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Xing Honglang's forces dispatched a large number of scouts, scattering them forward.
Cao Wenzhao's unit stationed in front also sent out scouts; further ahead on Xicheng Mountain, Wang Jiayin's unit similarly dispatched a large number of scouts.
In the small Yangcheng County, scout teams were active everywhere.
These scouts occasionally met, charging towards each other on horseback, shooting a few arrows, provoking each other, each employing surprising tricks to shrink the opponent's reconnaissance circle.
This quickly revealed the difference in abilities between the scouts.
Clearly, Cao Wenzhao's scouts were the most capable, blocking in front and defending behind, forcing the scouts of Wang Jiayin and Xing Honglang's forces to retreat far away.
Scouts sent by Xing Honglang had to detour in a large circle to bypass Cao Wenzhao's scout ring and approach the foot of Xicheng Mountain.
Old Nan Feng personally acted as a scout, ran to the foot of Xicheng Mountain, and after observing the mountain terrain for a while, felt somewhat bewildered.
This Xicheng Mountain had steep terrain, easy to defend but hard to attack; at each key point on the mountain, fierce generals from the rebel army guarded it; the total troops were truly as the envoy said, numbering one hundred and sixty thousand, and the hillsides were densely covered with heads.
But below the mountain, Cao Wenzhao had only a mere three thousand Guanning cavalry.
Three thousand against the easy-to-defend one hundred and sixty thousand!
By all appearances, this battle seemed unwinnable for Cao Wenzhao; unless the officials reinforced with other troops and heavily encircled Xicheng Mountain like at Hequ County, then perhaps there would be a fight.
However, the Deity said that Wang Jiayin was about to die.
The Deity's words must not be disbelieved, so that was somewhat strange.
Enough, let's watch the show! He would know once he watched.
...
The main peak of Xicheng Mountain, Sheng Wang Ping, at an elevation of 1889.5 meters, was tall with deep forests and steeply difficult to climb; Wang Jiayin's main camp was stationed on the high ground of Sheng Wang Ping, overlooking the lower areas, which was easy to defend.
The other rebels under his command were dispersed on the mountainside, forming a surrounding guard; the total strength reached one hundred and sixty thousand men, and they were already prepared to attack Jincheng.
The magistrates of Zezhou Prefecture, Jincheng County, and Yangcheng County had all made battle preparations, organizing civilian militias, ready to fight the rebels to the death.
At the high top of the mountain, in front of a wind-protected cliff, stood Wang Jiayin's commander's tent.
Wang Jiayin wore a coat made from white tiger fur, making himself look very handsome and dashing; he sat at the head, holding the wife he had robbed, Zhang, in the crook of his left arm: "Gentlemen, scouts have just reported that Cao Wenzhao is chasing us again, leading three thousand Guanning cavalry, stationed in the desolate wilderness about twenty li below the mountain."
Zi Jin Liang did not speak, with worry on his face.
Bai Yuzhu opened his mouth with a smile: "He only has three thousand men; without other officials helping him, he can do nothing against us."
Wang Jiayin nodded: "Hmm, although Cao Wenzhao is brave, his numbers are too small; we don't need to worry about him; the plan to attack Yangcheng, Jincheng, and Zezhou remains unchanged; our food is almost gone; if we don't capture a few cities soon, we won't be able to support the soldiers."
Sitting not far away, brother-in-law Zhang Liwei threw a complicated glance at his sister Zhang, then looked up and said to Wang Jiayin: "Brother-in-law, Xing Honglang has also come, stationed at Chihong Village about forty li behind Cao Wenzhao, echoing us from afar."
As soon as Bu Zhan Ni sitting below heard the name Xing Honglang, his expression became unpleasant; he snorted coldly: "It's useless for her to come; blocked in the middle by Cao Wenzhao, she can't get through."
King of Disruption shook his head: "Bu Zhan Ni, are you still holding onto the Old Zhang Fei incident? Forget it, better resolve disputes than make enemies; we're all fighting against the court, all friends."
Bu Zhan Ni: "When she killed my subordinate Old Zhang Fei back then, did she think about us all fighting against the court?"
King of Disruption said: "Yongji is Xing Honglang's hometown; when Old Zhang Fei plundered her hometown, the fight arose likely from a misunderstanding; for example, if Xing Honglang led troops to your hometown Luochuan without notice, you would get angry too."
