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Li Daoxuan saw the scholar recording these things, which sparked a bit of interest in him.
He continued to focus intently on him.
He saw that scholar quickly scribbling a description of the big train on the paper, thought very seriously for a while, sighed a long sigh, and specially noted at the end: "This object is far too miraculous. Those who haven't witnessed it would surely disbelieve it. Spread it with caution."
Li Daoxuan laughed.
Not much time passed before the train arrived at Sanyuan County, thirty li away.
This was already just a middle stop. Zhu Cunjing's construction team had good efficiency; they had already extended the West Extension Railway to Luochuan County, halving the journey to Yan'an.
Sanyuan County was no longer the terminal station.
However, Li Daoxuan needed to get off here. His reason for taking this train trip was specifically to come to Sanyuan County to eat Sanyuan longlong meat and Sanyuan liao hua sugar.
The Glutton Deity didn't have any other hobbies. He spent all day at home, apart from toying with the little people, his focus was solely on studying and eating.
He no longer paid attention to that scholar surnamed Gu, picked up his birdcage, and got off the train.
Just after stepping out of Sanyuan railway station, he saw a bustling, lively commercial street named "Sanyuan Delicious Food Street."
This was Zhu Cunjing's doing!
He learned from Li Daoxuan's model of East Guanfang in Xi'an, erecting a row of simple covered stalls, gathering many vendors to set up and sell Sanyuan County specialty foods here.
This food street directly faced the station exit, its spot truly golden. Were tourists disembarking here likely to resist trying several items?
Li Daoxuan, carrying his birdcage, walked over, sat down, ordered several snacks, and ate with great excitement.
Just as he was happy, that group of scholars appeared again.
It turned out, this group had also come to Sanyuan County for a spring outing.
The bunch feasted wildly by the snack stalls, making an outstanding contribution to Sanyuan County's GDP.
Li Daoxuan was about to ignore them when he heard the scholar surnamed Gu say: "Everyone, have you noticed? This train organized by Qin King Mansion and Sanyuan snack street are quite good."
The scholars responded: "Brother Gu, what's your insightful view?"
Brother Gu answered: "The train is so convenient, taking less than half an hour to bring us from Xi'an to Sanyuan County. People like us, willing to come for spring outings, will naturally multiply. And here, they've set up a little food street to treat visitors with local delicacies. Combining these two moves, you see... the once-poor Sanyuan County now pulsates with vigor, matching those wealthy counties of Jiangnan."
The scholars looked bewildered: "Huh? Is that so?"
Seeing that no one grasped his meaning, Brother Gu inwardly sighed: This group is subpar, with shallow insight and knowledge. They only know to eat, drink, and party, lacking any common language to share.
But Li Daoxuan felt intrigued inside: This fellow surnamed Gu had something. He'd already eaten the specialty foods he wanted, so now he might as well follow him to observe.
The scholars finished their snacks and prepared to move on.
One of them asked a vendor: "Here in Sanyuan County, are there any fun spots?"
The vendor smiled back: "Young masters, our Sanyuan County is home to a renowned figure: Li Jing! You've heard of him? Earlier, Qin King Mansion people came for investigation and found Li Jing's Former Residence. If interested, you should visit."
The scholars indeed showed high interest: "Oh, Li Jing's Former Residence? Let's go, let's go!"
Following the vendor's directions, the group exited the city. Beside Sanyuan County's east gate, many carriages stood parked. Drivers shouted desperately: "Carriage to Li Jing's Former Residence—single journey, only twenty coins per person. Single journey, just twenty coins!"
The scholars weren't short of that coin. Paying the fee, several carriages sped off, soon delivering them to a place of serene mountains and waters.
A broken house clung to the hillside, beside it a small stream with emerald-green water, quite poetic.
That broken house was the so-called "Li Jing's Former Residence."
At a single glance, Li Daoxuan nearly laughed aloud. The Qin King Mansion folks somehow dug this thing up. Surrounding scenery was superb, but the building itself was decayed and ancient.
This couldn't be the true Li Jing's Former Residence, but who cared about authenticity?
A plaque hung at the door reading "Li Jing's Former Residence." Inside sat a broken iron spear and a pile of moldy books.
Even such a shabby item drew throngs of circling tourists.
