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The main bandit army could once again focus their efforts on the Gaojia Village Militia.
But before the cannons could be positioned, war drums sounded once more from the south.
Shi Kefa had arrived. He commanded only five hundred militiamen and a group of useless rabble. However, these five hundred militia were armed with new-style firearms. Their rate of fire was astonishingly fast—they could fire four times in the time it takes to take ten breaths. A speed even Zhu Youjian wouldn't believe.
The bandit troops on the southern flank were immediately scattered in all directions.
The Chuangwang was briefly stunned before shouting once more, "Who will block Shi Kefa?"
Earlier, none had been willing to block He Renlong, so how could anyone be found to block Shi Kefa now?
The Chuangwang looked left and right. Not a single soul volunteered.
Thus, Shi Kefa led his five hundred men to skirt the edges of the vast army, moving freely as if encountering no opposition at all.
This sight enraged the Chuangwang immensely. He couldn't help cursing inwardly: A rabble... a pack of rabble.
Just then, someone laughed aloud: "Hahaha, a rabble! A pack of rabble!"
This person had voiced the Chuangwang’s very thoughts, with no concern for offense.
All turned to see it was Xi Ying Eighth Great King (Zhang Xianzhong).
Since Nan Ying Eighth Great King had already fallen, only one "Eighth Great King" remained among the rebel forces. For brevity, and to avoid accusations of inflating ranks, everyone now simply called him the Eighth Great King, dropping the "Xi Ying" prefix.
A bandit chief snarled indignantly, "Eighth Great King! Watch your words! Who are you calling a rabble?"
The Eight Great King rolled his eyes. "You, me, every single one of us here! Hahaha, a pack of rabble!"
He clapped his hands and laughed heartily. "A pack of rabble all clamoring to seize that one hundred jin of gold! But none of you even care about victory or defeat? Fine, fine! Go claim your gold. I'll go block Shi Keda myself!"
Finishing, the Eight Great King beckoned to King of Sweepers and Taiping Wang from his own forces. "Let's go."
The troops under the Eight Great King, King of Sweepers, and Taiping Wang broke away from the main camp and surged southward. King of Sweepers and Taiping Wang had only recently allied with the Huangmei Water Bandits to attack Anqing. They had scores new and old to settle with Shi Kefa too.
The allied forces of these three commanders amounted to tens of thousands of soldiers pressing relentlessly southwards.
Shi Kefa's five hundred firearm soldiers couldn't withstand such numbers. They had no choice but to retreat south temporarily, trying to stretch the enemy lines.
Seeing the southern front finally handled, the Chuangwang exhaled in relief. Good. Now we can deal fully with Gao Jie...
But his next command hadn't even left his lips when the beating of war drums suddenly arose from the southwest.
Governor Lu Xiangsheng had arrived!
Leading Tianxiong Army, Zongbing Zu Kuan, guerrilla Luo Dai, and Henan Aid and Suppression Troops Zongbing Zuo Liangyu, Lu Xiangsheng commanded a substantial force.
The moment the Chuangwang saw him, he knew the situation had turned dire.
No one willing to split off and fight remained on their side. Truly, nothing was left but a rabble. How were they supposed to use their heads to oppose Lu Xiangsheng?
The hatred fueled earlier by Gao Jie—the grievance over a stolen wife—finally began to cool.
Deafening cries erupted from the southwest as Lu Xiangsheng’s Tianxiong Army sliced through the bandit army like a sharp knife. Wherever they advanced, the bandit troops scattered without resistance.
The Chuangwang sighed. "We won’t get Gao Jie’s head today after all. Alas. Withdraw."
Receiving the order, the fleeing bandits began to retreat.
Once again, they displayed the "advantage" of their loose organization. Seventy-two families of bandits scattered towards seventy-two different directions. Even a deity would struggle to capture them all in one net.
King of Disruption and Chuang Jiang led their men fleeing into the Dabie Mountains, while Ge Liyan and others hid in the Yingshan area. The Eighth Great King took refuge in the Huoshan region...
The previously rampant bandit army, numbering hundreds of thousands, vanished without a trace in an instant, merely adding tens of thousands of new labor offenders to Gaojia Village's labor camp.
...
Xi'an, Chang'an Car Factory.
