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In the evening, Shi Jian and White Cat were lounging around the streets of Hancheng with a large group of military officials.
They were clearly the newly arrived "well-connected" outsiders, but now they had practically become the "big bosses" within the two military units. The other captains of equal rank had all turned into their underlings.
Even the commander in charge of four hundred troops, who outranked them by a level, nodded and bowed respectfully to them. It was a case of subordinates controlling their superior.
Well, what could anyone do? They were the ones holding the grain.
In these times, being rich didn’t necessarily make you impressive, but having grain definitely did.
The army had long been short on grain and pay. From the generals down to the lowliest soldiers, everyone was starving, hoping daily for the court to send provisions and wages. In this situation, who the hell dared to offend two brothers who treated everyone to meals daily?
For instance, right now, they were treating everyone again. They had surrounded a small bun shop with a large group of soldiers.
The bun shop had been closed for over a year. Unable to buy flour, the owner couldn’t operate his shop. He had given up and was simply waiting for death. Yet today, he was surrounded by a pack of soldiers, trembling with fear.
Shi Jian smiled and waved at the soldiers nearby. "Hey, why are you all scowling like Fearsome Deities? Don't scare the owner. We are all children of the common folk, born and raised by them. Be polite to them."
The soldiers forced awkward smiles. "Captain Shi is right."
The soldiers quickly tried their best to beam kind smiles at the owner...
Li Daoxuan, outside the box, silently chuckled. Good. Shi Jian and White Cat were subtly influencing these soldiers. As long as they kept repeating this to the soldiers — appealing to their emotions and their interests — they could slowly change their mindset and how they dealt with others.
Shi Jian smiled gently at the owner. "I've heard that the buns you make are called Hancheng Sesame Buns — a unique local specialty, renowned far and wide. I’ve specially brought the brothers here to try them. Don’t worry, we’ll pay."
The beef pancake in Li Daoxuan’s hand instantly lost its appeal. "Damn it, more special delicacies? Argh! Just seeing them makes me angry!"
The bun shop owner said bitterly, "The buns I make are indeed well-known. But with the years of great drought and the soaring grain price, the little flour I could buy was barely enough to feed myself. I couldn’t possibly open the shop."
A smile spread across Shi Jian’s face. "When the common folk encounter difficulties, we children of the common folk serving as soldiers are here to help. Don’t worry. Look, what's this?"
He untied a bag from his back and handed it to the bun shop owner.
As soon as the owner took the bag, he smelled the aroma of flour. He guessed roughly what it was, and sure enough, upon opening it, he found half a bag filled with flour.
Shi Jian said, "Help us turn this flour into buns. I'll pay you three coins for each bun’s labor. How about that?"
The owner was overjoyed. "Yes! Of course, Military Gentleman! You truly are a good man!"
Shi Jian smiled. "This is our duty. Soldiers should protect the country and help the common people. Isn’t that right?"
His last words were directed at the soldiers behind him.
Of course, they couldn’t refuse their Golden Daddy’s prompting. They hurriedly chanted, "Yes!"
Shi Jian and White Cat exchanged a glance, inwardly pleased. Our ideological education of the soldiers was pretty successful this time. Surely the Deity will reward us handsomely later!
Unfortunately, they had no idea Li Daoxuan was throwing a tantrum outside the box. "Hancheng’s Special Sesame Buns — you get to eat them, but I don’t. Just wait and see how I deal with you later."
Soon, Shi Jian, White Cat, and the large group of soldiers were all munching on sesame buns. Commander Ma chewed noisily while muttering, "Ah, fragrant... really fragrant... Damn it, with the court dragging its feet on pay these past few years, I've barely had a decent meal. Thanks to Captain Shi and Captain Wang, I've finally been living like a human these past few days."
If he hadn’t mentioned "Captain Wang," it would have been fine. But the moment he said those three words, Shi Jian couldn't help turning to White Cat with a grin. "Wang Xiaohua!"
Hearing his real name, White Cat instantly bristled like a cat entering combat mode, his fur practically standing on end. "Damn it! How many times have I told you! Don't call me by my real name! Call me—!"
He almost blurted out "Call me White Cat!" But he caught himself just in time, realizing the bandit name absolutely couldn't be mentioned among the soldiers. Forcing it back down, he nearly choked on his anger.
