels for one meal? Had their lord been scammed by merchants? But they dared not voice such thoughts and could only suppress their doubts.
Zhu Changxun grabbed a giant lobster with both hands. Crack! He snapped off the head, extracting an enormous strip of white, succulent meat. A contented smile spread across his face. "Ha! Look at the size of this! The only time I ever had a lobster this massive was in the imperial palace before my investiture as a prince. Never once since arriving in Henan have I tasted such luxury."
He sighed deeply, dipping the meat in soy sauce before popping it into his mouth. "Even this magical immortal-realm soy sauce wasn’t available in the imperial palace."
His principal consort promptly suggested, "We should order more in the future."
Zhu Changxun agreed, "Yes! Order more!"
Thus, silver began flowing steadily out of Fu King House, sustaining countless fishermen, freight workers, and soy sauce factory workers in the days that followed.
...
While Li Daoxuan was busy selling seafood at Xiaolangdi Wharf, a train chugged into Xiaolangdi Station.
Disembarking was an older man in his fifties—Provincial Governor of Shaanxi, Lian Guoshi. Or rather, the former Provincial Governor of Shaanxi.
Arriving at the wharf, he found His Holiness, Gao Yiye, and Bai Yuan feasting on seafood by the dockside.
Spotting Lian Guoshi, Li Daoxuan cheerfully waved him over. "Ah, Governor Lian! Join us! Hmm? What brings you to Henan?"
Lian Guoshi hurried over, bowed respectfully, and took a seat beside Bai Yuan. "Your Holiness, after serving as Provincial Governor of Shaanxi for six years and consistently failing to deliver any significant tax revenue, His Majesty appears dissatisfied with my performance. I have been reassigned to Nanjingo ‘retire’—appointed as Left Vice Minister of the Ministry of Revenue in Nanjing."
Bai Yuan remarked, "Oh? So you’re here at Xiaolangdi to board a ship to Nanjing?"
Lian Guoshi confirmed with a smile, "Exactly."
Bai Yuan expressed mild admiration. "Governor Lian, being demoted from a province-ruling military governor to ‘retirement’ in Nanjing, and yet you remain cheerful? That’s impressive composure."
Lian Guoshi chuckled warmly. "In the past, I would have been frustrated. But this time? Not at all. My six years in Shaanxi? Without Your Holiness’s support, I could never have managed the mess of the roving bandits. Forget a smooth transfer—imprisonment, exile, or execution could easily have been my fate, just like Yang He dying in a foreign land. Standing here chatting away feels like unearned fortune. Truly, my virtue falls short of this position."
He then turned to Li Daoxuan, cupping his hands respectfully. "Even in Nanjing, I wish to keep serving Your Holiness. If any task requires my service... once Your Decree arrives, I will exert my utmost."
Nanjing! A flicker of interest sparked in Li Daoxuan. Planting Lian Guoshi there sounded promising.
Gao Yiye asked curiously, "Governor Lian, what does a Left Vice Minister of Revenue do?"
Lian Guoshi smiled. "The Ministry of Revenue? It handles land taxes, tariffs, commercial levies, government bonds, currency... as well as immigrant resettlement, appeasing and settling refugees, suppressing land grabs by the powerful, regulating grain markets, assessing commodity prices... matters of that sort."
Gao Yiye replied, "Oh? Such responsibilities... are indeed vital. Actually, aren’t the factories in Gaojia Village largely falling under the Ministry of Revenue’s jurisdiction?"
Lian Guoshi: "Correct! Since receiving the transfer order, I've contemplated precisely that. Once in Nanjing, I plan to replicate Xi'an's factories and industries near the city. It will undoubtedly benefit the people of Jiangnan!"
Li Daoxuan chuckled. "Excellent! Proactively thinking this way is commendable. Proceed to Nanjing and take up your post first. Yiye, arrange later for some of our people, equipped with technology and supplies, to assist Governor Lian."
Gao Yiye smiled gracefully, bowing. "As decreed by Your Holiness."
With this, Gaojia Village extended its reach toward Nanjing.
Bai Yuan suddenly recalled something. "Governor Lian, once you depart, who will succeed you as Provincial Governor of Shaanxi? If it’s some incompetent fool, we’ll have to handle him."