After all, ancient sightseers hadn't yet suffered blows from various "fake scenic spots." They remained naive, adorable visitors. That group of scholars likewise encircled Li Jing's Former Residence continuously. Every artifact inside warranted marveling over repeatedly.
One person started reciting a poem: "Beneath Shentoulings stands the Weigong shrine, towers arching with Jia tablets. A laughable Han Zhen, directing Ting'e like infants. Armored horses uplifted the king's day; feather fans and silken caps crushed bandits' hour. War plans aimed for governance; the true heart remained foreign to traitors' power."
A scholar nearby instantly cried out: "Fine verse, fine verse! Young gentleman Zhang shows splendid literary flair."
But Brother Gu shook his head, murmuring: That poem was plainly penned by poet Wang Han of the late Yuan and early Ming Dynasty. One copies, others applaud. Alas!
He spoke softly; no one heard. But Li Daoxuan tapped his "focus" function, catching every word clearly. He paused slightly, inwardly noting: Oh! So it was Wang Han's work. Learning something new!
The rest of the scholars genuinely just enjoyed the outing.
That Brother Gu, though, sat down at a stone table by the river, pulled out paper and pen, and began jotting observations: "Sanyuan County pushes tourism hard. Traffic between Xi'an Prefecture and Sanyuan County surges. Xi'an Prefecture's wealthy nobles spend coin here, filling the pockets of local paupers... Excellent! Even if that Li Jing's Former Residence is fake, it's worth promoting."
Li Daoxuan, finding it curious, strode over and plopped himself opposite Brother Gu.
Sensing the other's presence, Brother Gu glanced up in surprise. Recognizing a rather familiar young man—but unable to recall where—he queried: "This brother..."
Li Daoxuan smiled back: "My surname is Li. Folks call me Mr. Li."
"Oh, greetings Mr. Li." Brother Gu clasped fists: "This one is Gu Yanwu. Brother, what guidance bring you here?"
Hearing the name, Li Daoxuan inwardly jolted: I sensed this one stood apart; no doubt he’s a bigwig.
Yet this bigwig was still very young, fresh past twenty. Now he seemed quite unripened, even somewhat cute.
Li Daoxuan smiled gently: "I rode here in your coach. On the train, I marked you different from other scholars. Arrived here, you seem a crane among chickens. Scribbling pen to paper—recording travel notes?"
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Gu Yanwu nodded: "This humble one is traveling the world to see exotic tales everywhere. Coming to this Xi'an Prefecture, it was like a country bumpkin entering a city—I witnessed many incredibly novel things and recorded them one by one."
Li Daoxuan said: "What I see you recording, brother, doesn't seem like a travelogue. It all appears to be analyzing policies that benefit the nation and enrich the people."
Gu Yanwu replied: "Ah? Brother Li saw the content already? How embarrassing for Brother Li to witness this."
Seeing that this Mr. Li hadn't chatted with him about scenery or poetry but instead discussed "policies that benefit the nation and enrich the people," Gu Yanwu's interest surged instantly, his enthusiasm bursting forth. He felt this conversation was far more interesting than chatting with scholars.
"Brother Li, on this trip to Xi'an, I saw massive factories built in the suburbs of Xi'an, with all sorts of bizarre items dazzling the eyes. These factories provided abundant jobs for the common people and paid them substantial wages." As Gu Yanwu said this, he became excited: "It truly painted a scene of national strength and people's prosperity—the nation should operate like this!"
Li Daoxuan responded: "Ah, how coincidental—I also feel the nation should operate like this."
Gu Yanwu excitedly rubbed his hands: "I must write all this down, compile it into a memorial, and find a way to send it to the court. If the Emperor could see it, it might have some small use."
Li Daoxuan said: "Get the Emperor to see it? I fear it might not bring a favorable outcome."
Gu Yanwu asked: "Huh? Why would Brother Li say that?"
Li Daoxuan replied: "What sort of character is the current Emperor, Brother Gu? Don't you know?"
As soon as those words were spoken, Gu Yanwu froze for a moment.
Reflecting further, sweat suddenly poured out of him.