A filthy light armored vehicle was wheeled into the workshop.
A large group of workers swarmed it, wrenches, pliers, and various tools flying into action. In no time, it was disassembled into a pile of scattered parts.
Then, the engineers extracted its very soul—the "steam engine."
With the utmost speed, it was delivered to the "steam engine assembly workshop" and placed before workshop director Bin Sheng.
"Director Bin." The warrior from the armored battalion who had accompanied the vehicle snapped a crisp salute. "This armored vehicle participated in the recent bandit suppression operation, distinguishing itself near Luzhou City. However, during the final decisive battle, the steam engine suffered a severe malfunction and broke down. We expended considerable effort to retrieve it. The steam engine assembly workshop is urged to identify the problem with this engine, resolve it, and ensure similar failures are minimized in future combat operations."
Bin Sheng nodded, returning the salute. "On behalf of all workers in the steam engine assembly workshop, I apologize to the armored battalion. We will locate the issue swiftly, implement a solution, and ensure this kind of fault is prevented in the future."
The soldier blinked, surprised by the director's earnest apology and solemn sense of responsibility...
No blame-shifting?
Little did he know that Bin Sheng himself came from a military background. His loyalties naturally lay with the troops. Faced with such a failure, Bin Sheng blamed the factory; shifting blame wasn't even a consideration.
The armored battalion warrior left, slightly dazed.
The moment he was out the door, Bin Sheng's expression darkened. Damn it! This steam engine was flawed. If I steal faulty technology back to the Jin state and a breakdown occurs? The Emperor would have my head! No, absolutely not. I must solve this problem completely before taking the technology home.
He immediately convened a review meeting, assembling all workers from the steam engine assembly workshop.
His face thunderous, Bin Sheng roared at them from the podium: "Do you realize? This steam engine was assembled by this workshop! Yet... it failed in combat."
His voice rose to a furious shout: "It broke down!"
"Do you comprehend how dangerous such a breakdown is for frontline soldiers? If it dies mid-charge, the crew inside become sitting ducks for the enemy!"
"If it fails during a long march, it would be abandoned. If the enemy recovers it? Our military secrets could be compromised!"
"If it stalls during transport? Allied forces at the front may go hungry!"
Bin Sheng's furious bellows echoed audibly into neighboring workshops: "I'm not interested in assigning individual blame! This is a collective responsibility! Held by every single worker in this workshop — including you, and including me, your workshop director!"
"I order an immediate teardown of this engine. Find the root cause! Then, the next ten thousand — no! The next one hundred million! — steam engines produced will be guaranteed against the same defect!"
Bin Sheng bellowed: "Start! NOW! This becomes the workshop's paramount mission!"
The workers, galvanized by his tirade and filled with remorse, responded.
With fervent cries and deep contrition, they swarmed around the steam engine.
"I found the issue! Over here! This part here has a minute deviation."
Bin Sheng's face instantly lit up with relief. "Excellent! Fix it immediately."
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Mid-February, Ninth Year of Chongzhen.
At Chang'an Car Factory, within the vast square, ten thousand workers stood in neat, orderly squares, attending an awards ceremony.
Gao Yiyi, one of the original forty-two from Gaojia Village and factory director of Chang'an Car Factory, was handing a silk banner into the hands of Bin Sheng.
Standing behind Bin Sheng was a large group: team leaders from the steam engine assembly workshop, quality inspectors, Worker Representatives, and others. Each wore a small red flower pinned proudly to their chest.
The sound of cannons erupted with a "bang" from both sides of the viewing platform. Multicolored paper strips rained down, covering Bin Sheng and his subordinates from head to face.
Gao Yiyi declared in an impassioned voice: "Through diligent struggle, hard work, and dedicated research, the steam engine assembly workshop has taken the precision of our steam engines to the next level. After organizational testing, the failure rate of the new steam engines has dropped by fifty percent! A full half!"
Cheering erupted from below: "Steam engine workshop, well done!"
Gao Yiyi announced: "I declare that the steam engine assembly workshop has earned the title of 'Advanced Workshop'! All employees of the workshop shall receive a ten percent wage increase!"
The Worker Representatives on the platform beamed. The workers from the workshop below erupted in cheers, throwing their yellow hats high into the air.
In an instant, hundreds of yellow hats soared skyward.
