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Although Zhu Cunjing, a prince whose power was restricted, wielded significant strength as head of the Qin King Mansion—the empire's top-ranking feudal estate—when committed to a task.
At Zhu Cunjing’s command, advertisements announcing the new train’s launch plastered all of Xi’an.
This advertising technique, learned from Gaojia Village, was proof his daily news broadcast viewing paid off. He had absorbed several modern approaches Mr. Li once devised.
Qin King Mansion staff covered every alley and street in Xi’an Prefecture with posters. After all, this era had no city management officers to regulate public displays. Even if such officials existed, who would dare challenge Qin King Mansion?
Zhu Cunjing hired storytellers to craft railway tales, repeatedly performed at teahouses...
He also commissioned songstresses at taverns and brothels to sing train-themed tunes.
Truly, he mastered the art of advertising.
Unsurprisingly, the tickets sold well then.
The inaugural commercial trip of the Cunjing Number departed fully loaded...
Profits from that single trip earned him several hundred taels.
"Hahaha! Hundreds earned daily!"
Zhu Cunjing sat at Xi’an’s grandest tavern, hosting a celebratory banquet for shareholder representatives, jubilantly proclaiming, "In the coming months, ten thousand taels monthly is effortless! Dividends flow to each investor. This grand train venture promises riches for all. Friends, we shall invest more capital and lay more railways!"
Each shareholder represented imperial kin—thwarted political climbers seeking lavish lifestyles, stuck before with dwindling ancestral wealth and no path to greater fortune.
Never expecting such wealth overnight from Zhu Cunjing’s endeavor, they beamed, forming respectful salutes: "From now on, we follow the Qin noble’s lead!"
"Toasts! Drink up!"
"Glasses raised!"
Just as they lifted cups, a Steward rushed in, flustered: "Young Master, trouble!"
Zhu Cunjing rolled his eyes. "Can’t you see our celebration? Can’t bad news wait?"
The Steward stammered, "This... concerns matters you celebrate today."
Instantly, all glasses lowered. What could jeopardize a venture raking hundreds daily? Everyone pressed, "What happened?"
The Steward reported, "Passengers back from Sanyuan County say the ride’s comfortable and engaging. But at journey’s end? Sanyuan holds no attractions. Folk wander town idly and return uninterested in revisiting."
Zhu Cunjing paled. "Meaning ticket sales plummet?"
The Steward nodded. "Next-day tickets fell unsold—a thirty-percent loss."
"Damn!" Zhu Cunjing fretted. "Thirty percent of hundreds daily? A hundred taels daily loss! Thousands monthly!?"
Investors panicked: "Such losses? Young Master, find a solution!"
Zhu Cunjing panicked too. "What now? Sanyuan’s just a small, dull town. Will profits only flow once we link Xi’an and Yan’an? Demand surges along that corridor!"
Shareholders countered, "That West Extension Railway’s two hundred miles or more! Completion’s years off—we must fix the Xi'an to Sanyuan track today!"
Zhu Cunjing also felt urgency. Profits couldn't wait till Yan'an extension finished—he needed earnings now. The feast soured.
Suddenly, Zhu Cunjing sprang up. "Gentlemen, I’ll consult Mr. Li! His business savvy dwarfs mine ten-thousandfold. I’ll hasten back with answers!"
Shareholders chorused relief, "Rest assured, Young Master!"
Zhu Cunjing dashed madly toward the fertilizer store.
Mr. Li puzzled all—since first arriving in Xi'an, he’d lodged only at that fertilizer store, unfazed by grim environs.
Night deepened; news broadcast had ended; store doors shut tight. Zhu Cunjing banged wildly on locked gates.
After long pounding, the door opened. Wang Tang—clad in gray sleepwear—glared. "Who comes so late?"
Without greeting, Zhu Cunjing demanded, "Mr. Li here?"
"Ah, Young Master?" Wang Tang paused. "The master sleeps. I’ll wake him—though it may fail."
