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​
Great Wei, Haizhou State
In the year 2003 of the Xia calendar, the 73rd year of the Wei calendar, during Emperor Wei’s birthday feast, an envoy from a small kingdom, drunk, mocked that Great Wei had no sea.
Emperor Wei was furious. He sent an army to attack. Fifty thousand soldiers destroyed the kingdom, and Haizhou State became the fifty-first state of Great Wei.
From "The Book of Wei, Records of Emperor Wei"
······
In the year 2023 of the Xia calendar, Lin Jiang came to Haizhou State as a merchant. Facing the great sea to the east, he felt as if his spirit lifted.
"The Emperor of Wei Kingdom is really impressive. Someone mocked Great Wei for not having a sea, so he wiped out their entire kingdom,"
Lin Jiang said, looking at a stone stele by the shore. The stele recorded how twenty years ago, the Kingdom of Wei sent troops to conquer this land. Now, this area was Haizhou State, the easternmost border of Wei Kingdom.
Of course, Lin Jiang knew this was just the written reason. The real reason was that Wei Kingdom wanted a maritime gateway to control many vassal states.
East of the former He State, most of Bing State, and areas untouched by humans during the Age of Cultivation, now hosted dozens of small kingdoms. These were native civilizations shaped naturally on this land, unrelated to Huaxia Civilization or Cultivation Civilization, emerging from primitive tribes.
As the most advanced and powerful nation here, Wei Kingdom traded with these small states. But on foreign soil, conflicts were unavoidable. Land routes were too long for major military expeditions. Controlling this maritime gateway changed everything; the navy could sail upstream to punish rebels.
Thus, Wei Kingdom achieved what humans during the Age of Cultivation couldn’t—it gained a seaport and began conquering the ocean. That was why Lin Jiang came here. After living so long, he’d never been.
Lin Jiang spent over a month in Haizhou City, enjoying its bustling vibe. Haizhou was a trade hub for small coastal kingdoms, its prosperity beyond question. In short, it was fun.
Sea trade spurred shipbuilding progress. Wei Kingdom could now build massive ships, larger than the old war vessels from Qing State.
These advances birthed a niche hobby: adventure. Sons of wealthy Wei families—especially lesser heirs not inheriting main fortunes but still comfortable—started seeking thrills, like climbing dangerous mountains. Sailing became their new fascination in recent years.
In small groups, they hired sailors, guards, and sailed with supplies. They hunted large fish or sought offshore islands. If they found natives there, they even conquered them to play at being island lords.
Great Wei’s royal court supported this. The world was vast; even ruling several states, Wei knew little beyond its borders. For example, the Demon Humans north of Qing River remained a mystery. So, the court encouraged these young men to explore the outside world.
In just over a month in Haizhou City, Lin Jiang saw many adventurers sailing out or returning. Some got rich—finding rare herbs or mineral deposits on islands—which fueled the craze.
After indulging in fine food, wine, and romance, Lin Jiang also found this adventure enticing. So, he befriended some rich heirs and joined one such group.
········
"Truly an Endless Sea. Six months at sea, and still no end in sight,"
Lin Jiang sighed on the ship’s deck, gazing at the boundless ocean. The past half-year had been wild.
They saw giant whales—each larger than their ship. Guards killed one, feeding them for over a month without finishing it. A storm almost killed them; escaping it, they saw strange sea mirages. They witnessed an underwater volcano erupt, watching an island form in days.
Yet, the sea stretched on. No one knew its size. Sailors called it the Endless Sea.
"Brother Lin, the old salt says we must turn back. Food holds, but fresh water’s gone. We must restock nearby islands. Or gamble—rely on rain. Or drink fish blood and die,"
A young man told Lin Jiang. Over six months, Lin Jiang’s martial skill and wisdom won loyalty; they looked to him now.
"Fine. Next voyage, more supplies,"
Lin Jiang nodded. They’d thought they packed enough, but ran short—especially water. Rain had refilled their barrels during the voyage, but now they were nearly empty again.
The heirs decided to return, easing the sailors and guards. Too many ships met disaster at sea; pressing on meant catastrophe.
The voyage back lacked danger. It charted routes with seasoned sailors; all was orderly.
Back in Haizhou City, though, they fretted about spinning tales. Over a year away—they needed good stories. Couldn’t admit they mostly sat idle below deck. Or admit they heaved overboard seasick for the first fortnight. Young nobles prized pride too much.
Here, Lin Jiang again helped out. Drawing from days writing naughty stories, he embellished their adventures into a "Maritime Adventure Log." Adding mystical touches, it became lively. They printed copies to hand out. Within days, Lin Jiang and his team were famous—others’ adventures were tame compared to theirs.
The rich heirs revered Lin Jiang even more, begging him to visit their clans. He didn’t refuse, traveling with them across Wei Kingdom.
The people and places felt different from Lin Jiang’s memories—like rediscovering the world. His mischief surged again. He left poetry everywhere, cementing his role as a cultured wanderer.
The heirs knew news broadly; through them, Lin Jiang asked about the Immortal Kingdom. They told him freely.