Shi Jian roared with triumphant laughter.
The soldiers nearby joined in the laughter. They were all chuckling cheerfully when suddenly, a private rushed down the street towards them, shouting, "Captains! Emergency deployment! Back to camp immediately!"
The announcement stunned them. Emergency deployment?
Li Daoxuan also found it strange. Huh? What are they doing? Bandit suppression?
Munching his beef pancake, he watched as Shi Jian, White Cat, and the others, holding their sesame buns, ran towards the military camp. Inside, General Wang Chengen of Shaanxi was already fully armored and sitting sternly. Officers and soldiers rushed frantically around the camp, struggling to organize the troops.
Shi Jian and White Cat commanded no actual troops in their nominal posts, so they had nothing to do. They simply stood beside Wang Chengen, next to his personal guards.
Soon, the troops were organized.
General Wang Chengen of Shaanxi had 1,500 elite troops fully assembled. Surprisingly, 3,500 miscellaneous garrison soldiers resembling minnows also arrived. Combined, the force numbered five thousand men—a rather imposing sight.
Li Daoxuan looked down from the sky. He’d seen thousands of rebel bandits before, but this was his first time seeing such a large force of official troops. The difference in quality between government soldiers and rebels was truly vast. While those 3,500 garrison soldiers were indeed cannon fodder, they at least wore some cloth armor.
The front 1,500 elites were truly disciplined. Their armor and uniforms were bright, and their weapons were complete.
Cavalry, firearm soldiers, sword-and-shield soldiers, spear soldiers... the composition was diverse, with all kinds of equipment readily available.
Li Daoxuan thought, It seems this won’t be a small battle.
Seeing everyone assembled, Wang Chengen roared loudly, "The bandit chief Wang Jiayin, this great traitor, has insolently proclaimed himself king, established offices, and shown utter contempt for His Majesty! His crimes warrant execution..."
Li Daoxuan mused, "Oh? They’re going after Wang Jiayin."
Wang Chengen continued, "The Ministry of War has appointed Du Wenhuan as the Great General, with deputy Cao Wenzhao assisting the campaign as vice commander. They will lead the troops of Jin, Shaan, Lin, and Ning provinces to surround Hequ and exterminate the rebel Wang Jiayin! You shall depart immediately with this general, cross the Yellow River, and enter Shanxi!"
Hearing this, Li Daoxuan couldn’t help but shake his head. You see? The saying goes, 'the loudest bird gets shot.' The court's attitude towards the rebels has always oscillated between suppression and appeasement. But you absolutely cannot declare yourself king. Once you do, the court gets serious. This was no joke.
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Wang Chengen’s command "Set off immediately!"
The army sprang into action, hastening towards Hancheng and the ancient Longmen Ferry.
This Longmen Ferry was the most crucial crossing on the upper reaches of the Yellow River.
The ancient saying "a carp leaping through the Dragon Gate (yú yuè lóngmén)" originated right here.
During the Spring and Autumn and Warring States periods, the state of Qin crossed the Yellow River from this very spot, delivered a crushing blow to the state of Jin, and captured Duke Hui of Jin.
During the Daye era of the Sui Dynasty, Emperor Gaozu of Tang, Li Yuan, also crossed the Yellow River at the Longmen Ferry, striking directly into the heart of Guanzhong.
In another parallel world, Li Zicheng also crossed east from here to assault the capital region of Youyan, overthrowing the Ming Dynasty.
Li Daoxuan's perspective followed Shi Jian and White Cat towards the Longmen Ferry. He felt a small thrill of excitement, wanting to see what this legendary strategic point, the very place of the ‘carp leaping the Dragon Gate’, actually looked like. It was like his box was taking him on a trip.
However, just as he heard the scout report: "Ahead is the Longmen Ferry."
Right then, he found his view from the box could no longer move...
Boundary of perspective!
Li Daoxuan: "Damn it, my trip!"
He saw five thousand officials arranged in a long column, marching to the edge of the box. One by one, they passed through the glass wall, vanishing beyond the box. Shi Jian and White Cat soon followed alongside Wang Chengen's central forces, passing through the box wall and disappearing.