Bu Zhan Ni: "Humph!"
They temporarily stopped arguing about Xing Honglang, and Wang Jiayin said: "Let's discuss how to attack Yangcheng and Jincheng; I'm tired; I'll go rest first."
Saying this, he embraced Zhang's waist, laughed softly: "My beloved wife, go in and have a few cups with me, hehehe..."
Zhang wore an awkward smile and followed him reluctantly into the rear tent.
Zhang Liwei looked at his sister's expression, feeling severely displeased inside; but he could do nothing, so he unhappily walked out of the large tent, sat by the cliff edge, and faced the mountain wind at 1889.5 meters altitude.
Just then, a low-ranking soldier, while patrolling, walked to his side.
Zhang Liwei hadn't paid attention to a mere patrolling troop, but when the soldier reached his side, suddenly stood still, lowered his voice, and quickly said: "General Zhang, you seem dissatisfied with the Boss's actions and bear the injustice for the Zhang family's situation?"
Zhang Liwei was startled, turned around, and glared at the patrolling troop.
The patrolling troop wore a strange smile: "The Zhang family of Yaomao was originally a prominent local clan; under Wang Jiayin's coercion, they had no choice but to offer Zhang to him as a wife; General Zhang was also forced into the army against his will..." (Friends who forgot, please see Chapter 439.)
Zhang Liwei's face darkened: "Who exactly are you?"
The little soldier whispered: "I serve General Cao, Cao Wenzhao."
Zhang Liwei: "!"
At that moment, Zhang Liwei thought in his mind: Pull out the sword and hack him down, earn merit; Wang Jiayin would surely reward me handsomely, but what good would that reward be? I'd just go from a small bandit leader to a big bandit leader, still just a bandit.
But if I come to terms with this person before me and achieve merit for Cao Wenzhao, I could transform from a bandit head into an official person, restoring the Zhang family of Yaomao to prominence.
Zhang Liwei's hand moved away from the sword hilt.
The patrolling troop also sighed with relief, thinking to themselves: It worked!
Zhang Liwei took a deep breath: "Speak, what does General Cao want me to do?"
The patrolling troop whispered: "Contact the ambitious soldiers in the camp who don't want to just be rebel leaders, plan to rise up; then use your sister's relationship to infiltrate Wang Jiayin's tent and kill him; after that, set a fire to cause chaos; when General Cao sees the fire on the mountain top, he will lead his troops to attack uphill and wipe out the rebels; then, having achieved great merit, the court will surely reward you, restoring the fame of the Zhang family of Yaomao in no time."
After hearing this, Zhang Liwei's expression fluctuated; this task was difficult to do, and a careless move could cost his head; but now, by rebelling with Wang Jiayin, he was also doing head-losing deeds; in any case, it might cost his head, so he saw which side was more worthwhile.
As they say, wealth and honor demand risk; this opportunity before him might truly make the Zhang family soar to the sky.
After considering for a long time, Zhang Liwei raised his head: "Good, please find a way to notify General Cao below the mountain—this matter, Zhang Liwei will do it."
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The next day, Zhang attended to Wang Jiayin thoroughly in bed, satisfying him until he felt as if his soul was leaving him. For a good while, he lay limp and immobile on the bed, gasping for air.
Zhang leaned close to his ear and spoke softly in a sweet, coaxing tone, "My lord, my lord, my brother Zhang Liwei holds such a lowly position in your army. He is your brother-in-law! Yet you won’t appoint him to a high position? This clearly means you do not cherish your humble concubine."
Fresh from his ecstasy, Wang Jiayin’s mind was operating at a level close to zero. Such coquetry from a beauty was impossible to resist. Hazily, he agreed, "Fine, let him be promoted, promoted!"
Zhang pressed further, "I long for my brother’s rise, yet fear he might perish in battle. How about this then: promote him to be the commander before your tent? Have him guard you daily, right by your side. That should keep him safest."
Wang Jiayin chuckled, "That’s a trifle. Very well! Starting tomorrow, Zhang Liwei shall be my commander before the tent."
The commander before the tent was essentially equivalent to the "Captain of the Bodyguards."
With this appointment secured, Wang Jiayin’s head had already been placed into Zhang Liwei’s hands.
...
Year Four of Chongzhen (1631 AD), June 2nd.