Although he was only in his early twenties and had not personally experienced officialdom, he had still heard of what an eccentric personality the current Emperor possessed. A few years ago, at the Fushe assembly in Huqiu, which Gu Yanwu also attended, he overheard the participating officials discussing.
The officials all said that the current Emperor was harsh and ungrateful, suspicious and jealous, acting on whims—those working under him had to be diligent and cautious, as if treading on thin ice. If he made the slightest mistake, he could face dismissal or arrest.
This was no slander against him!
It was true!
Gu Yanwu had personally witnessed the Provincial Governor of Shaanxi and the Provincial Governor of Shanxi changing like a revolving lantern—the Prime Minister changed even more rapidly, spinning like a top.
Li Daoxuan chuckled: "Haven't you realized that relying solely on the Emperor to make grand decisions off the top of his head is rather wrong?"
Hearing this, Gu Yanwu jolted in shock: "How audacious!"
Li Daoxuan laughed: "Don't scold me—scolding won't help. I know you're a perceptive man—you must have thought what I just said in your heart before, right?"
Gu Yanwu momentarily fell speechless, even feeling some shock and fear inside.
He realized this person had seen through his thoughts.
He held an idea deep in his heart he had never shared with anyone: the concept of "collective governance."
He had even secretly written a small essay long ago stating: "For a ruler unto the realm, governance cannot rely solely on him. Sole governance multiplies punishments, but collective governance suspends punishments."
Yet he knew well that if this appeared openly, it might surely lead to his execution.
So he kept this small essay tightly concealed—he would never show it to anyone. Even those senior Fushe mentors and old friends had no idea such thoughts circulated in his mind.
It was a great traitor!
Seeing Gu Yanwu completely frozen, Li Daoxuan stopped pressing further. Patience was key. Fishing required the fish to bite willingly—you couldn't force the fish onto the hook.
He gently patted Gu Yanwu's shoulder and smiled: "I'll recommend some places you can travel to, but what you witness along the way—you should not write it to the Emperor. It could easily cost you your head."
Gu Yanwu asked blankly: "Where?"
Li Daoxuan said: "Gaojia Village in Chengcheng County, Shaanxi, and Hedong Road in Puzhou, Shanxi. After seeing these two places, you can go north to Taiyuan, Shanxi. The newly appointed Provincial Governor Wu Shen is preparing to vigorously develop Shanxi. If you arrive quickly, you will be able to see a ton of practical knowledge that benefits the country and enriches the people."
Gu Yanwu said: "Eh?"
After saying that, Li Daoxuan turned around and left.
Gu Yanwu quickly stood up: "Brother Li, do not leave! I still have something to ask you. How exactly did you..."
He wanted to ask how he knew that he was thinking about "collective governance".
But Li Daoxuan did not answer him. He shifted his senses outside the box without the gold gloves, reached into the box, grabbed the third model, and waved his hand...
What Gu Yanwu saw was that the "Mr. Li" in front of him wavered, seeming to teleport, whooshing to a spot dozens of meters away. It wavered again, whooshing to another spot dozens of meters away, then shook once more and disappeared without a trace.
Gu Yanwu said: "Ah? Shrinking distances instantly?"
He panicked terribly inside. What kind of person had spoken to him? Or was it a deity? A monster?
Scared out of his wits!
Absolutely terrified to the core.
Gu Yanwu turned and ran, wanting to find someone to chat with.
Just at that moment, a new group of tourists approached from ahead. They had come from Xi'an. All were real men, the muscular kind, and they wore matching uniforms. It turned out they were workers from the Baqei No. 1 Factory in Xi'an, here for a team-building activity.
Gu Yanwu saw at a glance that each wore an embroidered image of strange people on their chests. The face, though stitched and somewhat abstract, had an outline that looked familiar. Had he seen it somewhere?
"Ah? The Mr. Li from earlier!" Gu Yanwu jolted in shock. "It's this very face!"
The embroidered face and the one made of Silicone to look real differed a tiny bit, which was why he hadn't connected them when he saw Li Daoxuan.
Reflecting carefully now, he realized that the one who had spoken to him was the Dao Xuan Deity in person! Could a mere mortal use such magical arts to shrink distances?
Gu Yanwu's sweat streamed down heavily. He was terrified and bewildered...