Gao Yiyi raised his voice again: "That was the collective honor. Next, Deputy Director Qi Cheng will present the individual honor to workshop director Bin Sheng."
Deputy Director Qi Cheng climbed onto the platform, waving, and handed a certificate to Bin Sheng. "Congratulations. You have been awarded the title of 'Model Worker'."
Bin Sheng accepted the certificate with a bewildered look. He couldn't help but ask, "What does 'Model Worker' actually do?"
The crowd chuckled. Qi Cheng explained, "As a Model Worker, you will receive a special monthly labor allowance and have higher medical subsidies. Also, the unit is currently building housing next to the factory. When the housing is allocated, being a Model Worker will factor in, letting you choose first..."
Housing? Bin Sheng thought upon hearing this. What? A spy like me needing housing? A dormitory was perfectly fine. Housing is meaningless; I can't exactly take it back to Jin state when I leave.
Thinking this, Bin Sheng spoke up, "Housing isn't necessary. Please allocate it to colleagues who need it more. Living in the dorm, I can be closer to the workshop, making it more convenient to work."
Hearing these words left everyone stunned.
The entire factory fell instantly silent. Every face wore an expression bordering on "awe."
So selfless! Utterly selfless!
To relinquish the right to housing so casually, spoken lightly but landing with absolute weight. Such selflessness. Everyone below the stage inwardly questioned themselves, realizing they simply couldn't do it, absolutely couldn't.
An eerie silence hung for over ten seconds. Then, like a sudden explosion, an even greater cheer burst forth from the crowd: "Bin Sheng! Bin Sheng! Bin Sheng!"
"Bin Sheng! Aren't you preparing a wedding chamber for Yan Zi?"
"Good heavens! Yan Zi will be furious!"
Amidst the crowd's laughter, Yan Zi suddenly rushed onto the platform. She snatched the tin microphone from Qi Cheng's hand and yelled down at the crowd, "Quiet! What kind of nonsense are you all saying? I'm not angry... I have my own allocation! The wedding chamber can use my house! I support Brother Bin Sheng!"
The crowd roared: "HAHAHAHA!"
Bin Sheng: "Huh?"
He froze for only a fraction of a second, then wild joy filled him. "Yan Zi! You'd marry me?!"
Yan Zi yelled, furiously: "Idiot!"
She then leapt off the platform and vanished into the sea of people.
The cheers thundered on and on. Bin Sheng stared at the spot where Yan Zi had disappeared, suddenly feeling his whole body stiffen. Oh no. I'm a spy. When I steal all the technology and must return to Jin state with the information... would Yan Zi be willing to come with me?
Definitely not.
Then what do I do?
Bin Sheng was instantly stupefied. His whole being became muddled and confused; the surrounding cheers faded into silence. He sank deep into torment.
He swayed unsteadily as he walked off the award platform, weaving through the crowd. People beside him offered congratulations and kind words, but he couldn't hear them. Like a walking corpse, he drifted through the throng, back to his small dormitory room. He fell onto the bed with a thud.
His head felt dizzy... The picture of the future had blurred.
Just then, a light knock sounded on his dormitory door.
He pulled the door open. Standing outside was one of his men from his support team.
He quickly pulled the man inside, then stuck his head out to check both ways, ensuring no one had seen him enter, before closing the door securely.
"What is it? Why are you here?" Bin Sheng kept his voice low and tense. "We could have made contact at the meal team during lunch! Coming to my dorm alone like this is far too suspicious. You endanger us both!"
The member whispered, "Leader, I... came to report."
He pulled out a detailed drawing of the linkage shaft between the steam engine and the wheel.
Bin Sheng recognized it instantly, his face lighting up with joy. "You managed to copy it? How?"
The member whispered back, "I also received internal workshop commendation. I became a quality inspector in the bearing shop. When inspecting bearings, you need drawings as reference to check against. So, I got access to the drawing. Copied a little each day... finally finished it."
Bin Sheng was ecstatic. "Excellent! Well done! You've rendered great service! When we get back to Jin state, I'll report your merit."
The member bit his lower lip and said softly, "Leader... how much reward do you think... we'll get for this after returning?"
Bin Sheng was taken aback by the question. Only after several seconds of silence did he whisper, "Probably... at least one hundred taels of silver."