An odd smile played on Lian Guoshi's lips. "No need. He's one of ours."
Bai Yuan: "?"
Lian Guoshi clarified, "His Majesty has appointed Sun Chuanting as the Provincial Governor of Shaanxi."
Bai Yuan: "Ah?"
Gao Yiye was also slightly startled. "Principal Sun? Like... the Principal Sun from Huangpu Military School?"
"Exactly," Lian Guoshi nodded. "By now, Sun Chuanting is likely quite troubled."
He wasn’t wrong. Sun Chuanting had just received the appointment order. Standing atop Huangpu Military School’s main building, he gazed down at the institution he'd built, frantically scratching his head in exasperation. "Disaster! I don’t possess the power of duplication!"
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Sun Chuanting was extremely depressed. He had built Huangpu Military School with his own hands and did not want to abandon it, yet he had to take up the position of Provincial Governor of Shaanxi.
Because he knew very well how important Shaanxi was to the Deity. It was the cradle of the new era, a revolutionary base, a genuine and thriving liberated area.
If he did not become the Provincial Governor of Shaanxi, Emperor Chongzhen Zhu Youjian might impulsively appoint someone inexplicable to the post. Then they would have to engage in a battle of wits and courage with the court, creating unnecessary trouble.
While he was feeling this gloom, he saw Ground Rabbit sneaking out from a corner of the playground with a particularly stealthy motion.
Sun Chuanting called out impatiently, “Mr. Rabbit, what mischief are you causing again?”
“Ah?” Ground Rabbit was startled, quickly stood at attention, and hid his hands behind his back. “I haven’t done anything.”
Sun Chuanting said, “Put your hands in front.”
Ground Rabbit replied, “Cough, I have a disease that will kill me if I place my hands in front of my body.”
Sun Chuanting said, “Then turn 180 degrees and face away from me.”
Ground Rabbit: “......”
All right, he knew he couldn’t deceive anyone anymore, so he had to bring out his hands.
Sun Chuanting fixed his gaze and saw that it was a book, with a row of large characters on the cover: Mount Hua Sword Technique.
Sun Chuanting was greatly amazed. “How could such a thing exist in the world?”
Ground Rabbit said, “It wasn’t easy for me to find this. I searched many bookstores and finally discovered it in a corner shelf of a small, shabby bookstore. Just by how well-hidden it was, I knew it must be a fine secret manual. Once I learn it, I’ll surely be invincible, dominating the world and piercing through the heavens.”
Sun Chuanting’s curiosity was truly piqued. “Hand it over. Let me see.”
Ground Rabbit handed the book over.
Sun Chuanting flipped it open casually and first looked at the author’s name: Gao Sanwa.
The atmosphere turned oddly awkward.
“Didn’t you look at the content before buying the book?” Sun Chuanting grew furious. “This isn’t any sword technique secret manual at all. It’s a comic book, telling a story about a Mount Hua Sword Sect master performing heroic deeds. It has nothing to do with any sword technique.”
Ground Rabbit went, “Eh?”
He quickly opened it to see, and to his surprise, it truly was a story edited by Gao Sanwa.
Ground Rabbit thudded to the ground, folding over in despair.
Sun Chuanting sighed deeply. “Everyone has their own dreams and troubles, ah.”
Ground Rabbit asked curiously, “Principal, you seem troubled by something?”
Sun Chuanting said, “The court appointed me as Provincial Governor of Shaanxi. If I go take up the post, this Huangpu Military School will be difficult to maintain.”
Ground Rabbit laughed. “Is that all? Simply open another Huangpu Military School branch campus in Xi'an. Then, for the Puzhou campus later, just find a branch principal to manage it.”
Those words woke him from a daze. Sun Chuanting couldn’t help but feel both like crying and laughing. “Right? It could be done like that. Indeed, when it involves my own matters, I struggle to see clearly. But placed with others, it would seem simple.”
Ground Rabbit leaped up in an instant. “That means I can follow Principal Sun to Xi'an too! Hee hee. I quite like Xi'an.”
Sun Chuanting: “?”
Ground Rabbit said, “I’m not boasting. I was once appointed by the Deity as the Grand Steward of Xi'an, ha ha ha.”
Sun Chuanting gasped in amazement. “How could you possibly have been a Steward?”