After a good while, he swallowed a mouthful of saliva and made up his mind. The three places—Gaojia Village in Chengcheng County, Puzhou in Shanxi, and Taiyuan in Shanxi—he must see them for himself.
When a deity pointed the way, how could a mortal not seek to uncover the truth?
Gu Yanwu vaulted up at once and called out loudly to the accompanying scholars: "Gentlemen, I suddenly have urgent business and must leave first. Enjoy yourselves!"
The scholars said: "Eh? Brother Gu... no need to hurry."
Gu Yanwu ignored their pleas and dashed toward the train station. In no time at all, he vanished from sight.
The scholars watched his back, shaking their heads together: "Brother Gu, rushing to the station won't help a bit. The train boarding time is fixed? After all, you'll just have to wait there for us to return after our fun and leave together."
That evening, Gu Yanwu sat on a waiting bench in the train station, looking on in embarrassment as the scholars came back... They all ended up staring wide-eyed at each other in awkward silence.
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After a long journey, Gu Yanwu finally arrived at the main settlement of Gaojia Village.
By the time he stepped off the train, dusk was falling.
Standing on the station platform, he just happened to witness the sun slowly sinking in the west. It tumbled down behind the hill. The fall looked quite heavy; without resting overnight, it couldn't recover properly. One would probably have to wait until tomorrow morning to see the old fellow again.
Gu Yanwu disliked writing poetry, so seeing such a scene stirred not even the slightest poetic impulse in him.
He was pondering inwardly, The immortal guided me here, but I have no idea what I'm supposed to see.
Just as this thought crossed his mind, he overheard fellow passengers who had disembarked discussing nearby, "Ah, the sun has set! We're so lucky! We'll get to see the instant the 'lights come on' right away!"
"Yes, yes! The moment the lights come on in Gaojia Village's main settlement is truly a spectacular sight!"
Curious, Gu Yanwu turned to them and asked, "Gentlemen, might I trouble you... what do you mean by 'lights coming on'?"
Those people chuckled. "Gaojia Village's main settlement here has started using electric lights extensively. Every day, right after the sun completely sets, all the public facilities light up simultaneously. That instant is incredibly beautiful!"
Gu Yanwu's face was a picture of utter confusion.
Right at that moment, loud shouts erupted in the distance, a chorus of many voices. On the outer wall of Gaojia's Main Fortress, a large crowd watched the time on their tablets, waiting for the light-up. "The lights are about to come on!"
"Countdown to lights on!"
"Ten, nine, eight, seven..."
Gu Yanwu was even more baffled.
Precisely as the crowd finished their countdown and shouted "Lights On!" in unison,
a row of lights suddenly illuminated the eaves of the train station.
Immediately afterwards, lights came on all over Gaojia Village's main settlement.
The Main Fortress of Gaojia and the Gaojia Business Circle were the most intensely lit. Brilliantly colorful lights instantly bathed the buildings of the fortress and the business circle. The outlines of the structures, adorned with lighting, suddenly looked dreamlike.
Gu Yanwu jumped in surprise. "Ah!"
But the others who had been waiting for this moment erupted into cheers. "There they are! Beautiful, so beautiful! Never tires you to see it!"
Gu Yanwu stammered, "W-what kind of lamps are these? How can they be so bright? Oil lamps? Candle lamps?"
Someone nearby laughed. "Electric lights!"
Gu Yanwu exclaimed, "Electric?" He pointed at the sky. "Electric like... lightning?"
The person next to him laughed again. "Exactly! Electric like lightning."
Gu Yanwu gasped, "Really?"
An uncultured, rustic villager guffawed. "The Deity caught lightning bolts from the sky for us to light our lamps!"
Gu Yanwu: "!!!"
This shock was indeed immense, startling him so profoundly it felt like his little brain nearly shriveled.
But right then, Shi Kefa popped out nearby. He scolded the villager making up tales with a laugh, "Stop spouting nonsense and scaring the tourists!"
The rude fellow stuck out his tongue and bolted.
Only then did Gu Yanwu get a clear look at Shi Kefa, clad in his official garments. Judging by the adornments on his robes, he seemed to hold the prestigious rank of Seventh Rank.
This was a small village in Chengcheng County. Someone wearing Seventh Rank official garments appeared; that must be the county magistrate, right?