"One hundred taels?" A peculiar, indecipherable expression flashed across the member's face.
He turned and walked out without another word.
But then Bin Sheng started thinking: How much reward will I get when we return? Will the higher-ups publicly commend me before tens of thousands? Will they give me a small red flower? A Model Worker certificate? Special allowances? Medical subsidies? Housing allocation? Will there be a girl named Yan Zi...?
Argh! Stop! What am I even thinking?!
Just then, another knock sounded on the door.
Bin Sheng yanked the door open. No one was outside. But drawn onto the door was a strange mark.
Just one glance at the mark sent Bin Sheng's heart pounding in panic.
It's the sign! The contact sent by Jin state has arrived.
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Bin Sheng felt a bit flustered, but now was not the time for that.
He hastily wrote down the line of mystifying numbers beneath the symbol on the door, then reached out to wipe away the mark.
Back in his room, he opened "Romance of the Three Kingdoms" and used the numbers as a cipher, scouring the text character by character to extract the hidden message.
After considerable effort, Bin Sheng deciphered it. The words instructed him to meet in the small grove behind Chang'an Factory's rear gate at the third watch tonight.
Bin Sheng gritted his teeth and clenched his fist.
That night, during the third watch.
The ancient third watch corresponded to just midnight by modern reckoning.
Who would go to sleep as early as midnight?
Li Daoxuan was awake, still seated before his computer, refreshing the viewership data for his short plays. His latest production, "Blood Battle at Liao Luo Bay," hadn't performed well, scraping together only around six or seven million in box office sales.
The reason wasn't hard to fathom. The play leaned too heavily into "naval combat." As is well known, naval battles offer few opportunities for close-quarters brawls. There were merely two brief action sequences; everything else was cannon fire scenes.
Visually, cannon fire can be conjured with special effects – something modern audiences are thoroughly unimpressed by, explaining the short play's lackluster sales.
Li Daoxuan opened QQ and sent a message to Queen Qianyan M: "Profits are slim this time. My fault. The script wasn't handled well."
Queen Qianyan M replied: "For me, this income is already substantial. Thank you, brother, for bringing me into this venture. Call on me again for the next short play."
Li Daoxuan replied with a smile: "Alright."
He closed QQ, when suddenly a "ding-dong" alert sounded from his phone.
This notification came from the hidden surveillance camera in the miniature world. It only went off when the camera detected unusual activity.
Li Daoxuan was intrigued: "Eh? An alert?"
Before dusk, he had moved the miniature world's viewpoint to Chang'an Car Factory, absentmindedly leaving it there. Consequently, the surveillance camera had been monitoring the factory all evening.
What could this disturbance be?
Li Daoxuan shifted his focus to the miniature world.
Quickly, he spotted a figure clad in black scaling a wall.
His first impulse was "thief." Ages ago, back in Puzhou City, there had been a spate of thieves caught similarly, sneaking over walls in the dead of night, caught squarely by Li Daoxuan's camera.
He readied himself to punish this burglar, likely by sending him off to a labor camp.
Suddenly, he realized something was off.
This wasn’t a thief! A burglar would climb from outside into the factory. But this black-clad figure was scaling the wall from inside the factory compound heading out.
Fascinating.
Li Daoxuan shelved his urge to intervene. He settled back, remaining silent, and prepared to watch.
Activating the "Focus" function, his vision penetrated the man's cloth mask, revealing a face Li Daoxuan recognized. This very face had recently featured on Gaojia News – Bin Sheng, a rising star at Chang'an Car Factory, hailed as the next generation’s leading light.
He was one of those "Jian Zai Xian Xin" type figures. Knowing it was him clambering over the wall filled Li Daoxuan with a peculiar sensation.
See Bin Sheng cautiously descend outside and slip into the small grove behind the factory, vanishing deep into its cover.
Within the woods stood another black-clad figure who appeared to have been waiting for him for some time.
Bin Sheng spoke: "I'm here."
What he said was actually in the Jin language.
As soon as these words came out, Li Daoxuan found that he couldn't understand them.
This was very awkward!
But it wasn't a big problem. A new function had already evolved on the box—the mystical button. By pressing it, all speech heard by Li Daoxuan would turn into Mandarin.