This really was beyond Sun Chuanting’s comprehension.
However, before long, when Sun Chuanting took Ground Rabbit and Zheng Gouzi to Xi'an to assume his post, he understood that Ground Rabbit was actually a highly respected character in Xi'an. As they walked down the street, poor people kept saluting and greeting him.
A respectable-looking, clearly well-off merchant even bowed to Ground Rabbit. “Mr. Rabbit, you’re back in Xi'an? Long time no see—I’ve missed you immensely.”
Ground Rabbit chuckled happily. “Oh, haven’t you made it big? You used to be so poor you begged along the roadside, and now you’re dressed so fine.”
The merchant bowed respectfully. “It’s all thanks to Mr. Rabbit giving me three copper coins. With those three coins, I filled my stomach, gained strength, went to work, earned money, started a small business, and barely pulled through. Now the business is growing steadily and has become stable. Everything I have today is due to Mr. Rabbit. Since we met you here today, I absolutely must treat you to a lavish meal.”
The merchant enthusiastically invited Ground Rabbit, Sun Chuanting, and Zheng Gouzi to the top floor of Xi'an’s largest restaurant. As they sat down, he announced, “Serve us the latest seafood set meal your shop has.”
“Seafood?” Sun Chuanting looked utterly perplexed. “Did I hear correctly? This is Xi'an—how could there be seafood here?”
The merchant smiled. “It’s been available only recently. I heard the Deity brought it back by large ships from the coastal areas—truly a feat. For four of us to have a simple table, it’ll cost at least one hundred taels.”
Ground Rabbit jumped in surprise. “So expensive? I only gave you three copper coins back then. Now you’re treating me to a meal worth one hundred taels? I dare not accept.”
“Don’t say that,” the merchant stated. “If you hadn’t given me those three copper coins, I would have starved to death. How would I have any fortune today? You mustn’t stand on ceremony. Waiter, serve the dishes quickly!”
The waiter acknowledged and hurried off to make arrangements.
Hearing this, Sun Chuanting couldn’t help but sigh inwardly. Who would have expected it? A person like Ground Rabbit was surrounded by people grateful for his kindness. How many people had he helped here back then? This prosperous merchant was merely one of them.
Just as he had this thought, figures moved at the stairway entrance, and another group of guests ascended to the top floor.
To his surprise, it was three children. The eldest was nearly a young man. He appeared to be Han Chinese, dressed modestly and plainly, but the fabrics were excellent, indicating a well-off household without flamboyance.
The other two children were younger, clad in traditional Mongolian attire—clearly not Han Chinese.
Sun Chuanting’s mind whispered, “Eh?”
The eldest child immediately recognized Ground Rabbit and Zheng Gouzi and greeted them with a smile. “Ah, Uncle Rabbit, Uncle Dog, you two are eating here too?”
Ground Rabbit asked, “Who are you?”
“It’s me—the son of Rich and Wealthy, Popping Handsome,” he said.
Ground Rabbit and Zheng Gouzi exchanged a glance, both thinking: We’re not close to Liu You either. Why is this kid calling us uncles as soon as he arrives?
Liu Maopao adopted a familiar, cheerful expression and quickly approached. “What luck to run into Uncle Rabbit and Uncle Dog here. Shall we share a table? Ah, who are these two?”
Sun Chuanting responded, “I’m Sun Chuanting.”
“Ah?” Liu Maopao was shocked. “So you’re Principal Sun of Huangpu Military School! My deepest apologies for the disrespect. Uncle Sun, I didn’t expect to meet you here today and haven’t prepared a generous gift. How terribly rude of me. Tomorrow, I’ll definitely visit your residence to apologize and present you with the finest wool sweater from our factory.”
Sun Chuanting thought to himself: This kid—he climbed right up to us quickly. What a formidable little fellow.
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There were four people at the table, and Liu Maopao quickly approached three of them.
His gaze turned to the last businessman.
However, that businessman had already recognized Liu Maopao; as a fellow businessman, he had long admired the Warm and Cozy wool sweater advertisement that played frequently on TV, and he was surprised and delighted to unexpectedly meet Liu Maopao here today.
The two businessmen immediately introduced themselves with smiles, shook hands, and looked even closer than family.
So, naturally, the two tables were pushed together.