Zhu Cunjing scoffed, "Shake him hard! Who doesn’t wake then?"
Wang Tang shook his head. "The master sleeps immovable as stone—tremors rouse him not."
Zhu Cunjing squinted. "Such folk exist?"
Wang Tang hesitated, fearing Zhu Cunjing disrespectfully jostling the Deity’s physical form. How to deter this prince?
Before he formulated excuses, a voice sounded behind him: "I was awake."
Wang Tang spun. Mr. Li emerged holding a birdcage. Relieved, Wang Tang bowed. "Awake you truly are!" Though night fell, modern sleep schedules still held hours. Bored watching dimming boxes, Li Daoxuan sought interesting angles—just glimpsing Xi’an drama delighted him.
Mr. Li grinned. "Young Master, your gloom shines plain. Share sorrows so we revel?"
To Zhu Cunjing, he was salvation itself. Grabbing Li Daoxuan’s forearm, he shook violently: "Mr. Li, rescue me! My West Extension Railway’s Xi’an to Sanyuan route opened: ticket sales thrived day-one—yet plummeted thirty percent by second day! Full thirty percent!"
"Ah, this?" Li Daoxuan chuckled. "Was this not predictable?"
Zhu Cunjing gaped. "Predictable? You foresaw this?"
Li Daoxuan explained, "Sanyuan’s a minor town, charmless; travel between it and Xi’an’s minimal. Folk rode novelty’s thrill the first time. Subsequent trips stir no interest. Thirty percent down? Keep operating—soon trains may run empty!"
Zhu Cunjing went ash-white. "Empty trains? Empty earns naught!"
Eight Squawks: "What good is money? It won’t make you erect!"
Zhu Cunjing’s rage meter snapped to full capacity.
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Zhu Cunjing wanted nothing more than to grab that pesky bird right then, wring its neck—first half a turn left, then half a turn right—for two full twists, slam it to the ground, and stomp on it ten times.
However, the bird was Mr. Li’s bird.
Whether the monk showed face or not, the Buddha counted more. He had to forcibly hold back his fury. The unvented anger sparked within him, flashing... like twinkling stars.
"Young Master, you simply must help me," Zhu Cunjing muttered with petulance. "I ordered big trains and train tracks from the blacksmiths working for you. Surely you’ve earned quite a bit of coin. Now, at least help me think of some money-making schemes. That way, I can keep ordering big trains from you. Everybody wins."
"Hmm. That’s a sound argument." Li Daoxuan was actually finding this rather engaging. Toying with an imperial family member could be amusing.
He chuckled, "Young Master, if you seek wealth, the best method is to promote the flow of people between Sanyuan County and Xi’an Prefecture."
Zhu Cunjing blinked. "Promote the flow of people? How does one achieve that?"
Li Daoxuan elaborated, "You must devise ways to make Xi’an folk yearn to visit Sanyuan County. Simultaneously, you must also conceive methods to entice Sanyuan County natives into wanting to come to Xi’an... Once the desire to travel takes root, won’t the flow commence naturally?"
Upon hearing this, Zhu Cunjing wore an utterly bewildered expression. "How in the world do I accomplish that?"
Li Daoxuan sighed, "Talking about economics, you probably wouldn’t grasp it even if I explained at length. Let me tackle this from the angle of your strengths, Young Master."
His tone shifted, "Young Master, what are you most skilled at?"
Zhu Cunjing grinned unabashedly. "Being exceptionally skilled at feasting, drinking, merrymaking, and leisure."
Wang Tang nearby practically inhaled a strand of cold skin noodles: How useful! Dare I call you useless? Would you even accept that title?
Unexpectedly, the Deity displayed no intention to mock Zhu Cunjing at all. Instead, he gave a light pat to Wang Tang’s shoulder, signaling him to suppress that urge to mock.