Wei Kingdom now listed hundreds of nations—tiny ones with just tens of thousands; big ones with armies of hundreds of thousands. But only the Immortal Kingdom matched Wei.
First, its power and lands—covering most former Qing State territory and part of Bing State. Second, it stood as the first bulwark against Demon Humans. If it fell, Wei faced the threat. Aware of Demon Humans’ menace, Wei held the Immortal Kingdom in high regard. Real power commands respect.
Learning about the Immortal Kingdom, Lin Jiang decided to go. After visiting, he’d enter deep sleep again, awaiting the next thousand years.
Three months later, Lin Jiang’s group entered Wei Kingdom’s capital. Before arrival, their "Maritime Adventure Log" fame spread, at least among the wealthy. For the next half month, nobles fêted them nightly.
Lin Jiang had coached them beforehand; repeated lies became truth.
"I never saw the Tang Dynasty’s golden age, but Great Wei’s splendor is clear now. This golden age... as I wished,"
Lin Jiang murmured drunk. From a pavilion, he admired the capital’s splendor, swelling with pride. The golden age linked to him; Huaxia’s splendid civilization bloomed here from his influence.
After the fuss died, life steadied. Post-adventure, the heirs kept living. Some paused adventures; others planned journeys elsewhere.
Lin Jiang declined further trips but urged them to become Great Wei’s Li Daoyuan or Xu Xiake—documenting its grandeur for posterity.
As for Lin Jiang—he planned to leave more marks in this golden age. Also, to borrow poetry. All those verses memorized from Compulsory Education would serve now: Li Bai, Du Fu, Su Shi—their finest Tang-Song masterpieces—must shine in this Otherworld too.
"Royal Entertainment Bureau—here I come!"
A month later, Lin Jiang laughed, approaching that bureau. Where better to spread art? Time to act as Great Wei’s Liu Yong.
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​
In the year 2026 of the Xia calendar, after exhausting the limited knowledge in his mind, Lin Jiang set off from the capital of Great Wei, journeying north. By then, he had already earned the beautiful title of "Poetry Immortal."
With this identity as the Poetry Immortal, Lin Jiang traveled through Great Wei without any trouble and smoothly entered the Immortal Kingdom, once the land of Qing State.
His first task in the Immortal Kingdom was to search for the former traces of the Immortal Sect, the Wu Sect, and the Clan Alliance. After some investigation, he did find some leads, but none were the people he truly sought.
These three powers had flourished in Qing State for over a thousand years. Their descendants were everywhere, meaning most people in Qing State shared their blood. Yet, these people were not truly them.
The main forces and direct descendants of the three factions had nearly vanished during centuries of war. The main family lines had died out. Though some distant branches or claimed descendants flew their banners, it was no longer truly them. Not only could they not restore past glory, even their legacy had long since vanished.
"A thousand-year family, a thousand-year clan," Lin Jiang sighed after learning this. "None could withstand the power of the River of Time. For cultivators, only eternal life is true permanence."
A thousand years was a long time for mortals. With each generation lasting about twenty years, enough for fifty generations through reproduction. Yet, during the Age of Cultivation, even a Soul Changing cultivator might not have perished.
The past was beyond recovery. Lin Jiang could do little about it now. He had once promised to protect their descendants, but today he must break that promise.
He traveled to what was once the northwest region of Qing State. It still featured endless mountain ranges. Within these mountains now coiled a great serpent—this era’s Great Wall. Extending not mere thousands, but nearly fifty thousand li, it was built by the Immortal Kingdom over eighty years, consuming immense manpower and resources.
The Wall’s effectiveness was unquestionable. Its towering heights stopped the Demon Human armies from advancing directly south. It became a sturdy barrier defending the Immortal Kingdom.
Moreover, the Wall wasn't a thin line of defense alone. The Immortal Kingdom used it as a base, frequently sending elite groups deep into Demon Human territory to wreak havoc, weakening the enemy's war potential.
...
"Who's there?"
Days later, while still searching for the Land of Slumber, Lin Jiang was surrounded by a team of Martial Artists. A millennium had transformed the mountains greatly. Perhaps a landslide or earthquake had reshaped the land, hiding the exact location. Lin Jiang fretted—if someone woke inside, could they suffocate?
Theoretically, it shouldn’t happen. Cultivators who awakened had some power. Besides, most who were meant to wake probably had; those still asleep likely hadn't reached their time yet.
"Lin Yang, from the Great Wei Kingdom. Traveling the Immortal Kingdom to see this Great Wall up close," Lin Jiang stated calmly. He showed his Great Wei identification, granting him free passage and ensuring no hindrances during his stay.
"Martial Saint?" The squad leader read the document, especially noting Lin Jiang's Martial Arts rank, and was shocked.
"Luck, just luck," Lin Jiang replied.
"Are you here seeking Immortals?"
"Seeking Immortals? No, I came to see the Great Wall."
"No need to deny it," the man said, smiling. "Seeking Immortals is quite normal. Many Martial Arts Masters from our kingdom also came this way long ago. But that craze faded when no Immortals were ever found. No one comes much now. Though occasionally, people still visit from the south."