The businessman happily offered to pay for everything, feeling extremely delighted.
Before long, the seafood was served, and everyone ate and drank heartily, all feeling very joyful.
The two Mongolia children, tasting such things from the sea for the first time, were deeply amazed.
"These strange fish and shrimp are really delicious," said the youngest one, E Zhe. "Were they all caught from the sea?"
Liu Maopao said, "Yes! They were hauled in by fishing boats."
E Zhe asked, "I've heard the sea is huge, and no one controls it, so anyone can fish freely, right?"
Liu Maopao said, "You can indeed fish freely, but there are pirates at sea, very fierce ones—you must have seen 'Blood Battle at Liao Luo Bay,' right?"
E Zhe said, "That’s my favorite movie; I love naval battles so much."
Liu Maopao chuckled and said, "If you like it, you could learn about this stuff; later, set up a Mongolia Navy, wipe out all the pirates, and then harvest seafood freely."
E Zhe exclaimed, "Oh? How do I learn this?"
Liu Maopao pointed at Sun Chuanting and said, "Principal Sun is sitting right here; ask him."
E Zhe turned to look at Sun Chuanting.
Sun Chuanting cursed inwardly: This guy is ruthless—a Mongolia Navy? How did he come up with that?
But since this Mongolia child before him was the Khan of Mongolia heir, descendant of Genghis Khan, he didn't mock Liu Maopao. Instead, he smiled at E Zhe and said, "If you want to learn naval knowledge, come to my school; we've just set up a maritime studies department recently."
E Zhe was overjoyed, saying, "Great, great! I want to learn to be a navy man."
The crowd: "..."
Several adults looked at Liu Maopao and thought: If this Mongolia kid hangs out with Liu Maopao, he'll surely turn into a good-for-nothing before long.
But nobody would bother meddling in others' business.
They spent nearly two hours on the meal, and outside, the sky steadily darkened as evening set in.
The restaurant was perfectly located, right in the center of Xi'an, with the vegetable marketplace right downstairs.
At this time daily, it became Gaojia News hour, and the street started filling with crowds.
The flashy vehicle from Qin King Mansion slowly pulled up; Zhu Cunjing hopped down with his Young Mistress, cheerfully heading to his private viewing stand.
Lian Guoshi had been transferred away, and now no one shamelessly crowded onto his stand anymore, leaving him feeling rather lonely.
The Young Mistress also no longer had the governor's wife to chat with, feeling somewhat out of sorts too.
The couple was just feeling low when they saw Ground Rabbit's group emerge from the next-door restaurant.
Zhu Cunjing was thrilled and quickly called out, "Mr. Rabbit, come over! Join me here for Gaojia News."
Ground Rabbit said, "Huh? Okay!"
Sun Chuanting marveled inwardly: Ground Rabbit, with such great connections? Even Young Master Qin King would invite him so eagerly?
So a large group gathered around Zhu Cunjing and sat down, with several children even daringly squeezing up to join in.
Liu Maopao approached and called out to Zhu Cunjing, "Uncle Zhu." Then he turned to the Young Mistress and greeted, "Auntie, you’re wearing our family's wool sweater. Tomorrow, I’ll send another one for you."
The Young Mistress was overjoyed.
That kid instantly secured a place for himself again.
Sun Chuanting couldn’t help but think to himself: This fellow would have unlimited achievements in the future.
They barely said a few sentences before the news began.
First came international news: Led by the Ushan Tribe, the various tribes of Mongolia, under the command of Genghis Khan's descendant E Zhe, were attacking the Kerbin Tribe, and had already achieved certain results; most of the Kerbin Tribe had submitted to the Ushan Tribe...
Everyone present turned around and looked at E Zhe with strange gazes.
E Zhe was still young and understood nothing; he had no awareness of the strange looks from everyone and grinned, saying, "Haha, I gave the order, and I even had Sister Gao Yiye take out the imperial jade seal to stamp their orders."
The crowd: "..."
Just then, the Cotton Thread Deity statue on Ground Rabbit's chest suddenly spoke, "E Zhe, you’ve done very well. I’ve decided to give you a big reward."
E Zhe was overjoyed, "Wow, the Deity is manifesting! The Deity said he’d give me a big reward."