Inside the command tent of Xing Honglang’s forces at Chihong Stockade, Xing Honglang, Gao Chuwu, Zao Ying, and Old Nan Feng were idly playing "mahjong." This new pastime, taught by the Deity, used bamboo pieces carved into tiles. Dabbling in a couple of rounds when bored proved quite entertaining.
They had stationed themselves here, observing Xiangcheng Mountain from a distance for several days now. Yet, Wang Jiayin’s forces hadn’t budged, and neither had Cao Wenzhao’s. Boredom had driven them to mahjong.
Just then, the puppet deity, which had lain immobile and lifeless for several days, suddenly clacked to its feet with a sharp sound.
All four mahjong players ceased their actions simultaneously, turning to perform a deep salute towards the puppet deity: "We pay our respects to the Deity."
The puppet deity chuckled, its bamboo clackers clapping once: "Events unfold this very night, Wang Jiayin struggles to survive. Hurry now, make ready, to the battlefield we strive."
The four leaped to their feet, overjoyed.
Xing Honglang, Zao Ying, and Gao Chuwu dashed towards their equipment. Only Old Nan Feng produced a sackcloth bag, opened it wide on the table, swept the mahjong tiles into it with one swipe, and secured it. "Don’t rush off to battle like headless chickens," he chided. "Wars are endless, but this mahjong's a precious gem from the 'Flower World' – best put it away safely."
Securing the mahjong bag, he then donned his armor and belted his sword. Yet his movements were blazingly fast. Years of border guarding had honed him. Even blindfolded, he could armor up quicker than Gao Chuwu or the others. Starting last, he finished first, fully armored before the other three.
As he swung onto his horse, Old Nan Feng actually hummed a tune from the "immortal realm": "Blossoms bloom in this flowered world, I dream here as we unfurl..."
After a couple of lines, he paused, grinning mockingly at Gao Chuwu and the others, "Why you moving so slow?"
He resumed humming: "Trapped forever in this flowered space, a drunken butterfly lost in chase..."
Witnessing his utter ease, the others couldn’t help but secretly admire him. Few in all of Gaojia Village possessed such pre-battle tranquility as Old Nan Feng. Even the chief instructor of the militia, He Jiu, grew terribly nervous before battle, seeking out his grandmother everywhere – nothing like Old Nan Feng’s casual demeanor.
Just then, a scout galloped into the tent and loudly reported: "Cao Wenzhao’s forces are moving! They are assembling their troops! Looks like they intend to storm the mountain! Huh? Leaders, you're all... already prepared?"
Old Nan Feng roared with laughter, "Truly, the Deity is mighty! Calculating all with a mere gesture of fingers. Since Cao Wenzhao marches, Wang Jiayin shall die! Come, come! Our time to fish in troubled waters has arrived..."
Three hundred cavalry charged forward leading the way, with infantry following close behind.
Continual scout dispatches came from the front: Cao Wenzhao’s forces were advancing...
Simply put, while Cao Wenzhao pushed forward, their group shadowed him, always maintaining a distance of several Li.
As they marched ahead, Xiangcheng Mountain became visible in the distance.
By now, night had deepened. Xiangcheng Mountain loomed like a colossal black silhouette against the profound darkness.
Cao Wenzhao’s forces halted at the foot of the mountain, poised to attack at any moment.
Xing Honglang’s forces naturally remained still as well, waiting quietly.
When midnight arrived, the moon hung bright amidst thinning skies.
Suddenly, a ball of flame erupted with a "whoosh" atop the mountain peak. Then, echoed by hundreds of voices roaring in unison: "Wang Jiayin has fallen! Wang Jiayin has fallen!"
Cao Wenzhao was ecstatic: "ATTACK!"
Three thousand Guanning Iron Cavalry surged immediately towards Xiangcheng Mountain.
Witnessing this scene from the rear, Xing Honglang and the others also froze slightly, "What on earth happened atop the mountain?"
The puppet deity chuckled again, clacking its clappers: "Forcibly marrying a woman sowed the seed, the tent commander was her brother indeed. Drunken state brought demise with speed, sown wrongs harvest rightful need."
The others paused, momentarily stunned by these four lines. Pondering them carefully, a realization suddenly dawned upon them.
Three pairs of eyes instantly snapped towards Old Nan Feng.
Old Nan Feng scratched his head in confusion: "What? Why you all staring at me like that?"