Li Daoxuan stretched his hands forward, palms facing the sky, fingers splayed wide: "Aaaaaah, my journey inside the box..."
Missing such an important and extraordinary travel destination like this was positively infuriating!
Wait, don't panic. Think of a way.
Li Daoxuan suddenly remembered: hanging from Shi Jian’s belt was a cloth doll of the Dao Xuan Deity. It was a little cloth figure only palm-sized, a craft similar to cloth tigers. It was made by the women of Chengcheng County using Chengcheng embroidery techniques – an intangible cultural heritage piece.
Shi Jian had meticulously brought it along when he left Gaojia Village to protect himself.
Could he establish resonance with this thing?
Thought and action...
Li Daoxuan jabbed his finger straight onto the "Resonance" button.
Instantly, streams of light and phantom images!
The scene before him solidified. Li Daoxuan found he was the doll, dangling from Shi Jian's belt! A rope hung him up, swaying mid-air...
Shi Jian was riding a horse. The horse's gait caused violent swaying, so Li Daoxuan swung left... then right... ugh, so dizzy. Why would a cloth doll feel dizzy?
No, it wasn't the doll feeling dizzy. It was his original body feeling dizzy! Because the scene viewed through the doll's eyes was constantly bobbing. This perspective transmitted directly to his original body, which also saw the swaying vista. Hence, the dizziness.
He hurriedly reached up, wanting to grab the rope above his head to steady himself.
But upon reaching, he discovered his hands were short, round stumps! They had no fingers at all – doll hands were just two stuffed spheres sewn on, strikingly similar to Doraemon's paws.
These damn hands couldn't grip a rope!
Alright, time for a trump card.
Li Daoxuan employed "catching bare-handed". His two round cloth paws clapped together—thump—pinching the rope. Hands and feet worked together as he scrambled upwards along the rope. Soon, he reached the skirt armour plating around Shi Jian’s belt. Finding a raised piece of armour, he perched himself on it.
Now the swaying was minimal. No more dizziness.
After looking left and right, he discovered Shi Jian's little dagger hidden in his belt. Leaning closer, he rubbed the rope suspending him against the dagger, snapping it apart.
Now nothing bound him.
Clutching Shi Jian’s armor scales, he continued to climb upward. Before long, he surprisingly reached the shoulder armor and sat down.
Shi Jian himself sensed nothing, but the white cat beside him jumped in fright: "Huh?!?! Shi Jian! Shi Jian!"
Shi Jian: "Wang Xiaohua, what’s wrong?"
The white cat sweated profusely: "Now’s not the time to tease me with my name. Quick, look at your shoulder."
Only when Shi Jian turned did he spot the cloth Deity sitting on his shoulder armor.
The shock was immense.
Li Daoxuan spoke: "Don’t make such a commotion. Stay quiet and enjoy the view."
Shi Jian: "..."
White Cat: "..."
Both froze for a good while, only gradually digesting the disbelief of "the Deity possessing a doll," their minds slowly settling.
Shi Jian then lowered his voice: "Has the Deity come to issue divine commands?"
Li Daoxuan: "I came here to play."
Shi Jian: "..."
Alright then, the Deity’s amusing himself in the mortal world!
Soon, the group arrived at Longmen Ferry.
After studying some travel guides, Li Daoxuan had imagined some grand place. Instead, it was merely a narrow section of the upper Yellow River. The river stretched about one hundred and twenty meters wide, flanked by sandy shores where ferries could moor.
Li Daoxuan cursed inwardly: Cheated again! Tourist spots were such crap. Fence off a mountain and it becomes a 4A scenic area; add a temple atop it and it’s suddenly 5A. Arrgh!
Crossing the river with five thousand troops, despite its modest breadth, proved cumbersome. Soldiers first ferried across, stretching several long ropes over the water. Then using those ropes, they constructed a floating bridge...
Li Daoxuan watched only briefly before he found himself yawning and bored stiff. So pointless. Withdrawing his senses, he shifted his attention elsewhere. He’d come back later.
...
Hejin County, Shanxi.
Bu Zhan Ni led his troops into Hejin County, the city walls freshly breached.
Hejin County was also known as Longmen County, named for its proximity to Longmen Ferry. Centuries ago, it was simply called Longmen Prefecture or Longmen County, only renamed Hejin under the Song Dynasty.