The Chengcheng County Magistrate was quite famous. He was Liang Shixian, a renowned member of the Donglin Party.
It was said that he had refused to collect taxes to protect the people a few years ago.
He had confronted the emperor and was finally scolded by the emperor, who neither promoted nor transferred him, effectively pinning him in the position of Chengcheng County Magistrate. He had been serving as the magistrate here for over seven years now.
Gu Yanwu hurriedly bowed and said, "Greetings, County Lord!"
"County Lord?" Shi Kefa laughed. "No, no. I am not the county magistrate here. I am Shi Kefa, the magistrate in Xi'an Prefecture."
"Magistrate in Xi'an?" Gu Yanwu couldn't understand. You're a magistrate in Xi'an, how come you're in a mountain village in Chengcheng County? Is this a mistake?
"Don't bother with these things," Shi Kefa said with a smile. "Official titles are worthless here. What matters most here is ability."
Gu Yanwu: "???"
Shi Kefa said, "Look at this dazzling sea of lights before you. They were created by a student named Ji Menghan. She is much more respected in this Gaojia Village than I am, a magistrate in Xi'an."
Gu Yanwu: "Uh."
Shi Kefa said, "I also deeply admire her, alas! She excels in physics. I wish I were as skilled as her."
Gu Yanwu: "Uh?"
Shi Kefa glanced at Gu Yanwu's young but confused face and said with a smile, "Young brother, did you come from afar? The village has many interesting things, not just these lights. You should wander around, play more, and see more."
With that, Shi Kefa turned and walked away, disappearing into the crowd in no time.
Gu Yanwu: "???"
Confused, truly confused.
Hungry, better go eat something.
Gu Yanwu walked straight towards the bustling Gaojia Business Circle.
Under the glow of the colorful lights filling the streets, the Gaojia Business Circle seemed truly dreamlike.
In the center of the town, there stood a very luxurious building. From a distance, it looked like a brothel.
Gu Yanwu thought: Going to a brothel to eat while listening to songs isn't bad at all.
He walked to the brothel's entrance and looked closely. Eh? It wasn't a brothel; it was named "Water Fresh Grand Restaurant."
Gu Yanwu couldn't quite understand. Why would a restaurant make itself look so much like a brothel? Is it sick? But whatever, too hungry; as long as there's food, he went in.
Gu Yanwu stepped into the Water Fresh Grand Restaurant and immediately saw a neatly dressed, handsome-looking young waiter—who didn't resemble an ordinary waiter—walking towards him, smiling: "Sir, please come with me. Do you have a reservation?"
Gu Yanwu shook his head: "No!"
The waiter smiled: "Just one person? Please come with me. I have a small table here."
He led Gu Yanwu to a small table, poured him tea first, then smiled and said, "What would you like to eat? We have all kinds of regional delicacies, north and south, at our disposal."
Seeing him boast so much, Gu Yanwu thought: How dare a restaurant in this small village in Shaanxi say it has all the regional delicacies? Who are you fooling? Then I must put you to the test.
Gu Yanwu snorted and said, "Do you have Jiangsu cuisine?"
The waiter smiled: "Of course! I'll get you the Jiangsu cuisine menu right away."
The waiter quickly went and returned momentarily with a menu listing items like: Jinling roasted duck, Pengcheng fish balls, old duck soup, braised spare ribs, roasted square, lamb stuffed with fish, crystal pork knuckle, lion's head with crab roe stewed in broth...
Gu Yanwu felt dizzy! If he hadn't known he was in Shaanxi, he would have thought he had returned to his hometown in Jiangsu, sitting in a grand restaurant in Jiangsu ordering food.
He pointed at the Jinling roasted duck on the menu: "This one."
The waiter nodded: "Okay, one order of Jinling roasted duck."
Gu Yanwu pointed at another dish.
Waiter: "Okay, one order of Pengcheng fish balls."
Wait!
Something was not right?
Gu Yanwu suddenly realized in shock: "Waiter, can you read?"
The waiter chuckled: "I know a little."
Gu Yanwu was astonished: "You can read, yet you work as a waiter?"