"You're sharp, General. I can't fool you. Fine, I'm here seeking Immortals."
"Find any?"
"What do you think?"
"Hah! If an Immortal resided nearby, we'd be the first to know, since we’ve been guarding this area for years. You’d be wasting your time."
"Fair point. Shall I leave, then?"
"You're already here. How about touring the Great Wall?"
"Is that allowed?"
"Of course! And if you wish to venture beyond for hunting, we can provide information and supplies."
Yes, the officer thought. A Martial Arts Master must be lured to the Wall. With a little fiery encouragement, that passionate soul might rush out hunting Demon Humans. They'd get a top fighter for just some gear or rations—a bargain!
Lin Jiang didn't ponder it deeply and agreed. He walked onto the Great Wall with them, viewing the impressive scenery.
The Wall was wide in places, seventy to eighty meters across, fully equipped with defensive weapons. Yet soldiers were sparse—it had to be; over fifty thousand li meant billions of guards if placed meter by meter.
Thus, the Immortal Kingdom opted for an aggressive defense. They set many outposts beyond the Wall, plus several camps that frequently raided Demon Human lands. Cities behind the Wall stored troops, ready to mobilize when alerts came, as sentries outside offered initial resistance.
Some talkative staff in Lin Jiang’s group passionately recounted Demon Human atrocities. They claimed the horrors were endless, crimes too many to list. Had Lin Jiang been someone else, perhaps rage would’ve stirred him to charge out hunting—or even stay and guard the Wall.
Sadly, Lin Jiang wasn’t such a hot-head. He listened calmly; he’d known Demon Human deeds since a thousand years before.
Of course, Lin didn't stay silent. He left behind his “heartfelt” gift: over ten poems “written in his own hand” on the Wall. They glorified courage and sacrifice—the sort that stirred fervent passion in readers.
Lin Jiang lingered on the Wall for ten days or so, carefully observing its defenses. As of now, the Wall provided solid protection. For Demon Humans to breach it remained extremely difficult.
Still, top defenses required strong national support. The Immortal Kingdom held today, but the future was uncertain. The Great Wall and the Qing River defense lines consumed immense wealth. Consider: over a million soldiers at both locations incurred annual costs on an astronomical scale.
If the Immortal Kingdom stagnated internally or weakened nationally, the Wall alone couldn’t hold forever. Then Great Wei might need to provide support. For now, Great Wei was less than a century old—a young state thriving near its peak. By the natural rise and fall of kingdoms, Great Wei likely still had one or two centuries ahead. Support was safe for the time being.
Leaving the Wall, Lin Jiang searched several more days for the Land of Slumber... without success. The land had changed too much. Giving up felt logical—if outsiders couldn’t find it, perhaps it should remain buried.
Returning to the Immortal Kingdom’s heartland, he observed its society. Profoundly influenced by Cultivation Civilization, “seeking Immortals” retained popularity here, even inspiring religious movements akin to Daoism. Historically mysterious figures were sometimes mistaken as ascended Immortals; cults built temples to worship them... including Lin Jiang himself.
Wherever he traveled afterward, Lin lit incense sticks praying to himself. The notion felt strangely delightful.
Continuing eastward, part of ancient Bing State now belonged to the Immortal Kingdom. However, Bing’s Great Marsh had receded significantly over the millennia.
The marsh was deadly for ordinary folk: fog and poisonous miasma could kill most—including Martial Artists. Thus, Immortal Kingdom control only extended to Bing State’s western region. Lands farther away had developed their own civilizations.
Though Lin had seen visitors from small nations in City of Haizhou State, seeing Bing’s lands left him more impressed. Their civilizations weren’t as advanced as the Immortal Kingdom or Great Wei, yet they proved resilient and full of vibrant characteristics.
"Three cultures: brilliant, diverse, extraordinary. Quite lovely—their complementary natures."
Having toured over a dozen tiny kingdoms, Lin felt satisfied with the current world order. He’d never expected Huaxia Civilization to monopolize the globe. Now, three cultures learned from each other and flourished mutually. Such growth was fine indeed.
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Cloud Mountain, Great Wei
Lin Jiang returned, bringing back some gold, silver, and other valuables like porcelain. Otherwise, he would be broke again after his next awakening. He couldn’t always borrow from rich families—it was unethical. Lin Jiang also worried that one day he might become wealthy and face people borrowing from him. That’s just fate coming full circle.
So now he could directly use money when he next woke up. Those porcelain items might even sell as antiques.
“Sleeping a thousand years each time isn’t ideal. Let’s roll the dice. Every dot represents a hundred years. Let’s see how long I’ll sleep this time.”
Lin Jiang pulled out five dice, forged from pure gold, and tossed them casually. Even if all dice showed the same number, it’d be just three thousand years at most.
“Eighteen dots. One thousand eight hundred years. Then it’s settled—eighteen centuries.”
He glanced at the dice count: eighteen dots. He would sleep for eighteen hundred years, waking in the year 3800-something of the Xia Calendar.