Gao Chuwu said, "Old Nan Feng, seems like you might be following in Wang Jiayin’s footsteps, huh? You always wear that drooling expression around beautiful women. Careful you don’t end up forcibly marrying some woman one day and reap your 'wrongful seeds'."
Old Nan Feng straightened his face with feigned seriousness: "Heh! That’s where you're mistaken. I, Old Nan Feng, do indeed appreciate beautiful women, but not those of the mortal world! My heart resides solely with the immortal beauties of the celestial realm now."
Everyone: "..."
Old Nan Feng: "Not even if you lent me a hundred extra guts would I dare force an immortal maiden!"
Xing Honglang nodded, "Fair point!"
Zao Ying also nodded, "Seconded."
Only Gao Chuwu stretched his mouth wide open: "Forcibly marrying them is out, but you could steal their clothes, right? That Cowherd fellow ended up with a fairy by stealing her clothes!"
Old Nan Feng: "Eh?! There's such a method?! How could I have forgotten! Gao Chuwu, you're a blasted genius! I'll go find some mountain pool to stake out!"
Everyone: "!!!"
Xing Honglang promptly kicked Gao Chuwu sprawling: "Just what kind of nonsense are you teaching him?! He would seriously act on this!"
Gao Chuwu: "Huh? Someone would actually do such a thing?"
Xing Honglang: "Others likely not. But this fellow Old Nan Feng? Most certainly he might!"
The puppet deity, nearby, watched the scene, laughing so hard its wooden body creaked, clattering like bamboo clappers: "All worries off your chest, those fairies won't descend to bathe, not even once. Old Nan Feng? Wait's all he'll ever have, clothing theft is past tense fun."
Old Nan Feng: "Ah? Ah? They... truly won't come down?!"
The puppet deity nodded firmly: "Never! Not ever. Why would they need to? There are fine places to bathe above!"
Old Nan Feng slumped forward with a "thud," kneeling in utter desolation, his posture forming: orz.
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Everyone chatted casually at the foot of the mountain, while the mountaintop raged with fire, echoing with agonized screams.
Indeed, on the evening of June 2nd, Zhang once again sweet-talked Wang Jiayin into getting thoroughly drunk. Then Zhang Liwei, the commander beneath his tent, entered. Leveraging his "Commander" status, he first expelled the other guards. Following that, he drew his blade and effortlessly severed Wang Jiayin’s head.
He had already conspired with some trusted followers to rebel. Once Wang Jiayin’s head was secured, he promptly ordered his troops to torch the main camp.
The main encampment on the mountaintop erupted in flames, instantly thrown into disarray.
Zhang Liwei spurred his personal guards through the inferno. When encountering those loyal to Wang Jiayin, he pretended to be one of them until close, then abruptly slashed with his sword.
Such tactics guaranteed the utter chaos that descended upon Wang Jiayin’s headquarters.
Zhang Liwei rallied several hundred soldiers, who bellowed in unison: "Wang Jiayin has fallen!"
The deafening roar reverberated across the entire Xicheng Mountain.
From the mountaintop down to the foot, all 160,000 people heard it with crystalline clarity.
Cao Wenzhao, leading three thousand Guanning cavalry troops, immediately seized the chance to charge up the mountain.
This became an assault from both ends. Amidst the darkness, forces struck from the mountain summit and the foothills simultaneously against the mid-slope. The bandit armies stationed there couldn’t determine north, south, east, and west. Their morale evaporated even before combat began.
Bu Zhan Ni, long resentful of Wang Jiayin, naturally skipped such foolhardy moves as "returning to rescue the leader’s camp." He decisively fled. Cao Wenzhao had only three thousand men here; encircling Xicheng Mountain was impossible. Finding a random mountain path, Bu Zhan Ni easily escaped with his followers.
Subsequently, the rebel forces began fighting for their own survival. The Right Minister Bai Yuzhu swiftly surrendered to Cao Wenzhao’s faction. The Left Minister Zijin Liang desperately regrouped his troops and charged through the siege line.
The King of Disruption, Nan Ying Eighth Great King, Xi Ying Eighth Great King, Luo Rucai, Ma Shouying, and others each chose directions to break out. Countless bandits, disoriented in the dark and unable to find their leaders, blindly scattered or scrambled downhill, picking any path ...
...