A gentle smile crossed his face as he turned to Zhu Cunjing. "Young Master, those four talents are precisely what can promote the flow of people between these two places!"
"Huh?" Zhu Cunjing gaped. "These useless skills can achieve that?"
"Of course!" Li Daoxuan pressed, "Young Master, do you recall the hot spring resort I developed in Lintong?"
"Naturally!" Zhu Cunjing affirmed eagerly. "Ah, that hot spring resort is divine! I frequent it myself now."
"Exactly!" Li Daoxuan's eyes sparkled. "Head to Sanyuan County. Spread the word! Inform the wealthy locals, merchants, and powerful nobles there—tell them Xi’an’s Lintong boasts a splendid hot spring resort worthy of frequent visits. But to get there, they'll need your trains! Journey first from Sanyuan Station to Xi’an Railway Hub. Transfer eastward, boarding another train at the East Station bound directly for Lintong!"
Zhu Cunjing gasped as understanding flooded him. "I see! Mr. Li’s hot spring resort can lure Sanyuan residents onto my trains! Ha! I get it now—I could also promote Xi’an’s many historic temples, majestic pagodas, all manner of fascinating sights... trick them onto those trains toward Xi’an!"
Li Daoxuan beamed, "Indeed! Now we utilize your forte for ‘play.’ Consider those other talents—feasting, drinking, merrymaking—what uses do they hold?"
Zhu Cunjing needed no prodding, "I can promote the East Guanfang—enticing them to Xi’an to savor delectable treats... Ah, yes! And the film The Small Troop at Daling River—I can persuade them to attend..."
Li Daoxuan silently gloated: Let him enthusiastically advertise... my ventures!
He rattled off an instant catalogue—yet every proposal funneled clientele toward Li Daoxuan’s enterprises. Present-day Xi’an's sustenance, attire, lodging, transportation, feasts, drinks, entertainment... all lay predominantly within Li Daoxuan’s grasp.
After much thought, Zhu nodded again, "Luring Sanyuan locals toward Xi’an seems easier—we have countless attractions already. But how can I, Young Master Zhu, draw Xi’an’s populace toward boring Sanyuan?"
Li Daoxuan chuckled softly. "Sanyuan County—any gems there?"
Zhu Cunjing wracked his brain. Suddenly, he brightened. "Ah! The City God Temple! Built during Hongwu’s eighth year... Though terribly dilapidated now."
"That decrepitude holds no consequence!" declared Li Daoxuan. "Employ laborers—porters—to renovate the temple. Have them apply fresh paint, arrange various ritual instruments inside. Hire some formidable-looking Taoists to preside over ceremonies..."
Realization jolted Zhu Cunjing. "Then advertise how efficacious Sanyuan’s City God deity proves!"
Li Daoxuan corrected gently, "Not quite. The Dao Xuan Deity’s fame in Xi’an overshadows most. Folks would remain praying locally. You need an alternative approach."
"Alternative approach?" asked the Young Master, baffled.
"Construct a tale!" Li Daoxuan declared. "Spin this legend: The Dao Xuan Deity? And Sanyuan’s City God? Brotherhood bound by oath! Sworn siblings battling demons and wicked spirits together..."
Zhu Cunjing frowned deeply. "I... dare I spin such yarns about him?"
"Too timid? You claim your devotion?" Li Daoxuan chided lightly. "Observe the temple priests—they enthusiastically weave tales concerning their heavenly patrons daily!"
Young Zhu shook his head vehemently. "No way! They concoct legends because their deities rarely manifest, proving their existence questionable. But the Dao Xuan Deity?! I’ve witnessed his miraculous interventions personally! I’d never dare concoct!"
Li Daoxuan couldn’t help but laugh. "Very well. Modify the story. Instead, declare this: Your revered imperial founding ancestor once visited that Sanyuan temple. He rested upon a cushion. Made a vow to its City God. That very cushion lies preserved within your family estate! Choose any cushion arbitrarily... place it within that temple as a revered relic... That fabrication holds no fear?"