Fully prepared, Lin Jiang slept soundly, as if it were just a regular night’s rest.
······
“Once again, the lands have changed beyond recognition.”
Somewhere in the Yunzhong Mountain Range, Lin Jiang stood amid collapsed walls and crumbling ruins. Last time he woke, he had traded game for clothes here. Now, this village had long been abandoned—its ruins barely visible, and no living soul in sight.
Eighteen hundred years was enough time to reshape heavens and earth.
Unfortunately, Lin Jiang still hadn’t felt any spiritual energy recovery. He was deeply disappointed.
Sometimes he even wondered—had the Heavenly Dao merely fallen asleep? Or was it dead? Would spiritual qi never recover?
Lin Jiang didn’t bother hunting wild animals again. He headed straight down the mountain. Most towns from his memories were gone. Even rivers had shifted their courses.
He finally found a village and “borrowed” two sets of clothes, leaving the owner a small piece of broken silver in return.
Finding the main road, he found it extremely rough and likely long unrepaired. There were few travelers. Observing their faces, they seemed sallow and thin—not rosy-cheeked like people of his previous awakening. Some even showed signs of puffiness.
Avoiding others, Lin Jiang went straight to a city. Once inside, as usual, he found a bookstore and bought history books to read.
From the records, Lin Jiang learned Great Wei was no more. In the 234th year of Wei’s rule, its vigorous emperor suddenly died without having chosen an heir. This led to power struggles akin to “Nine Dragons Seizing the Throne.” The new ruler gained power through his maternal relatives' influence, leaving him dependent on them to control the court. However, powerful ministers rose and flaunted authority. Regional leaders rebelled, and uprisings broke out. After a few decades, Wei collapsed.
New dynasties arose: the Yan Kingdom lasted 680 years. By its late reign, warlords divided Yan into over thirty factions, sparking a century-long chaotic war. In the meantime, small nations in eastern He State and southeastern Bing State also unified, seizing much of what was once Yan.
Under immense pressure from powerful neighbors, this divided land united again under the Chen Kingdom. It emerged weakened: after centuries of war, two-thirds of its population had vanished. Vast stretches lay silent, “without even a rooster’s crow.”
Meanwhile, the powerful northern Liao Kingdom launched southern invasions. Chen, already exhausted, fought back desperately but was outmatched.
Chen begged the Immortal Kingdom for aid but was refused. Though Immortal Kingdom’s name endured, its imperial family had changed multiple times—like certain island nations’ power structures. Over the centuries, it too had faced crises, seeking aid from Wei, Yan and others to no avail.
By then, southern kingdoms were either crumbling or embroiled in war—utterly defenseless. By contrast, the rising Liao Kingdom had also faced demon humans as enemies. They now treated each other as allies.
With no outside aid, Chen surrendered with humiliation: paying tributes, ceding territory, and offering marriages to placate Liao. This lasted over a century until chaos erupted within Liao. Sensing weakness, Chen rallied, reclaiming conquered lands and forcing Liao to bow and yield territory instead.
By the Chen Kingdom’s 600th year, its twilight set in, awaiting the inevitable revolution. Yet an unexpected event shattered predictions: demon humans invaded again. They broke the Immortal Kingdom’s defenses at Qing River, wiping it out entirely.
After losing Qing River defenses, the Immortal Kingdom held on for three more years, begging both Chen and eastern Zhou Dynasty for rescue. But Zhou had just undergone its own revolution—still exhausted, it refused.
Chen wanted to help, but it was already collapsing internally. Civil strife exploded before mobilization was possible—eliminating both Immortal and Chen Kingdoms.
Chen’s capital stood near its border—once part of He State Territory—deliberately built as the “royal gatekeeper” to defend against Liao. Its rulers assumed Immortal Kingdom’s vastness would delay demon humans' conquest. Instead, demon elites bypassed predictions, struck Chen’s capital, then pillaged everything around it.
Chen’s core royal family vanished. Lesser royals scattered across fiefdoms became puppets for regional warlords. Each faction claimed legitimate rule over Chen—chaos reigned beyond description.
········
“Is this a replay of the Five Barbarian Uprisings or southern Ming Dynasty’s collapse?”
Reading this history numbed Lin Jiang. He regretted deciding to sleep eighteen centuries. If he had awoken a hundred years sooner, maybe he could’ve stopped it.
“Too late for regrets. Right now, my top priority is gathering information—then wiping out demon humans completely. Otherwise, with warlords tearing the lands apart now, another demon invasion will erase Huaxia Civilization.”
Lin Jiang took a deep breath. No time to mourn what was lost. He chose to reenter the world’s chaos.
Two weeks later, Lin Jiang reached Zhongzhou City. Once Great Wei’s capital and its most prosperous region, Zhongzhou had turned to rubble after Wei’s fall—now rebuilt over the ruins.
When the Chen Kingdom rose, it settled over a dozen powerless princes here. The highest ranking—King Chu—was a hereditary prince, though Chen Kingdom’s royals held little actual power beyond enjoying wealth. After Chen’s capital fell, “King Chu” declared himself emperor of Chen—but everyone knew he was merely the Puppet controlled by aristocrat Wang Lun.