Unfortunately, this ancient city hadn’t escaped marauding bandit violence.
Now corpses littered every corner. Masses of bandits swarmed the streets, looting and killing. Some bandit troops tore down Hejin County’s already low, modest walls, deliberately collapsing each stone segment.
This was always the bandits’ strategy: breach one city, level its walls. Weaken its defenses. Next time they returned, pillaging would be far easier.
Bu Zhan Ni sat inside the county office, occupying the seat of the wealthy lord, who even now lay dead as a corpse at his feet.
His general Double-Winged Tiger strode in through the door, clasped fists. "Boss, all the county’s constables, hired thugs, and militia guards are dead. Our men are foraging for provisions now."
Bu Zhan Ni nodded. "Now we’re not far from Yongji Xing Honglang?"
"Just a short distance!" Double-Winged Tiger answered. "Another one hundred miles south lies Yongji. Xing Honglang’s holed up inside a wooden stockade right at the ancient ferry dock."
Bu Zhan Ni snorted coldly. "Good. Ransack Hejin first. Then we keep marching south—pay that Yongji ferry dock a visit."
Double-Winged Tiger lowered his voice. "But Boss, Xing Honglang already pledged loyalty to Wang Jiayin. She joined his thirty-six divisions. Going after her now... disrespects Wang Jiayin."
Bu Zhan Ni: "Respect? I won’t give a damn! Anger me enough and I’ll crush even Wang Jiayin himself."
Just then, Captain of Eighth Squad Li Zicheng barged in urgently. "Boss! You absolutely cannot do what you just planned!"
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As soon as Li Zicheng started speaking, Bu Zhan Ni became displeased. "What can't be done? Explain yourself."
Li Zicheng replied, "That Xing Honglang's strength is most peculiar. She's clearly just a salt smuggler, yet for no discernible reason, she possesses ships, cannons, and firearms. Doesn't that strike you as absurd? I suspect that woman has mysterious forces backing her. I suspect she's no salt smuggler at all. Likely, she’s an official soldier disguised as one, setting a trap for us to walk into."
Bu Zhan Ni retorted, "So what if it's the officials? Are we afraid of them?"
Li Zicheng clarified, "I didn't say 'officials', I said 'official soldiers'. We aren't afraid of the officials, but we should fear the soldiers."
Bu Zhan Ni scoffed, "What's so fearsome about government soldiers? Hmph! Just a mob of riffraff! Ever since we entered Shanxi from Shaanxi, we've rampaged unchecked, and those soldiers couldn't do a thing to stop us. The General of Shanxi, Wang Guoliang, is utterly incompetent. Now, he only flees when he sees us."
Just as the two men were discussing this, a scout rushed in. "Boss! Eighth Boss! Government soldiers are approaching! The forces of Wang Chengen, General of Shaanxi, have crossed the Longmen Ferry and are heading this way!"
Bu Zhan Ni sneered coldly. "Our old acquaintance, Wang Chengen? He 'favored' us plenty back in Shaanxi. Imagine this persistent specter has chased us all the way to Shanxi now."
Li Zicheng’s brow furrowed deeply.
Bu Zhan Ni laughed heartily. "I feared Wang Chengen once, but now? Not at all! He went to the capital for a stint and returned empty-handed, with no achievements to his name. The court doesn’t send him provisions or pay. His soldiers are likely half-starved! Hahaha! I have fifty thousand men here. He has a mere few thousand hungry soldiers. The advantage is clearly mine!"
Thud! Li Zicheng’s heart sank. A silent alarm screamed within him: He's become emboldened! This one's lost his head too! How is it that joining Wang Zuogua made him reckless, and now joining Bu Zhan Ni does the same?
No. This man is not worth following either. I need to find a leader with a sound mind to serve.
Li Zicheng clasped his fists together and withdrew.
His nephew, Li Guo, was still waiting outside. Li Zicheng grabbed Li Guo’s arm. "It’s time for us to part ways with Bu Zhan Ni."
Li Guo exclaimed, "Huh? Why?"
Li Zicheng stated, "He’s as good as dead too. Wang Chengen, the General of Shaanxi, has crossed the Yellow River into Shanxi. We need to leave immediately. Any slower, and we won’t escape."