Zhu Cunjing immediately perked up. "Great Ancestor's deeds? I'll craft such lore."
He instantly perceived the implications. "Our revered Founder prayed there... utilized that cushion! How many souls might flock to see it? Hahaha!"
"Precisely!" Li Daoxuan continued guiding him. "Sanyuan County—any distinctive local delicacies worth noting?"
Food and pleasure! At last! Zhu answered instantly: "Sanyuan’s famed Gu Da noodles! Their San Yuan You Pao oil cakes! Liao Hua confections!" Suddenly comprehension blossomed. "I understand! Ha! Bring these local eateries together! Concentrate them! Fashion an entire street reminiscent of Mr. Li’s East Guanfang! Then, back here in Xi’an... tout these Sanyuan specialities! Persuade affluent Xi’an residents to board my trains... feast upon exotic snacks... tour that refurbished City God Temple!"
He probably shouldn’t have mentioned the food—now even The Sky Deity felt his mouth water: Sanyuan County possesses culinary delights?! Must journey aboard his locomotive to savor these wonders myself.
Zhu Cunjing perceived the grand connections unfolding. "Haha! Sanyuan County also claims Li Jing—that eminent minister of Tang renown—as their native son! Find some shabby cottage. Declare it Li Jing's Former Residence! Lure visitors aboard trains travelling merely to wander through an abandoned house! Ha!" An even grander scheme formed within his scheming mind. "Suppose... after sampling Sanyuan’s novelties... boredom sets in? Then... my newly extended railway branch might reach Yao Zhou Prefecture! More opportunities surface... lure them ever onward..."
Li Daoxuan gently tapped Zhu's shoulder in apparent approval. "Young Master... your brilliance rivals sages! Time to commence building... our AAAA-level scenic wonderlands."
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Shi Jian, Zao Ying, and Zheng Daniu stood atop Wangjiacha Ancient Castle, gazing toward the northwest direction.
Not long ago, Wang Chenggong had staged a rebellion at Wangjiacha Ancient Castle, only to be defeated in a single battle by the Gaojia Village Militia and thrown into a labor camp.
This left Wangjiacha Ancient Castle empty.
Seeing ownerless property, what Deity wouldn’t seize the opportunity?
He ordered Shi Jian to write a letter to Three Boundary Governor Hong Chengchou, stating that while he was currently suppressing bandits in Northern Shaanxi, he could also manage Wangjiacha Ancient Castle.
This was naturally good news for Hong Chengchou. Strapped for troops and unable to spare a garrison for Wangjiacha Ancient Castle, he simply handed the fortress over to Shi Jian.
Thus, Shi Jian rightfully claimed Wangjiacha Ancient Castle for himself. He sent workers to repair the fortress and stationed Gaojia Village soldiers there.
It became a "winged base" for Gaojia Village.
This base was quite far-flung, farther even than Bai Yuan's flight to Luoyang...
Standing high on the castle ramparts, Shi Jian couldn't help but sigh, "This place is much too far from our home village in Gaojia Village. Resupplying logistics is proving troublesome."
"Troublesome or not, we must do it!" Zheng Daniu grinned broadly. "The Deity's orders are paramount."
Though simple-minded, Daniu had been the most loyal in executing commands since joining Gaojia Village. Together with Gao Chuwu, they were like the two loyal bodyguards. Whatever the Deity commanded, they did it without hesitation, never considering difficulty or consequences. If the Deity said to do it, they just did it.
His words amused Shi Jian. "Daniu certainly has high awareness. Whatever the Deity commands must have a reason. No matter how troublesome, we just need to get it done."
He swiftly produced a scroll case, waving it at Zao Ying and Zheng Daniu. "I had people conduct investigations regarding the Ushan Tribe of Mongolia."
Zheng Daniu replied, "Not lookin'. Wouldn't understand anyway."