Upon arriving, Lin Jiang didn’t act rashly. He continued investigating—again “visiting” dozens of rich homes to “borrow” significant funds.
After three months, he gathered new insights: first, the Immortal Kingdom wasn’t fully gone; resistance remained.
After demon humans breached Qing River defenses and conquered the Immortal capital, its western Great Wall Legion still held out. Fighting amidst mountain strongholds, it hadn’t fallen. Meanwhile, garrisons along the miles-long Qing River retreated downstream. Finding refuge in Bing State’s marshes, they gained support from the existing Zhou Dynasty—demons hadn’t beaten them yet.
Second—the demon humans themselves. They were indeed once overwhelmingly powerful, but suffered one fatal flaw: female demon humans faced enormous risks during childbirth. Death rates approached one woman lost per infant born.
Initially, they captured human women as breeding vessels—after all, to them, humans weren’t people.
This worked well and supported expansion until blocking by Qing State stalled conquest for millennia. Deprived of captives, their own reproduction plunged into crisis.
But demon humans built their own civilization, evolving and studying humans. Through evolution, they reduced strange-looking tribes and resembled humans more closely—retaining lineage distinctness while stabilizing some clans.
Moreover, exceptional demon talents emerged during conquests. Instead of slaughtering humans freely, they spared craftsmen and scholars to learn techniques—advancing technology drastically. Especially in medicine, they surpassed Chen and Zhou Kingdoms.
Thus, demon humans solved their population crash. Numbers surged dramatically.
“Demon Human bodies are naturally stronger than humans. Now they've mastered learning too. Are we humans second-best in the Heavenly Dao’s eyes?”
Reviewing the records, Lin Jiang grew deeply troubled. Physically, ordinary demon humans overpowered men. And now their copied technologies and systems erased humanity’s one advantage. Truly, Heaven favored them instead.
“Hardship is the polish for jade. I’m not kneeling—and no one else gets to kneel either!”
But almost immediately, Lin Jiang resolved to fight to the end. Humanity ruled all creation—what were demon humans? He rejected defeat.
This awakening, his mission was clear: show the world that humans must not kneel down.
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Chen Kingdom, Zhongzhou City
Fifteen years had passed since the fall of the Chen Kingdom's capital. Several Chen emperors had ascended the throne during this time, yet in all these years, not one attempted a northern expedition to drive out the demon humans. Instead, they fought bitterly among themselves.
Even the common people showed signs of living aimlessly, heavily influenced by certain nobility. The Chen Kingdom's rule had lasted over six centuries, accumulating deep-rooted conflicts, including those within the aristocracy itself.
The Yunzhong Mountain Range divided Chen into north and south, and the resentment between southern and northern nobles ran deep. Northern nobles were either wiped out or fled south, losing their former status. Southern nobles felt little concern, as their interests lay solely in the south; they cared little for the larger picture.
Lin Jiang resolved to act. He donned his mask once more, styling himself Mr. Wolong – the Crouching Dragon.
Before the phrase "Wolong and Young Phoenix" became associated with foolishness due to two simpletons, it had carried great praise. Seeing no such fools likely to emerge in Chen at present, Lin Jiang decided to restore honor and renown to the title "Mr. Wolong."
Mask in place, Lin Jiang mingled with the northern nobility who had sought refuge in Zhongzhou City. Most of these northern exiles were war hawks, actively urging Chen's multiple emperors to launch a northern campaign to reclaim their homeland.
Lin Jiang attended their gatherings. At each meeting, his speeches advocating decisive action drew fervent applause from the northern nobles. However, the greater reason for their approval was his formidable martial prowess.
Lin Jiang wasn't sure why, but genuine Martial Arts Masters had become exceedingly rare. He recalled the zenith of the Great Wei era, boasting over a hundred Martial Saints. Now, even before the demon humans invaded the south, the entire Chen Kingdom had fewer than thirty Martial Saints. Half perished when the demon humans broke through the capital, leaving only about ten survivors. This scarcity made Martial Saints immensely valuable.
Thanks to the northern nobles' promotion, Mr. Wolong's name quickly spread throughout Zhongzhou City. Lin Jiang also secretly spread the word: "He who gains Wolong gains the world."
·········
"So you are Mr. Wolong?" Wang Lun studied Lin Jiang across his mask. Despite the barrier, Lin Jiang's aura was unmistakably refined, a legacy of his hundred years as Emperor Xia and the nurturing Spiritual Qi of the Age of Cultivation.
"Indeed," Lin Jiang replied.
"Rumors claim 'He who gains Wolong gains the world.' If you possess such immense talent, sir, why do you hide your face?" Wang Lun inquired.
"Because you don't deserve to see it."
"You..." Wang Lun's attendants stiffened, one even beginning an angry retort before a sharp look from Wang Lun silenced him.
"What, in Mr. Wolong's esteemed view, would make one worthy of seeing your true self?" Wang Lun pressed, coolly.