At the southern foot of Xicheng Mountain, Old Nan Feng squinted slightly: "They’re coming! Get ready to seize recruits."
Zao Ying laughed: "Not seize. Deceive."
Xing Honglang nodded: "Hoist our great banner."
"Swish!"
Bearing the character "Xing", a vast banner unfurled in the gloom. Flanking the banner were deliberately lit torches, making it unnaturally conspicuous in the darkness.
Three hundred cavalry troops and three hundred infantry called out in unison:"Yongji Xing Honglang is here! All brothers at the end of the road, come quickly!"
Gao Chuwu dumbly asked, "Won’t all this shouting draw the officials here?"
"It won’t." Old Nan Feng chuckled. "Cao Wenzhao cares only to storm the summit quickly to verify Wang Jiayin’s head personally. He won’t concern himself with the fate of other bandit chiefs. Influential figures like Zijin Liang or the King of Disruption escape his notice; why would he bother with us, a small band of salt traders?"
Gao Chuwu went, "Oh oh!"
True to Old Nan Feng’s prediction, the synchronized shouts of their six hundred men dwarfed the mountain battle’s clamor. Cao Wenzhao heard it distinctly, glanced towards the foot, then instantly brushed it aside. Why would he waste time on someone insignificant as Yongji Xing Honglang?
This salt trader posed little threat to the court. Deviating rarely, she looked like someone "amenable to pacification," unworthy of a concentrated purge.
The three thousand Guanning cavalry troops pressed on towards the summit, decapitating countless bandits as they climbed. Too terrified to hold the mountain paths, the bandits tumbled into forests or rolled down slopes.
In this wretched, chaotic flight, innumerable bandits lost track of their leaders.
The world felt vast, disorienting. How were they to live without finding their leader?
It was in this haze that they heard the call summoning them to "Yongji Xing Honglang." Hey, wasn’t that one arm of the uprising? We’ll join Boss Xing temporarily. She’ll surely offer shelter.
The stragglers raced towards Xing Honglang’s forces.
Within only half a night, Xing Honglang collected five thousand defeated troops.
Among them unexpectedly lurked a low-ranking bandit chief named Chui Shan Hu. Remarkably, he retained about a hundred followers. Once stabilized after reaching Xing Honglang’s company, his "big boss" mindset inevitably surfaced – with subordinates came authority.
Chui Shan Hu swaggered boldly toward Xing Honglang and blurted, "Boss Xing, we number five thousand fighters now. Returning up the mountain to rescue Boss Wang is impossible. So, what path should we blaze from here? Rest assured, brother Chui Shan Hu will pull his weight for you."
Xing Honglang chuckled: "We move back towards Yongji first."
Chui Shan Hu looked baffled: "Yongji? Aren’t we joining up with Zijin Liang, King of Disruption, Nan Ying Eighth Great King, Xi Ying Eighth Great King, Luo Rucai, Ma Shouying first?"
Xing Honglang explained, "Dispersed towards the four points in this darkness? How quickly could we pinpoint their locations? Let’s retreat to Yongji. After things stabilize, we’ll determine their whereabouts."
Chui Shan Hu thought: That made sense. Take one step at a time then.
He withheld further advice. With Xing Honglang’s forces, the five thousand defeated bandits – all robust men – fled towards Yongji. The procession, thickly disordered and devoid of structure, lumbered chaotically along.
Perched atop Gao Chuwu’s shoulder, the puppet deity observed the duped bandits grimly.
Gao Chuwu murmured low, "Deity, this rabble knows no discipline. Look – that group over yonder stumbles along still drinking liquor. I itch to march over and level punches."
Puppet deity uttered: "Hmm!"
Gao Chuwu seamlessly grumbled again, "That cluster passes boundaries too! Earlier using an opening village as an excuse to dash into some residential buildings, emerging trapping a shabby oil lamp. Blessedly no villagers were present, otherwise plundering would've been surely committed."
Puppet deity commanded: "Memorize those faces distinctly! Consign them to the labor camps once arrived. Then turn them over to Old Nan Feng’s seasoned underlings for reampling via hammering."
Gao Chuwu gulped, "Ah? Of course! Hah. Understood! Road construction awaits every last one forced into grueling infrastructure projects."
"Precisely! Assigned the harshest labors!" Xing Honglang firmly seconded.