Zao Ying laughed too. "Don't give Daniu such a hard time. Read it aloud to him."
Shi Jian had no choice. "The Mongolian Ushan Tribe is located deep within the Mu Us Desert. They belong to the larger tribe of Ordos, which in turn belongs to the descendants of Genghis Khan, Lin Dan Khan. In our Central Plains, we usually refer to them as 'Northern Yuan.'"
Zheng Daniu scratched his head. "Huh? That went in one ear and out the other."
Shi Jian explained, "Simply put, the Deity wants us to annex the Ushan Tribe and make them serve us... But the Ushan Tribe isn't just one tribe. It's actually part of a country called Northern Yuan."
Hearing this, Zheng Daniu finally got it. "Ahhh!"
Shi Jian continued, "That's basically it. What we need to do next is like launching an attack into the country of Northern Yuan and seizing a city within them called Ushan."
Zao Ying sounded curious, "Beating one tribe isn't too difficult. I just worry that attacking them might stir up a hornet's nest, drawing the entire Northern Yuan down on us. We’d be utterly exhausted."
As soon as her words hung in the air, the small Cotton Thread Deity statue on Zheng Daniu's chest suddenly sprang to life... it grinned and said, "No need to worry about the entire Northern Yuan."
"Ah! The Deity has arrived!"
The three of them immediately bowed.
Cotton Thread Deity announced, "I’ve calculated it meticulously. Northern Yuan is about to fall."
All three were momentarily stunned. It wasn’t that they doubted the Deity, but that they were astonished he revealed heavenly secrets.
Cotton Thread Deity continued, "The Jurchens harbor immense ambitions; they don't just target our Great Ming. They will also attack Northern Yuan. In the very near future, Northern Yuan will be conquered by the Jurchens..."
Hearing this, Zao Ying was the first to understand, "Once Northern Yuan collapses, the tribes will be leaderless. That's when we can step in and seize these various tribes from Northern Yuan. If we're slow, they’ll become the Jurchens' subordinates and turn against us. If we’re quick, they’ll become ours and help fight the Jurchens."
"Crafty as a seasoned bandit!" Shi Jian clicked in realization. "We can't wait until Northern Yuan is actually destroyed to start snatching. By then it would be too late. We need to establish ties with some tribes before Northern Yuan's fall, so they naturally lean towards us later on."
Seeing their comprehension, Cotton Thread Deity didn't waste further words, laughing, "The Ushan Tribe is the closest to us now. We'll start with them. But remember one thing..."
He deliberately paused for effect. The trio immediately perked up, knowing the crucial point was coming.
The Cotton Thread Deity's voice took on a slightly solemn tone, "Grassland nomads are unlike agricultural peoples like us. Treat farming-folk subjects well, and they will follow you with unwavering loyalty. But the steppe peoples have the nature of wolves. Being kind to them doesn't work. You need to... heh... be stronger than them. Only then will they submit to you unquestioningly."
Zao Ying chuckled darkly, "Oh, just like us raiders in spirit! Raiders only obey raiders who are stronger than them. The weak? All just prey, hahaha!"
"Be stronger than them?" Shi Jian understood. "Demonstrate our strength, right?"
"Now I get it too!" Zheng Daniu raised his bowl-sized fist. "Beat ’em up first, then talk sense!"
...
The Ushan Tribe had been facing hardship lately.
The tribe wasn't vast to begin with, numbering only a few thousand people. Their young adult men, those capable of riding to war, accounted for only about half.
A few days prior, the Ushan Tribe Leader had led over a thousand of the tribe's ablest young men to the Ming Dynasty for a "grass-cutting raid." Near Wangjiacha Ancient Castle, they encountered Ming army forces battling rebels. In a sudden impulse, the Tribe Leader decided to raid and seize Ming cannons.
Consequently... they lost several hundred hardy horsemen, retreating in utter disorder.