"A genuine hero of vision. Sadly, Chancellor, you are not. You hold immense power. Your Wang family produces talents aplenty. Yet you lack audacity. Huddled here in Zhong State, one cannot call you a true hero." Lin Jiang stated plainly.
"Hmph. I expected insightful arguments, but that is merely a fighter's crude talk." Wang Lun dismissed him flatly.
He acknowledged his power. Within Zhongzhou, his word was law; the emperor, a mere figurehead. But this was surface truth. The reality: controlling the emperor wasn't his Wang family alone; it was all Zhongzhou's great clans. Should he march north, would the others follow? And Zhongzhou's lands bordered rivals; sending his armies away risked leaving his home exposed. The situation was complex, far beyond simplistic solutions.
"A fighter? Chancellor, you forget – kingdoms are won from horseback. Without fighters, who conquers the world?" countered Lin Jiang.
"True enough, yet you don't grasp..."
"I do grasp it," Lin Jiang cut in. "North-South feuds. Contention among the provinces. You fear defeat if you attack. You fear Zhongzhou left defenseless, ripe for invasion. Am I wrong?"
"If you know this, why voice such childish pronouncements?"
"Because the obstacles blinding you, Chancellor, pose no barrier to my vision. The tangled mess within Zhongzhou? Don't waste time unraveling it. Use a sharp blade. Cut it swiftly. Those within Zhongzhou who resist? Eliminate them. Provinces that oppose? Eliminate them." Cold resolve hardened Lin Jiang's voice.
Schemes and plotting belonged to the weak. The strong achieved victory via overwhelming force. Physical elimination wasn't always a lasting cure, but it remained the most effective tool.
Hearing this, Wang Lun's disappointment deepened. Reports of Lin Jiang's rhetoric had hinted at brilliance. Now it seemed mere brute warrior talk. How simple it would be if the world worked that way! Sadly, it did not.
Wang Lun instantly lost interest. After a few more formalities, he signaled for Lin Jiang to be shown out. Lin Jiang offered no more words, swiftly returning to his residence.
A small group awaited Lin Jiang there. They had hoped he'd gain Wang Lun's favor and sway the Chancellor towards launching the northern campaign to expel the demon humans and reclaim their homeland.
"How did it go, Master?" one asked anxiously.
"Wang Lun possesses mediocre talent. He is unworthy of my allegiance," Lin Jiang declared.
His words to Wang Lun served as a test. Had Wang Lun the drive of a true leader, he might have offered something – even if rejecting Lin Jiang's methods. He did nothing. His mentality was intensely cautious, conservative.
In stable times, caution was prudent. But these were chaotic, dangerous times. Endless caution – could it truly protect what was theirs?
"Mr. Wolong, but..."
"Enough said," Lin Jiang cut them off. "I've made my decision. Continue promoting my reputation. With my strength as a Martial Saint, others will reach out. We will find an ambitious, worthy master then."
These nobles weren't pivotal. Claiming victory through gaining them carried no weight. Lin Jiang, however, was different. A Martial Saint's power was critical now.
True to form, within days of Lin Jiang meeting Wang Lun, emissaries from other "Chen" factions began approaching him. They had hesitated before, unsure of his stance. Seeing Wang Lun fail to recruit him opened their eyes; hope existed.
Chen presently boasted five emperors, established by regional princes. All were essentially figureheads or half-controlled. Lin Jiang patiently met each faction's representatives, laying out his core beliefs upfront: acceptance of these principles was mandatory for deeper engagement. No agreement? Conversation over.
Lin Jiang had briefly considered carving out his own domain, sweeping through Yun State. But careful thought made him abandon the idea. Establishing power required manpower – vast amounts of skilled individuals he lacked. Simply too much exhausting effort.
This era differed starkly from founding the Xia Dynasty. Society possessed complex, refined structures; governance presented exponentially greater difficulty. Being emperor here... seemed an utter slog.
Moreover, if he succeeded, what then? Rule for millennia? Stage another abdication? The complications felt overwhelming. Choosing a capable individual to advise was the sensible path. Of course, if truly lacking such a candidate, Lin Jiang wouldn't shrink from forging a realm anew. The option remained viable.
Days crept by. Lin Jiang stayed busy. Many survivors fled north to south Chen – not just nobles, but countless commoners, creating a mass migration south. Southern Chen citizens dubbed these refugees "Northerners."
For northern nobles, life was comparatively stable. Wealth, gold, silver, and jewelry had accompanied their flight, sustaining their existence. Common northerners faced sheer disaster. Reaching the south left them destitute. Scrambling desperately for work brought them into bitter conflict with southern commoners, widening the North-South divide.
Lin Jiang devoted effort to rallying these Northerners. Among them, he selected those showing exceptional bone structure and high potential in martial arts. He personally instructed them, quietly gathering his own nascent force.
Six months passed. Southern Chen's separate emperors stayed frozen in inaction. Endless verbal sparring consumed them – arguments over whose royal lineage held legitimacy. This utter dithering infuriated Lin Jiang. He issued an ultimatum: Any faction still mired in squabbling or internal strife within six months faced annihilation – whether the puppet emperor or the true aristocratic power behind the throne. All would perish.