Old Nan Feng inched near and whispered a tactical concern, "This rabble’s scale worries severely. We stand merely six hundred. Can we truly suppress them? How precisely do we secure surrender without igniting violent backlash? How guarantee peaceful disarming to labour-corral readiness? Mishandling risks reducing even our encampment into tatters!"
The puppet deity let loose an eerie titter: "Upon returning? Back at Yongji Ferry Dock? We strip their weapons there."
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Li Daoxuan chose Yongji Ferry Dock as the place to confiscate the weapons of this group; there was naturally a reason for this.
This reason was also simple: Yongji Ferry Dock was already within his reach.
From Gaojia Village to Longmen Ferry, the straight-line distance was sixty-five kilometers, while to Yongji Ferry Dock, it was only fifty-seven kilometers.
While Li Daoxuan was setting up the Huanghe Bridge at Longmen Ferry, Yongji Ferry Dock had long been in view and he could directly reach it with his hand; however, his operations were stretched too thin and he was a bit overwhelmed at the moment, so he had not yet intervened at Yongji ancient ferry dock.
The small followers also did not know this yet.
But now was the time for them to know.
As soon as he spoke, his own small followers gained courage and slowly advanced toward Yongji Ferry Dock with those five thousand worthless thieves.
To prevent this group from disturbing the common people, Xing Honglang deliberately said they were "avoiding officials" and led them through deserted areas. Along the way, they did not let this group harass a single innocent person.
As they walked on and on, they eventually saw Yongji Ferry Dock ahead.
The puppet deity let out a chuckle: "There's no need to coax these people anymore; everyone can be more arrogant now."
Several of his own small followers felt pride rushing inside.
At that moment, Chui Shan Hu, the leader of the bandit crowd, also began to perk up. After walking for a long time and moving far from Xicheng Mountain, he forgot the pain once the wound healed, waking from the dazed state after being beaten by Cao Wenzhao. He put on the air of a big boss, pointed toward the distant Water Fortifications ahead, and laughed loudly: "Everyone, look, there's a huge Water Fortifications out front; I can see lots of people moving inside. Maybe it's rich over there? We can rob it big!"
"Rob your mother!" Xing Honglang snapped angrily: "That's my fortress!"
Chui Shan Hu: "Huh? Boss Xing, you're just a salt smuggler—how come you built Water Fortifications to hole up? Isn't... isn't that just asking to get surrounded by the officials?"
He also remembered Wang Jiayin had been beaten to death because he got too arrogant; he stopped being a proper "mobile bandit" and insisted on calling himself king in Hequ County, defending the county town—that's why the government hounded him to death. So there, he'd actually died.
By then, the six hundred militiamen from Gaojia Village had already quietly distanced themselves a bit from those five thousand people. They had been doing this secretly since the Deity gave the order, as the bandits marched chaotically and hadn't noticed.
By now, the Water Fortifications were very close, and everyone reached the open ground outside the fortress wall.
Xing Honglang suddenly spun around and raised her hand. Her Three Hundred Cavalry Troops and three hundred infantry stopped dead in their tracks.
This action startled Chui Shan Hu and those five thousand people greatly; everyone froze. Chui Shan Hu swiftly put distance between himself and Xing Honglang, retreating into his followers, with his final hundred men shielding him in the center. He bellowed: "Boss Xing, what are you up to?"
Xing Honglang called out loudly: "Chui Shan Hu, weren't you just asking me if building the fortress made me afraid of being attacked by officials? I'm definitely telling you: I'm not!"
Chui Shan Hu felt a shock inside: "Could it be you've surrendered to the officials already?"
Xing Honglang laughed heartily: "Me, Yongji Xing Honglang, surrender to the officials? Besides spewing filth, can you ever say anything decent?"
Chui Shan Hu: "Then what do you mean?"
Those five thousand unaffiliated bandits quietly gathered behind Chui Shan Hu.
Xing Honglang said loudly: "I'll tell you right now the good way not to be surrounded by the authorities, and that is..."
She dragged the words out until all had craned their necks, and then she shouted: "Stop burning, killing, and looting; stop doing bad deeds; live properly for a fresh start!"
Chui Shan Hu: "What?"
He rubbed his ears, doubting he'd heard right: "Damn it, Xing Honglang, you're at least a salt smuggler—why spout hypocritical nonsense like a sour old monk?"