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The waiter maintained his commercial-like smile. "Reading isn't a big deal around here; almost every young person my age can read. We want to earn some extra cash, but we have to study during the day and don't have time for a full-time job. So we take on part-time gigs after school. This is called 'working while studying,' and it's strongly supported by our Deity."
Gu Yanwu was utterly shocked. "Every young person your age can read?"
The waiter responded, "Ah, that's a bit of an exaggeration. Actually, most newcomers still can't read. It's the young people who've lived in this village for several years who are literate."
At this point, the waiter chuckled. "That's why it's hard for newcomers to find jobs in the village now. They can only take on jobs that require brute strength. Then they send their children to school, hoping that education will change their family's fate."
Gu Yanwu was hit by another wave of astonishment. "!!!"
The waiter cheerfully went off to arrange Gu Yanwu's meal.
Gu Yanwu sat there, bewildered.
Not long after, he saw two older boys enter the restaurant. The earlier waiter greeted one of them. "Ah, Young Master, you're back!"
The boy who was called Young Master immediately smiled and returned the greeting. "Hey, I've told you not to call me Young Master. At school, you're my senior. You coming here and calling me 'Young Master,' are you trying to overwhelm me? Just call me Little Maopao."
The waiter laughed. "Little Maopao sounds awful. 'Popping Handsome' sounds much better!"
"Hahaha! That's true, I am incredibly handsome," the older boy laughed heartily.
Gu Yanwu noticed that although the waiter addressed the boy as 'Young Master,' there was none of the usual hierarchical distance between them. They seemed very close, speaking with playful banter, clearly acting like two old buddies joking around.
The boy who called himself 'Popping Handsome,' took his companion into the restaurant and sat down, pounding the table loudly. "Dad! Mom! I'm starving! Get me something to eat! Oh, and Zhe Bu is here too, get him something also!"
A voice came from behind the counter—likely the owner's—"Ah, Zhe Bu is here too? Then we'll make some Mongolian food for you today. How about some grilled lamb leg?"
Zhe Bu was overjoyed. "Thank you so much, Uncle Liu!"
Hearing this, Gu Yanwu's heart lurched: A Mongolian child?!
He immediately strained his ears, raised his alertness, tensed his nerve cells—full vigilance mode—to eavesdrop intently.
Zhe Bu: "Maopao-ge, the lessons these past few days have been so difficult. I can't understand them at all anymore..."
Liu Maopao chuckled softly. "Ah, well... you Mongolians grew up in harsh, cold lands. You haven't seen much of the world, so it's normal you struggle with the lessons. Don't worry, I'll tutor you."
Zhe Bu: "I'm so grateful! If it weren't for Maopao-ge helping me, I don't know how many beatings I’d have gotten from the teacher."
Liu Maopao: "Don't worry, don't worry. Even if you're dumb as a rock, I've got your back. Stick with me, big brother, and nothing will be too hard for you."
Hearing this, Gu Yanwu felt something was off. This Han Chinese boy was promising to help the Mongolian child, yet his very first points were essentially, "You're inexperienced," and "You're dumb."
This was clearly a manipulative tactic!
First, belittle the other person, reinforcing their perception of being "inferior." Then say, "I'll protect you." It was a classic technique to make someone utterly dependent and obedient. Absolutely!
Unfortunately, the term "PUA" hadn't been invented yet, or Gu Yanwu would surely have jumped up shouting "PUA!" right then and there.
PUA was an evil art. Applied over time, it could make a victim utterly devoted, willing to do anything—even happily help count the money after being sold.
Such tactics weren't shocking when used by an adult on another adult. But seeing one child use it on another...
Gu Yanwu felt a shiver run down his spine. He wanted to slap the table, jump up, and scold the older boy.
Just then, Zhe Bu spoke again: "Maopao-ge, you're so amazing, yet you're so good to me. I truly appreciate it. When I grow up and become the tribe leader back in the Ushan Tribe, I'll give you... a hundred... no, two hundred head of cattle and sheep! Oh, and the prettiest girl too!"
Hearing that, Gu Yanwu's heart did a double-thump. The impulse to jump up and flip the table froze, and he slowly sank back into his seat. This Mongolian child is the heir to a tribe leader?
He sobered instantly: This Han kid is manipulating him to control that Mongolian tribe!