Mr. Wolong's declaration stunned the entire realm.
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Zhongzhou City
Groups of soldiers appeared. They were elite troops under Wang Lun. Their armor was bright, and their weapons stood tall. The heavy air frightened everyone. Ordinary people in nearby streets were forced to leave.
Besides the big groups of soldiers, there were hundreds of martial arts masters. These were Wang Lun's men. They were in the middle. Next to Wang Lun and his crew, hundreds more stood. This was the Wang family's own soldiers. By Wang Lun’s side were Martial Saints from the Chen Kingdom. They were famous for many years and now worked for Wang Lun.
"Premier Wang, the commoners around here have been mostly cleared. We can grab the villain now," an official said as he walked up to Wang Lun.
"You two sirs, when should we act?" Wang Lun asked the two Martial Saints beside him. Lin Jiang caused problems in Zhongzhou City, and he never cared. Martial Saints had special rights. Even if they kept talking about going north to drive out the demon humans, Wang Lun did not bother.
But Lin Jiang dared to say that if they did not head north, he would kill them. This hit Wang Lun's weak spot, or the weak spot of all leaders. A mere fighter acting so big? It was asking for death.
"Let them strike first," one Martial Saint replied. They never fought Lin Jiang before, so they didn't know how strong he was. But they also knew Martial Saints were hard to kill. First, use the soldiers to use up his internal energy. Then they could finish the job later.
Wang Lun nodded. As he was about to give orders, the front gate opened suddenly. Lin Jiang walked out holding a big blade. Behind Lin Jiang, dozens of people watched his back. They were people Lin Jiang found in Zhongzhou City. Right then, they were very worried for his safety.
"Mr. Wolong, I hear you want to kill me. Today, I'm here. Will you strike?"
"Wang Lun, first I thought you were a hero. Then I thought you could just be okay at keeping things calm. I never guessed you were a fool. Killing you? It feels dirty."
"A fighter so crazy! This is foolish! Attack!" Wang Lun shook his head. He never met someone so bold. Some brave guys in the Chen Kingdom existed before, but not like this. Did he think a Martial Saint could do anything?
"Fire!" Wang Lun commanded. A big officer shouted. Right away, archers shot. Soldiers also worked the ballista. Bolts thick as legs aimed for Lin Jiang.
"Boom!" That moment, Lin Jiang acted too. He swung his blade from a distance. A thirty-meter blade aura burst out suddenly. It broke every single bolt in the air.
"Worse!"
"Premier, run!" Wang Lun's two Martial Saints turned pale fast. Being Martial Saints, they knew martial power inside out. New Martial Saints who just got better could throw guardian qi only one or two meters big. Even the top ones they knew had five or six meters at most. Thirty meters? They never heard of that.
Lin Jiang didn't wait for them. He swung his blade again. The blade aura swept out. Many soldiers died in seconds. Lin Jiang moved quicker and rushed into the crowd. He attacked Wang Lun's followers. It was nearly all killing for him. In the fight, no one stood a single hit against Lin Jiang.
"Protect the family head!" Someone in the Wang family soldiers yelled. They knew they would lose to Lin Jiang. But they attacked anyway, not scared of dying. They did it to give Wang Lun time to flee.
But they were meant to fail. These people used their best moves in life. To Lin Jiang, they still felt like eggs hitting a rock. Broken on contact.
"Mr. Wolong, the premier must not die. If he dies, Zhongzhou faces big ruin fast. I beg you..." "Die!" After beating the main army, one Martial Saint stayed back to slow Lin Jiang. He tried to talk reason. But Lin Jiang didn't want to waste words. He killed him with one stroke of the blade.
Truly one strike. Even as a Martial Saint, he died in a hit. Seeing this, even Lin Jiang's gathered friends almost had their eyes pop out. This was a Martial Saint! Not a market chicken. Was it that simple to slay?
Lin Jiang used Lightness Skill. He soon caught Wang Lun and the other. They were almost at the palace. The palace was the old king's home. An elite troop guarded it still.
"Mr. Wolong, please forgive me! I will obey now, I’ll listen..." Wang Lun wet himself in fear. He was an Innate Martial Artist himself. So he knew what Lin Jiang’s skills meant. This wasn’t a human’s power anymore. It felt like spooks and monsters.
"Begging now? Too late. You—I see your Martial Path level took effort. Step aside, and I spare you."
"Mr. Wolong, the premier gave me huge favors..." "Three breaths. Walk away or die. Three, two..." Lin Jiang talked no more. He counted aloud. At "three," the man fled right then. Against Lin Jiang's martial arts, he had no hope. He knew the fate if he fought.
"Thud!" Lin Jiang tapped lightly. Wang Lun’s sword fell from his hand. Then Lin Jiang held his neck tight. He walked straight to the palace. Palace guards watched Lin Jiang come slow. They felt lost for a moment.
"Crash!" Another blade slash. The palace gates broke apart. Lin Jiang thought he might get a new name: One-hit Wonder. Chaos filled the palace. Anyone who attacked him, he killed in one blow. Others who stayed calm, he left alone. Searching this path, he found the puppet emperor that Wang Lun put in place.