Master Zhan Sheng's head popped up from the Water Fortifications' watchtower: "Amitabha! Describing a monk's kind heart like that—poor monk isn't too pleased."
"Shut it!" Chui Shan Hu: "Where'd this stupid monk crawl from? Believe it or not, I'll chop you up!"
Master Zhan Sheng: "Kindly manage kindly manage!"
He was a monk with no quarrels against anyone, so even when threatened, he didn't fight back; he just mumbled "kindly manage" quietly twice.
Xing Honglang took over and said loudly: "I saved you at the foot of Xicheng Mountain not to let you keep burning, killing, and looting, but to make you idiots drop your weapons and turn back to the right path. I know you're all tough characters who won't listen easily, but I warn you—I'm tougher than you. From now on, you all better do as you're told, and if anyone dares to say a single 'no', I'll summon the Deity to grind him into a pulp of meat!"
Gao Chuwu whispered on the side: "Wow, my wife got fierce all of a sudden."
Old Nan Feng chuckled softly: "With these types, you have to act fierce. If you're polite and reason with them, they draw their knives and cut you down; only if you're fiercer can you control them."
"Hahahaha!" Chui Shan Hu burst out laughing: "Xing Honglang, why act so big here? You've got just this tiny force—barely hundreds of shrimp soldiers and crab warriors—and dare threaten me? Open your eyes and see—do these five thousand people want to follow you or me now?"
With his laugh, his hundred or so loyal followers all stepped forward, making fierce looks. The five thousand leaderless petty thieves, stirred by him, also roared at Xing Honglang a couple of times.
Chui Shan Hu: "I won't just not turn back to the right path; I'll start by killing you here! Right now, I'll cut down this ugly woman and loot your lousy Water Fortifications clean. Hahaha, brothers, will you join me?"
His hundred men shouted first: "We follow!"
The other five thousand began hesitating; follow or not? They kinda felt like it...
Just as they were still mulling it over.
Xing Honglang gave a cold sneer: "Fine, Chui Shan Hu, you can go die now."
Chui Shan Hu: "Oh? I'd like to see how you kill..."
Before the last word "me" left his mouth, the clouds overhead suddenly split open. A giant golden hand descended with a rushing wind and thunderous boom.
"Bang!"
The enormous palm smacked down on Chui Shan Hu's head, covering him and all his hundred-plus loyal followers nearby, flattening them.
The earth trembled and mountains shook as if in a quake.
The huge hand whisked back into the sky.
Only a large puddle of crushed flesh and guts remained on the ground.
The five thousand bandits behind screamed in fear; some wet their pants instantly, and others defecated in terror—stinking foul!
The people at the front of the group stepped back repeatedly, while those at the rear turned and bolted.
But they couldn't escape; the golden hand reached down again with a thunderous crash and landed squarely on their escape path.
Seeing escape was impossible, every one of them felt their legs go weak, and they dropped to their knees on the ground.
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Chapter 505: The Carrot and the Stick
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This giant hand descending from the heavens wasn’t just terrifying for the bandits; even many soldiers from the Gaojia Village Militia were startled. Their thoughts raced: We’ve only seen such a hand in the "Dao Xuan Deity’s Demon Elimination Tale," never imagined we’d see it with our own eyes today.
The common folk at the Yongji Ferry Dock were equally frightened.
Many muttered secretly: I must never do evil deeds again. If I commit evil, the Deity will send divine punishment. A strike like this... who could withstand it?
The chaotic uproar among the five thousand bandits fell into utter silence instantly.
In the profound quiet, Xing Honglang’s voice rang out once more: "Tsk, old lady rather liked your rebellious, unruly attitude from earlier."
The five thousand bandits trembled uncontrollably. Rebelling? Forget it.
Defiance in circumstances like these could only mark one as a mindless fool unaware of heaven and earth’s heights and depths.
Xing Honglang: "Throw your weapons onto that slope."
Not one of the five thousand dared disobey. What use were weapons now? What weapon could fight against that gigantic golden hand? Everyone surged into action, scrambling to toss their weapons toward the foot of the small slopes.
Interestingly, while most were discarding weapons, a few remained seated on the ground, unable to rise, failing to join the disarming. Feeling Xing Honglang’s gaze upon them, these terrified souls burst into tears, hastily pleading: "Boss Xing, we’re not defying you! Our
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