Li Guo was astonished. "Is Wang Chengen that powerful? Why so afraid of him?"
Li Zicheng said, "How capable he is, I don’t know. But I know his crossing the river signals something deeply serious."
Li Guo looked utterly confused. "Uncle, why exactly? Teach me!"
Li Zicheng explained, "Military officers of the court cannot leave their jurisdiction arbitrarily. For Wang Chengen, the General of Shaanxi, to lead troops even a single step into Shanxi is a crime of rebellion. But now he’s here. That proves one thing... the Ministry of War must have ordered him here."
"What’s the reason for the Ministry to summon him? Isn't it obvious?" Li Zicheng laughed coldly. "Wang Jiayin declared himself king. He stomped on the court’s tail. The court must destroy him. So they called every soldier they could muster to Shanxi, laying a massive encirclement. They intend to sacrifice Wang Jiayin in their war rites."
Only then did Li Guo grasp the situation. "Meaning... whoever runs slowest gets buried with Wang Jiayin!"
Li Zicheng nodded. "Go, go, go! Let's hurry!"
The two hastily departed. Shortly after, the Old Eighth Team that had followed Li Zicheng all the way from Mizhi assembled in full formation. The group quietly slipped away from Bu Zhan Ni's forces and headed north.
...
When Li Daoxuan next co-sensed with the cloth doll, it was several hours later. Wang Chengen's troops had finished constructing a pontoon bridge, crossed the Yellow River, and finally entered Shanxi.
Seated on Shi Jian’s shoulder armor, Li Daoxuan glanced back at the Longmen Ferry behind him, unable to suppress another mental grumble: Never falling for scenic tourist spots again!
At that exact moment, a rider on horseback – a scout – galloped headlong from the front towards Wang Chengen. Reaching him, he reported loudly, "Report! The main force of the bandit Bu Zhan Ni has been sighted! Approximately forty thousand strong! They are currently encamped within Hejin County!"
A cold glint flashed in the corner of Wang Chengen’s eye. "Did they ravage Hejin County?"
"Yes!" the scout confirmed. "Hejin County has been breached! The county magistrate is dead! Innumerable civilians and soldiers lie dead or wounded within the walls, rivers of blood run! They even demolished the city walls themselves!"
Hearing this, anger welled up in everyone present.
Even Li Daoxuan, perched on Shi Jian’s armor, involuntarily clenched his fists in fury — Ah, wait, he remembered, a cloth doll has no fists! He could only squeeze his round, Doraemon-like hands instead.
Wang Chengen stated, "If they had walls to defend, it might pose some difficulty. But since they tore down the walls... we have nothing to fear. Order the entire army! Proceed immediately to Hejin County!"
The army mobilized and quickened its march.
The three thousand five hundred garrison soldiers they had scraped together from who-knows-where were utter rabble. Even the mere mention of battle sent them panicking, and their marching formations dissolved into chaos. However, Wang Chengen’s own elite contingent of one thousand five hundred were invigorated. They marched at a rapid pace, and within no time, the broken form of Hejin County appeared ahead.
Without its walls, the county resembled a peeled orange, left vulnerable for flies to feast upon. The horde of bandit troops were precisely those flies, swarming chaotically around the ruined city.
Wang Chengen thrust his riding whip forward. "Rout them!"
Without a word of bluster, the government soldiers surged straight into the attack.
To their surprise, Bu Zhan Ni displayed no fear. Fifty thousand bandit troops, freshly sated within the county town, against five thousand hungry soldiers — the advantage was clearly his! He saw no conceivable way to lose. Channeling a simple 'F2A' command, he ordered his force to counter-charge directly against Wang Chengen!
Shi Jian and White Cat both raised their weapons, ready to charge alongside the government troops.
But then Wang Chengen’s low voice cut through: "Command group! Hold position!"
This simple command froze both men in their tracks — Right! Though nominally Captains, their actual role placed them with Wang Chengen’s personal guard, remaining in the rear command group. They could only observe the battle alongside the General; they couldn’t go charging in recklessly.
Li Daoxuan, the cloth doll, was thus also confined to observing from the rear.
Truthfully, this was his first time witnessing actual government troops in combat, presenting an invaluable learning opportunity.