The crowd was startled too, and hurriedly paid respects to the Deity in various styles.
Then they saw the Deity grin with an evil smile, "The reward will arrive immediately."
The next second, the pitch-black night sky was suddenly torn open by a golden hand, which held a strange round object that resembled a giant egg cake.
The common people watching Gaojia News at the vegetable marketplace cheered loudly and quickly scattered to all sides; next, the Deity's golden giant hand placed that giant egg cake on the ground.
Instantly, the middle of the plaza was filled to capacity by this giant egg cake.
It was like a big house, overwhelming everyone’s view.
The Cotton Thread Deity laughed and said, "This is E Zhe's reward, and its name is: Egg Huang Pie!"
The crowd: "???"
The Cotton Thread Deity chuckled and said, "It’s very tasty. E Zhe, you can enjoy it freely; you can also cut it into small pieces, send people to transport it to the grassland, and let your brothers and sisters eat it."
E Zhe was overjoyed, "Thank you, Deity."
He quickly ran down from the stand, dug out a small piece from the giant Egg Huang Pie, and stuffed it into his mouth. Sweet! Delicious! Extremely fragrant!
Such delicious food indeed shouldn’t be enjoyed alone.
E Zhe quickly called to the surrounding common people, "I want to use half of it as payment to invite a big merchant to step forward, help me cut it into small pieces, package it, and ship it to the Mongolian grassland. Is anyone willing to help me with this?"
Was that even a question?
Of course someone was willing!
As long as the profits were high enough, merchants could accomplish anything.
Soon afterward, capable merchants took over this business; they hired many workers, cut off half of the Egg Huang Pie and pocketed it for themselves, then cut the remaining half into small pieces, packed it well, and found a warehouse to store it.
Next, they loaded it onto large carts one by one, transported it back to the Mongolian grassland, and distributed it to "Genghis Khan's Mongolian people."
Thus, on the grasslands, the Mongolians, fierce herders who followed wolf culture, almost everyone received a huge portion of Egg Huang Pie.
Enjoying that sweet taste, they felt once again how wonderful Han people’s products were.
Just that...
For some reason, eating this made them gain weight rather quickly.
Fat accumulated on their bodies, and their fur became shiny and slick.
Riding horses started to feel a bit awkward.
A small matter, a small matter, who cared about it?
Just keep eating and that was it!
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The wind was bitingly cold, stinging people's faces.
Henan province lay in ruins.
Ten li outside Xuzhou (present-day Xuchang), within a dense forest, encamped a massive bandit army, numbering over a hundred thousand strong.
Yet despite their imposing presence, their leaders were locked in fierce argument beneath the trees.
"We cannot attack Xuzhou," declared Zhang Miaoshou, one of the bandit chiefs. "Xuzhou is a renowned stronghold, defended by imperial generals. Where can we find the capability to subdue it? Have you forgotten how Brother King of Disruption perished? His fatal mistake came from overconfidence, assaulting Xi'an."
"I say we attack, so we attack," countered Eighth Great King (Zhang Xianzhong). "Though Xuzhou is famous, its current garrison is nothing but weaklings. It bears no resemblance to a place like Xi'an. If we dare strike, we can take it."
Zhang Miaoshou shook his head vigorously. "Eighth Great King, you're insane. Even if Xuzhou's defenders are weak, Zuo Liangyu is garrisoned nearby, not far south at Runing Prefecture's Zhumadian. If we attack Xuzhou, Zuo Liangyu will surely arrive."
Eighth Great King roared with laughter. "Afraid? If you're scared, then get out! I refuse to fight alongside cowards like you."
"Hmph! I have no desire to associate with lunatics either," Zhang Miaoshou retorted, flicking his sleeve dismissively before storming off with his men.
A sinister grin spread across Eighth Great King' face. "Good. Mobilize the entire army... We're taking Xuzhou."
...
Soon, the battle for Xuzhou erupted.
At that moment, Zuo Liangyu was indeed stationed at Zhumadian in Runing Prefecture, just south of Xuzhou. Scouts raced in with urgent news: a hundred thousand bandits, led by Eighth Great King, were advancing on Xuzhou.
The sheer number gave Zuo Liangyu pause. "Xuzhou is a formidable city. How could bandits possess the audacity to besiege it? They're likely just passing its walls. We won't provoke them; they'll retreat by themselves."