Li Daoxuan reached out and pressed the "translate" button.
The man in black spoke: "You came? Hmph! I thought you wouldn't come."
Bin Sheng spoke: "My lord, you joke. How could I not come?"
The man in black spoke: "The emperor has been waiting for your blueprint, but several months have passed, and not even a tiny bit of the blueprint has appeared. Do you intend to betray the emperor?"
Bin Sheng spoke: "After investigating diligently, I learned that the blueprint for the big iron vehicle is extremely complicated. It can't be drawn with just a simple sketch. Even a single part alone could fill a whole page... The entire vehicle's blueprint, when combined, forms a thick stack. It isn't easy to obtain casually."
The man in black spoke: "How much have you managed to get?"
Bin Sheng took out a diagram, which was the bearing blueprint given to him by his subordinate. Then he reached into his clothes and pulled out a few parts diagrams for the steam engine.
The man in black frowned: "What the hell is this stuff? It doesn't look like the big iron vehicle at all."
Bin Sheng spoke: "I said it earlier, parts. These are parts. Only when combined do they become the big iron vehicle. This is only a very tiny part of the big iron vehicle. To assemble the entire big iron vehicle, numerous and extremely complex processes are required. It cannot be achieved overnight."
The man in black angrily spoke: "Nonsense! Isn't it just a box with four wheels? How could it be as complicated as you claim?"
Bin Sheng spoke: "I speak truthfully, my word is genuine."
The man in black spoke: "Hmph!"
He clearly didn't believe it much, but he understood nothing and couldn't argue with Bin Sheng—after all, an amateur leader couldn't manage an expert subordinate. He whispered: "Anyway, get the remaining blueprint ready as soon as possible. Faster."
Bin Sheng's expression was rather complicated.
He felt a bit wronged. He had desperately stolen these blueprints, worked desperately, researched desperately, and finally achieved these results.
Yet, in the eyes of the people at Chang'an Factory, that was considered a huge contribution—they gave him a certificate of merit, a bonus, and even a beautiful wife...
But here!
On the contrary, he was doubted, looked down upon, snubbed with a disdainful snort.
Bin Sheng's face darkened, his voice turned grave, and he said to that man in black: "By the way, I have another thing I want to hand over to you."
The man in black spoke: "Oh? Show me."
Bin Sheng reached into his clothes, groping... feeling... searching...
When he withdrew his fist from his clothes, it was clenched tight, unclear what he held inside.
The man in black couldn't help leaning in to see.
Only to watch Bin Sheng spread his palm open, revealing nothing.
The man in black spoke: "Huh?"
At that very instant, like a flash of lightning and spark of flint, a dagger slid out from Bin Sheng's left sleeve. With a "thud," it stabbed into the man in black's chest.
The man in black clutched his chest and retreated: "You... you..."
Bin Sheng gravely spoke: "From today onwards, I want to be a good person!"
The man in black's eyes widened, and he fell backwards to the ground.
Bin Sheng looked left, looked right, ensuring no one knew. Then he dragged the corpse of the man in black deep into the woods. He dug and dug, digging a large hole, kicked the corpse into the hole, and packed it tightly with soil.
By the way, he buried all those diagrams he had brought out into the hole too.
He didn't want them anymore!
What use was keeping those blueprints?
After finishing all this, the oppressive feeling on his chest suddenly swept away completely. He felt much lighter all over.
"Phew!"
Should have done this sooner, should have done this sooner.
Bin Sheng strode out and walked back toward Chang'an Factory.
Li Daoxuan saw this and couldn't help but smile softly.
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At noon the next day, in Chang'an Factory's meal team.
Bin Sheng had gotten his food. He wandered around the canteen and plopped down, landing right next to one of his own support team members.
The team member was quite surprised and whispered, "Leader, do you have orders?"
Bin Sheng whispered back, "Assemble in the garden by the sports field."
After speaking, he walked to the back of another subordinate and murmured, "Assemble in the garden by the sports field."
He made a full circuit, giving the same order to all ten of his subordinates.
So, ten minutes later, Bin Sheng and his ten men were each holding a lunchbox. They shoveled food into their mouths while pretending to watch the girls on the sports field, all the while conversing in low voices.
Bin Sheng spoke: "Brothers, I have important news to announce."