Given that context, Gu Yanwu certainly wasn't going to jump up and say anything anymore.
Liu Maopao laughed. "Quit joking! Do you think your Popping Handsome brother cares about your cattle or girls? Look at our family's aquatic restaurant here—isn't it worth more than a hundred or two hundred sheep? And look at this gorgeous face of mine! What beauty couldn't I marry?"
Zhe Bu stammered, "Ah... well... that's true..."
Liu Maopao slapped Zhe Bu on the shoulder. "Brother just wants to be good brothers with you! I don't want your things! In the future, when you're the tribe leader, and I'm on the Gaojia Village Village Committee... we brothers will form an alliance! Combine our forces! Dispatch troops together and crush those damned Jurchens! Not just the Jurchens! Anyone who messes with us brothers, we'll crush them together!"
Zhe Bu was ecstatic. "Good! Excellent! If I'm fighting alongside you, Maopao-ge, I'm afraid of no one! Maopao-ge is the most powerful person I've ever met!"
Gu Yanwu drew in a sharp breath. He finally fully grasped this masterful PUA play.
Once he understood it, that eerie, shivery feeling intensified.
Currently, the Mongolians were lackeys of the Jurchens, spending all day helping the Jurchens hammer the Great Ming.
But if this 'Maopao' kid's manipulation succeeded... maybe one day, Mongolia would become a vassal of the Great Ming instead! Spending every day following the Ming army around to crush others! Just thinking about it made him tremble with excitement.
This child... so young... and already serving the Great Ming's interests?
Gu Yanwu couldn't help but sigh inwardly: When I was his age, I was still playing in the mud.
"Sir, your Nanjing roast duck and Pengcheng fish balls are served!"
The waiter placed the two dishes he'd ordered on the table. "That'll be three taels of silver."
"Whaaat?! So expensive?!" Gu Yanwu was floored. "Is this a rip-off joint?"
The waiter smiled faintly. "Sir, you're eating Jiangsu cuisine in Shaanxi. That alone means it has to cost a little more, wouldn't you say? Then consider our restaurant's décor, the ambiance, the general atmosphere... And look, even your waiter serving you today is literate and cultured! Do those lowly restaurants you usually eat at ever reach this level of sophistication? Doesn't seeing that make three taels seem like pretty cheap?"
Gu Yanwu stammered, "Er... I don't quite get it, but that does sound strangely reasonable..."
The three taels of silver were inexplicably gone!
It wasn't until the next day that Gu Yanwu came to understand: This restaurant was specifically designed to harvest the wealthy— to get rich people to spend their money and put it into the pockets of the poor.
Ugh!
Back in Sanyuan County, he had even written a little essay advocating for exactly this kind of thing, claiming it benefits the state and enriches the people! Fine, fine... might as well accept it.
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Chapter 855: Going Hand in Hand
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​
Gu Yanwu stayed at an inn in Gaojia Village for three days, wandering around throughout the period and desperately observing this peculiar village.
He quickly discovered a huge difference between this village and the others of the Ming Dynasty.
The commoners of Gaojia Village lived with a positive, sunny attitude. They didn't just survive—they actively strived to live better. Their vision was broad, learning about worldly affairs daily through the 'Gaojia News' before passionately expressing their opinions on the events.
When encountering injustice, they collectively ridiculed and condemned it while discussing how to improve the nation.
In contrast, such matters were usually only debated by 'officials' and 'scholars' elsewhere.
But in Gaojia Village, everyone joined the discussions!
This deeply gratified Gu Yanwu.
Unable to resist, he took up his brush and wrote a poem on the wall of Gaojia Village's main fortress: "The rise and fall of the world, every citizen has a responsibility."
Half an hour later, Patrol Officer Fang Wushang of Gaojia Village appeared before Gu Yanwu and arrested him for 'doodling and damaging public property'.
Considering his journey from afar, ignorance of Gaojia Village's rules, and first offense, he received light punishment: mandatory labor. He repainted the wall himself and swept the train station for half a day.
But Gu Yanwu hadn't learned painter's skills, struggling intensely with the wall until splattered in multicolored paint. After finishing the wall, he grabbed a broom to sweep sweep sweep endlessly at the station.
Despite his family possessing 800 mu
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