This judgment proved disastrous.
Days later, reports arrived: Eighth Great King had breached Xuzhou. His army pillaged, burned, and committed unspeakable atrocities. Officials, wealthy families, and commoners alike were slaughtered.
Zuo Liangyu's own family resided in Xuzhou. Not a single soul survived. Only his son, Zuo Menggeng, who followed him in battle, remained. From that moment, the threat of being executed along with his families vanished, replaced by a grim freedom to act without fear of dynastic consequence.
...
Luoyang, West of the city, Xin'an County, Ganquan Village.
This village, with its millennia-old tradition of pottery making, carried the beautiful nickname: Ancient Pottery Village.
Currently, Ancient Pottery Village buzzed with fierce activity. Countless villagers toiled feverishly, firing ceramic bottles.
Ever since the Deity bestowed two colossal soy sauce bottles, towering over thirty meters tall, upon Luoyang, the task of decanting the sauce had commenced with immense momentum.
Initially, Ancient Pottery Village dispatched all its long-stocked jars and bottles to Luoyang, selling them in vast quantities. Now, they worked day and night, striving desperately to fire new bottles.
Gao Yiye, the Saint Lady, stood amidst the villagers, discussing matters with the County Magistrate of Xin'an.
"County Lord," Gao Yiye spoke in a gentle but urgent tone, "Is there truly no more capacity? Decanting the soy sauce is the Deity's appointed task. The workers in Luoyang wait anxiously for bottles. Without work, they feel insecure about receiving their wages, terrified of losing their jobs. Their distress is palpable."
What do workers dread most?
An idle factory!
A considerate boss might pay basic wages during stoppages, but a ruthless one halts pay entirely, forcing resignation.
The decanting workers of Luoyang, though knowing the Deity was a supremely benevolent master, deeply feared for the security of their livelihoods.
The County Magistrate of Xin'an, who had witnessed the Deity lifting the mud crusts from the Yellow Flood Zone long ago, was among the most devout followers of the Dao Xuan Deity Teachings. Facing the Saint Lady, his attitude was deeply deferential. "Saint Lady, it's not that Xin'an County lacks effort... It's simply... simply... the supply of bottles has been completely exhausted."
The Magistrate's expression was pleading. "The villagers here had stockpiles stretching back years, all cleared out. You won't find a single ceramic vessel left in Ancient Pottery Village. Though the villagers labor tirelessly, human power alone is insufficient. We simply cannot keep up."
Gao Yiye had come to understand principles of economy.
Ancient Pottery Village was sparsely populated, and their ceramic output was modest. Before the Deity's arrival, the surrounding peasants' limited purchasing power dictated production. The village, sustained by fewer than a hundred pottery-making households, easily met urban demand—their productivity even outstripped consumption, leaving the potters impoverished.
But the Deity had suddenly lowered two gigantic jars of soy sauce from the heavens and opened trade routes to coastal regions. Demand for ceramic bottles exploded instantaneously, flipping the problem: productivity now lagged drastically behind purchasing power.
Gao Yiye stated plainly, "It seems we must increase manpower."
The Magistrate concurred, "Manpower must be increased, certainly. But... finding it now is truly difficult. Since the Deity's protection reached us, all trades and industries have been surging forward. New factories proliferate: coal mines, iron mines, smelters, road construction..." He wore a helpless expression. "Not only has Xin'an County's original population been absorbed, even the recent influx of refugees remains insufficient."
Gao Yiye considered this. "Luoyang hosts multitudes of refugees. I'll coordinate with Bai Yuan to transfer some here to help make bottles. Lack of skill doesn't matter; they can assist with preparatory tasks." A practical solution formed in her mind. "In fact, let's do this: establish a large-scale ceramic factory here. Organize bottle production under unified planning, turning it into an industry. Henceforth, Ancient Pottery Village will become the Ancient Pottery Factory. The veteran artisans here can directly enter the factory as master technicians."
The Magistrate nodded reluctantly. "It seems the only viable path."
"Then I shall return to Luoyang to make arrangements," announced Gao Yiye.
She turned and leapt into her dedicated automobile. Her one-hundred-strong guard squad swiftly boarded troop transport trucks, Escorting
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