The other ten murmured, "What is it, Leader?"
Bin Sheng stated: "I've decided I'm not going back to the Jin state."
As soon as these words left his mouth, the other ten men froze simultaneously.
Each expression was peculiar, a mix of fear and worry that their leader might be laying a trap...
Bin Sheng guessed their concerns and whispered, "Last night, an envoy from the Jin state came to find me. He didn't offer a single word of encouragement – nothing but complaints. I lost my temper. I killed him."
The ten support team members: "!!!"
Bin Sheng: "I won’t waste words. Just answer me one thing: has life here been good? Has it been damn good?"
The ten men hesitated for quite a while, then murmured, "It’s been incredible."
Bin Sheng: "Exactly! Damn it all, life here is like paradise! Sure, it's tiring, sure it's hard work, but the fatigue is worthwhile. Every ounce of effort yields returns. Every bit of hard work is seen and praised. But what did we have back in the Jin state? We were unimportant little spies, despised playthings. Even pulling off a huge mission was useless – all the credit went to the superiors. Could we even get a sip of the broth? Could we?"
Everyone fell silent.
Bin Sheng: "I'm not going back. Anyone among you who wants to go back, I won’t stop them. As long as they don't betray the other brothers, if they slip back quietly on their own... I'll remember our brotherhood. I definitely won't lay a hand on you."
That was a very well-phrased promise.
The other ten exchanged glances. Then, almost simultaneously, they spoke:
"We aren't going back either."
"I'm a model worker now. Why the hell would I go back?"
"I've been promoted to team leader, and I'm about to get a raise."
"The workshop director told me he’s going to push for me to become an assistant director."
Every one of these ten support team members was doing well. To gather intelligence, they had thrown themselves into their work, desperately trying to please their supervisors. This very effort had propelled their rise within Chang'an Factory at rocket speed.
None of them was still a basic laborer.
Their achievements in Chang'an Factory were already something to be fiercely proud of – infinitely superior to the life of a dishonorable spy.
Bin Sheng, seeing everyone united in their decision, couldn't contain his joy: "Perfect! That's fantastic, brothers. From today on, we are no longer people of the Jin state. We are returning to the Great Ming."
"But... Leader..." one subordinate interjected quietly, "We reported ourselves being here. The Jin state will keep sending people. Someday, someone will come to expose us. It will land us in hell."
Bin Sheng gritted his teeth. "I have a plan."
Everyone: "?"
Bin Sheng: "Let's just turn ourselves in!"
"Turn ourselves in?"
The others were thrown: "Isn't that asking for death?"
"No, definitely not." Bin Sheng declared solemnly: "Haven't you noticed? This place is remarkably fair-minded! Everyone here treats others with the greatest goodwill. I heard Deputy Director Qi Cheng, he was once a bandit, a hardened labor offender. Yet through A Traitor's Return is Invaluable, he's now risen to deputy factory director. If we confess, openly revealing who we are, we'd be treated the same. At the very least, the deputy director would surely understand us."
"Too dangerous."
"We might die."
"Like risking one's life."
His companions buzzed uncertainly.
Bin Sheng lowered his voice: "Brothers, listen. If we don't turn ourselves in, that's truly risking life. Someday, some newly arrived spies would betray us, leading only to execution. But if we surrender now, there's actually a far greater chance of being accepted."
They exchanged anxious glances.
Bin Sheng: "We were spies. Weren't we always staking our heads on our belts, gambling for a future? And now? This is the most crucial gamble of our lives. If we win, we live upright for the rest of our days. If we lose... well, you could say we were just eliminated on a mission. After all, everyone here long ago accepted we might be killed anyway."
Put like that, it made sense.
The ten support team members nodded together: "Leader, we'll follow you."
"Good! Then let's go, straight to the deputy director's office."
The eleven men stood as one. Scoffing down the last bites of their boxed lunches, they then marched off, strides radiating defiance, heading for the deputy director's office.
These eleven men were recently Chang'an Factory's rising stars: the hottest ten "promising young talents," affectionately dubbed "The Eleven Distinguished Youth of Chang'an Factory" by the young female workers. Now, moving as a group.
With their swaggering gaits, they instantly drew the stares of countless passers-by.