He watched as the government soldiers’ pikemen pressed forward relentlessly. From the gaps between the sword-and-shield men thrust forth a mass of spears. Further back, archers nocked arrows and loosed a fierce flurry of arrows into the bandit horde.
Arrows rained down from both sides. Yet, shielded by the front rank of swordsmen and shields, the bandits’ arrows proved largely ineffective. The government volleys, however, wreaked havoc on the bandit formation, throwing them into disarray. As the distance closed to seventy or eighty paces, dozens of Three-Eyed Divine Firearms suddenly emerged from the depths of the government lines — Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! A cacophony of explosions shattered the bandit ranks further into utter chaos.
Then, from both flanks, two swift cavalry units suddenly erupted. Though small in number — merely a hundred cavalry to each side — these two units striking from the wings simultaneously plunged the already reeling bandit troops into complete pandemonium. Precisely as they were thrown wildly off balance, the government phalanx arrived. Spears jabbed relentlessly forward — bandit troops fell dead and wounded in an instant.
Wang Chengen gripped his warhorse’s reins with his left hand and raised his spear high with his right. He shouted, "Command group! Advance now!"
Finishing his command, he spurred his horse forward, charging directly at the bandit army.
Shi Jian and White Cat exchanged a look, nodded, and charged forward with equal fervor.
Perched on Shi Jian’s shoulder armor, the Cloth Doll Deity struck a pose! He thrust one hand forward! "Charge!"
He lost his footing briefly, almost toppling off.
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It didn't take long for Bu Zhan Ni, who had thought victory was within his grasp, to find himself battered and bruised, fleeing miserably northward.
His fifty thousand bandit troops amounted to nothing. Before they could even touch a hair on Wang Chengen, they were beaten into a panic, utterly routed with no choice but to flee.
Unfortunately, the bandit strength was immense. Though Wang Chengen won with fewer troops, he couldn't capture Bu Zhan Ni and could only watch helplessly as Bu Zhan Ni's main force slipped away.
Hejin County had been retaken.
But what they reclaimed was nothing but ruins scattered with corpses.
Three or four out of ten townsfolk had been massacred; two out of ten had been forcibly conscripted into the bandit army; barely half the population remained as decent citizens.
Those who survived sat blank-eyed amidst the scorched city, staring at homes billowing black smoke. Their possessions plundered, they were too broken to even shed tears.
Wang Chengen’s face darkened as he walked through the streets until he finally took the magistrate's seat in the county office. He sighed heavily. "Again... What difference is this from cities ravaged by the Jurchens?"
Shi Jian couldn't help but ask quietly, "Was it the same when the Jurchens attacked?"
"Yes!" Wang Chengen replied. "Months ago, when I rushed to the capital to defend the emperor, villages ravaged by Jurchens presented the same sight. Every city they sacked faced three days of slaughter—corpses piled high, every valuable plundered. These rebels are no different from barbarian savages."
Shi Jian: "..."
Wang Chengen sighed again. "These people will struggle to survive. As their general, I can only request relief grain and funds from the court."
Li Daoxuan, embroidering nearby, knitted his brows. Without even thinking hard, he knew this plea would be futile—the court wouldn’t spare a single coin for Hejin.
Leaning toward Shi Jian’s ear, Li Daoxuan whispered, "Tell him: Gaojia Village will provide the grain. In return, demand control over Longmen Ferry."
Hearing the faint voice, Shi Jian’s spirit was rushing with pride. With the Deity’s decree, things were simple. He clasped his hands. "General, Chengcheng County reserves grain. We could ship provisions via Heyang County’s docks, transport them to Longmen Ferry, and save these people."
Wang Chengen brightened briefly, then frowned. "But you already supplied my troops generously. To also aid Hejin’s survivors... is that feasible?"
Shi Jian responded: "Difficult? Certainly. Yet we fear no hardship. Each life saved surpasses building a pagoda; where we have strength, we act."
Wang Chengen nodded. "Very well! You have my blessing."
Shi Jian bowed. "I dare suggest I remain at Longmen Ferry personally overseeing grain shipments."
Being a military man uninterested in civilian matters, Wang Chengen thought wryly: So this nepotism appointee Liang Shixian sent me grew cowardly after one battle? Wishes to shirk the front for logistics.