"Sir, please don’t kill me! I will follow your every word..." The puppet emperor wet himself fully then. Seeing Lin Jiang, he fell to his knees fast and begged hard.
"Waste! Chen Baxian of the Chen Kingdom rose from nothing ages back. He was a hero. How could he get bad heirs like you?"
"Me, me..."
"They say the old Chen king died bravely when the demon humans broke the capital. But you? Waste!" Lin Jiang saw this and got madder. Chen Baxian started poor but was wise and strong. Against the Liao Kingdom’s force, he bent and grew. Lin Jiang saw him as a hero. His children were no good.
At first, Lin Jiang wanted to kill Wang Lun before the puppet’s eyes and help him run Zhongzhou. Now? It was useless. They did not deserve Lin Jiang’s loyalty.
"Wang Lun, you get one incense stick time to say dying words." Lin Jiang threw Wang Lun down and spoke.
Wang Lun’s head went blank. After a long while, he said, "What do you truly wish for?"
"What? I hate the demon humans. I want to save Huaxia Civilization. So I gave you many chances. You wasted them. I must do it myself."
"I, I..."
"Nothing more? Time to die. You must die."
"Young Master, please don't kill the Wang family children later."
"After your death, the Wang family must split apart. Give their things to poor people. Hide in the mountains or die as a clan." Lin Jiang said this flatly. He allowed no argument. The Wang family owned most land in Zhongzhou state. They needed to fade. If they obeyed, he might let them live.
...
Puppet emperor died. Power lord Wang Lun died. The dozen nobles who helped Wang Lun trap the emperor were found by Lin Jiang one by one. All in view were killed.
When Lin Jiang ended the killing, Zhongzhou City streets ran with blood. Lin Jiang went back to his spot. He called out the men he gathered there. He told them to gather soldiers next. The plan was to stop robbbers from hurting and stealing from people.
Done there, Lin Jiang called the spies who met him before. He told them to go back to the other Chen Kingdom leaders. He said: they had one year. In that year, any who acted fairly like a good leader would, Lin Jiang would join them. Fail, and Lin Jiang would take their lives.
After setting this, Lin Jiang vanished from Zhongzhou City. In the next year, he would not show himself easily. He needed to lurk in shadows. Only then could he watch if those men did as told.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 556: The Chaos of Southern Chen
[image: ]


​
News of the events in Zhongzhou City spread at top speed, reaching the southern Chen Kingdom and causing a public uproar almost like a tidal wave. Everyone was shocked, stunned, and utterly dumbfounded.
They were shocked by Lin Jiang’s audacity. A powerful minister, a prince of the Chen Kingdom, had been killed just like that.
They were terrified by Lin Jiang’s terrifying strength. Thousands of elite soldiers and over a hundred Martial Arts Masters had been as fragile as windows paper in front of him. Even a Martial Saint couldn’t withstand a single blow. Was this man truly human?
After the shock came a storm of outrage. Power would not tolerate being challenged or threatened. Warlords across the land loudly condemned Lin Jiang’s crimes while frantically recruiting Martial Arts Masters to protect themselves.
Southern Chen became a scene of chaos.
······
While countless spies were searching for Lin Jiang’s trail, Lin Jiang had already finished traveling through the Yunzhong Mountain Range. He went there mainly to inspect Southern Chen’s border defenses.
After completing the circuit, Lin Jiang’s disappointment grew even greater. Because he saw few elite forces—mostly old, weak, sick, and disabled soldiers. Several Southern Chen warlords had kept their strongest troops by their sides to guard against each other, not to resist the Demon Human threat at the front.
If the Demon Humans truly decided to push south again, the weak troops at the border would stand no chance against them.
As for why the Demon Humans hadn’t advanced further south, Lin Jiang now understood the main reason: their numbers were not large. According to refugees fleeing from the north, the invasion that broke through the Immortal Kingdom and the northern Chen Kingdom was carried out by about five large tribes and dozens of smaller ones, totaling no more than ten million Demon Humans.
Ten million Demon Humans trying to hold onto vast territories stretching tens of thousands of miles was impossible. Now, even in the northern Immortal Kingdom and Chen Kingdom, the Demon Humans only occupied major cities, while smaller towns and the countryside scarcely bore their traces.
The Demon Humans had long abandoned the brutal practices of a thousand years ago. They no longer slaughtered the Human Race indiscriminately and had, in fact, recruited many humans as their servants.
"Compared to the Demon Humans' progress, those in the Chen Kingdom are hopeless. It’s time to start a new venture."
Lin Jiang was utterly disillusioned and gave up on the warlords. Since they lacked competence, he decided he must act himself.
As Lin Jiang returned from the Yunzhong Mountain Range, he gathered news along the way. As expected, three or four months after the incident in Zhongzhou City, the various warlords had done nothing useful besides searching for his whereabouts.
He could understand why. This was the twilight of the Chen Kingdom's dynasty, riddled with corruption and all the signs of a dying nation. Reforming their systems within months
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