And so it was, under the bewildered gaze of countless onlookers, that they arrived at the deputy director's office. Gently, they knocked on the door.
Came the calm, measured voice of Qi Cheng from inside: "No need to come in! The Deity just sent me a message. He says you eleven have sincerely turned over a new leaf and decided to reform."
Bin Sheng and the rest: "!!!"
Shock reverberated through them.
They were utterly terrified, souls nearly leaping from their bodies.
Did the Deity truly know everything? Since arriving, they'd heard His name constantly though never witnessed His presence. They'd started to dismiss Him as mere myth, an idle tale. Not real.
But this moment proved His vast, all-seeing power.
Qi Cheng's voice continued from within: "The Deity instructed that this matter should not be made public. Keep it to yourselves, don't spread it further. Off you go! Return to your workshops. Get back to working diligently as though nothing ever happened."
Overwhelmed with gratitude, Bin Sheng dropped to his knees, bowing deeply towards the sky: "The Deity's mercy is boundless!"
"Oh, one more thing," Qi Cheng added. "If any spies from the Jin state contact you again, don't risk killing them yourselves. Report it to the factory's militia unit; they'll handle it. And... that body you left shouldn't stay buried so shallowly in the woods – terribly unsettling if wild dogs ever dig it up some day? Go tonight, move the corpse properly, give it a decent burial."
Elation surged among them: "For people like us... to receive such leniency... true gratitude flows to the Deity! Should we ever harbor disloyalty again, may we be struck dead by lightning!"
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That night, just as Bin Sheng and his group ran into the small woods, dug out the bodies of the Jin state spies, and reburied them in a proper place elsewhere.
A new film, "The Legend of Li Shishi," was screening at the Puzhou Grand Theater.
This film was poorly made and embarrassingly bad.
Old Nan Feng’s portrayal of Emperor Huizong of Song wasn't very good; he didn’t seem like an emperor at all. Cai Lin’s performance as the adult Li Shishi also wasn’t notable; she completely failed to capture Li Shishi’s charm.
However, the young Li Shishi played by Chen Yuanyuan in the film suddenly became a sensation.
At just twelve years old, Chen Yuanyuan portrayed Li Shishi from ages eight to fourteen. Audiences never expected this little actress to excel in the lute, chess, calligraphy, painting, singing, and dancing—mastering every skill beautifully.
Moreover, though just a child, this little girl already possessed a touch of alluring charm that captivated everyone, making people wonder: was this truly Li Shishi herself? No, this girl was even more Li Shishi than Li Shishi.
Thanks to Chen Yuanyuan, this film exploded in popularity!
Countless people flooded the cinemas, just to catch a glimpse of the young actress who was even more Li Shishi than Li Shishi.
Old Nan Feng hurriedly sent the memory card containing the film to the cinemas in Gaojia Village’s main village, Xi'an, and Luoyang. As quickly as possible, they scheduled showings and screened it like crazy.
Thus, Chen Yuanyuan went viral throughout the Deity’s occupied areas!
By this day, evening had arrived.
Backstage in the dressing room of the Colorful World Star Agency, Chen Yuanyuan was practicing her "camera language," working hard in front of a mirror.
After watching her own performance in "The Legend of Li Shishi," she felt dissatisfied with several of her on-screen appearances. Her expressions seemed a bit stiff, and her poses weren’t perfect enough.
So she practiced diligently in front of the mirror...
Cai Lin, sitting nearby, couldn't help but tease her: "You kid, you're beautiful and you work so hard. What’s up? Want to become famous all over the world?"
Chen Yuanyuan smiled awkwardly: "Ah? Isn't it good to work hard? Back in the pear garden, I’d get scolded by Madam if I didn’t work hard. Now that I’m here, my Madam actually laughs at me."
Cai Lin shook her head with a playful scold: "Don't call me madam; that’s too much like a pleasure house. The Deity would be angry if he heard. You should call me 'Manager.'"
Chen Yuanyuan: "Eh? Shouldn’t I call you Dong Weng? What does 'Manager' mean?"
Cai Lin smiled: "Brother Nan Feng is the Dong Weng. I’m just doing the managing here for him, so it’s called Manager."
Chen Yuanyuan: "Oh, so a Manager is just like a shopkeeper." Saying this, she suddenly giggled: "You're definitely going to
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