Fine. If he dies, I’d struggle to ask Liang Shixian for more grain. Let him stay back guarding shipments; I’ll share some combat credit to help him climb the ranks later.
Thus, Wang Chengen waved dismissively. "Agreed. Take one hundred garrison soldiers to defend Longmen Ferry and secure the grain transport route."
Shi Jian beamed. "My gratitude, General!"
He saluted and withdrew with White Cat. Once alone behind a tent, Shi Jian said, "Wang Xiaohua, I’ll be stationing at Longmen Ferry until refugees stabilize. Stay following Wang Chengen."
White Cat grinned. "Understood. The front’s mine."
As Shi Jian leaned his shoulder against White Cat’s, the Cloth Doll Deity perched on his shoulder armor hopped onto White Cat’s with a soft "hup," settling cheerfully.
White Cat’s heart surged: The Deity is with me now!
Shi Jian offered the doll a deep bow, summoned Wang Chengen’s hundred soldiers, and departed for Longmen Ferry.
White Cat re-entered the discussion hall, stationing himself near Wang Chengen.
Lifting an eyelid, Wang Chengen eyed White Cat. "Shi Jian gave you his doll?"
White Cat smiled. "Yes. His protector—offered to safeguard me in battle."
Wang Chengen shook his head. Nepotism appointees are absurd! Needing a toy for comfort? What a weak-willed soldier! None of my true warriors rely on such nonsense. Tsk!
...
Meanwhile, in Gaojia Village, Second Railway Station.
Young Master Bai’s crowning invention—the steam-powered small train—prepared for its trial run.
Tracks stretched six li from Gaojia Village to Refugee Valley, matching the distance of Li Daoxuan’s first electric small train line.
For ancient times, this distance was considerable. Young Master Bai had poured immense energy into laying these six li of track.
As an "experiment," Thirty-Two hadn’t funded it lavishly—no massive village treasury expenditure or huge hired workforce. He’d allocated limited "research funds" under the Deity’s principle of "moderate support for research."
With meager funding, Young Master Bai hired three blacksmiths and one hundred laborers. Alongside the Deity’s electric small train route, they cleared new ground, laid sleepers, rails, and built a parallel six-li line—a half-year project.
But this was simple. The true challenge was the colossal iron vehicle riding the rails—an engine consuming hundreds of thousands of jin of iron.
Technologies cramming this engine—boiler, gear systems, axles, levers—represented every physical principle taught at Gaojia Village School.
Young Master Bai had nearly torn his hair out creating it. Now was his moment of truth.
He was intensely anxious.
Immensely anxious!
A crowd gathered to witness the test—even County Magistrates Liang Shixian of Chengcheng and Feng Jun of Heyang attended. Bai Yuan raced back from Qiachuan Port to see his son’s creation.
Madam Bai spent generously hiring women to cheer exuberantly.
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Chapter 455: It requires a lot of manpower
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​
"Prepare for ignition!"
Young Master Bai was young, yet he radiated confidence, appearing full of vigor and energy.
Madam Bai watched him from afar, her heart swelling with pride for her son. Since the day he dodged her hard pinch, Madam Bai had not hit him for many years. As the child grew up, a mother couldn't educate him with hard pinches anymore.
Nowadays, Madam Bai placed herself in a lower position than her son, often feeling he knew more and saw the future's direction clearer than she did. She had transformed from a "navigator" into a follower.
While looking at Young Master Bai outside the box, Li Daoxuan thought of "the new young generation of Gaojia Village."
The older generation, limited by insufficient education from childhood, was doomed to great "feudal limitations," but the young generation might break free from the framework and gain new life. The future belonged to them.
The steam engine on the train ignited!
Two workers in charge of adding coal removed their clothes, revealing their sturdy upper bodies, and shoveled coal into the boiler with iron shovels.
"Wooh!"
"Wooh!"
The train's whistle emitted a shrill sound. This wasn't the fake whistle imitation from the electric small train; it was a genuine whistle sound. At that sound, the most moved wasn't the little people, but Li Daoxuan, the Deity.
In his childhood, Li Daoxuan's grandmother lived in Huangjue Tree Old Village, Beibei District, Shuangqing City. Beside the village ran an old railway, and coal-transporting trains
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