For a tribe of several thousand, losing several hundred strong young adults was a massive blow to their power. The Ushan Tribe's combat strength plummeted, instantly making them the weakest tribe within Ordos.
Weakness invites bullying!
Recently, the Ushan tribespeople had been bullied by their own kin.
The Otoqi Tribe dwelling not far west often made casual trips to step on the Ushan Tribe—stealing a few horses here today, snatching dozens of sheep tomorrow...
This wasn't unusual among nomads. "Weakness deserves a beating"—a creed since ancient times.
The Ushan tribespeople had no solution beyond working hard on procreation.
On this day, the Ushan Tribe Leader was vigorously attending to procreation inside his tent when sudden loud shouts erupted outside, "The Etko are coming! The Etko are back!"
Immediately, a great hue and cry rose: human shouts mingled with startled whinnies. All the tribe's able-bodied young men scrambled onto horses, preparing for battle.
The Tribe Leader shot up immediately, even his procreational efforts forgotten. Barely throwing on a garment, he rushed out of the tent and vaulted onto his horse. "Etko back so soon? Fight them! We must win this time! If we lose again... they'll tread right over us!"
He rallied the tribe's remaining seven to eight hundred young adult men. Together, they galloped out to meet the enemy...
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The Ushan Tribe Leader led his men charging out, immediately encountering the Otoqi people.
It was clear the Ushan had fewer fighters, only about eight hundred men here. But the Otoqi Tribe had over fifteen hundred.
The Ushan Tribe Leader cursed inwardly: If we hadn’t lost over four hundred men at Wangjiacha, we’d fear no Otoqi...
Yet there was no cure for regret in this world, nor any “what ifs” in war.
With no alternative left, they gritted their teeth and prepared to advance.
Both armies roared in challenge, ready to clash head-on.
Just then...
From the southern grasslands, two scouts galloped forth—one from each tribe. Normally, they’d have fought upon meeting, but surprisingly, they rode side by side, racing urgently while shouting: “Hold your attacks! Hold! The Han people are coming! The Han people are here!”
At the word "Han," both tribes halted.
The armies simultaneously reined in their horses, turning toward their scouts.
“Han cavalry! A thousand! A thousand riders!”
Both scouts reported simultaneously: “They appear to be under Deputy General Shi Jian of Yansui.”
Hearing the name Shi Jian, the Ushan Tribe Leader roared in fury: “That very bastard killed our warriors last time! And now he dares ride into the grasslands?”
The Otoqi Tribe Leader, however, scoffed: “A Great Ming Deputy General? Weaklings, all. Here to court death? Hah!”
Suddenly, the Ushan Tribe Leader shouted at him: “Otoqi! Let’s smash these Han together first! We settle our score afterward—agreed?”
The Otoqi Tribe Leader snapped: “Deal!”
The pact was sealed—swift and straightforward, without ceremony.
Instantly, the two tribes shifted from enemies to allies, a startlingly rapid reversal.
Together, they gazed south. A cavalry force emerged on the grasslands—no more than a thousand strong—bearing three banners. One read: “Deputy General Shi of Yansui.” The others: “Qianzhong Zao of Yansui” and “Qianzhong Zheng of Yansui.”
Three grand banners for a mere thousand troops seemed almost comical.
The Otoqi Tribe Leader smirked: “A Deputy General marches with two Qianzhong, but both commanders pocket ghost payrolls. Each leads only five hundred men—one thousand total.”
This was routine for the Ming army; completely predictable.
The Otoqi Tribe Leader bellowed: “Warriors of the grasslands! Charge! Kill the Ming army! Their weapons and armor—riches for the takers!”
Mongolian troops roared: “Oaaaaaagh!”
But the Ushan Tribe Leader cautioned: “Be wary! Their firearms are deadly. We suffered from them last time.”
The Otoqi Tribe Leader shrugged: “I’ve heard of Ming infantry using firearms, but cavalry? At best, they wield Three-Eyed Divine Firearms on horseback—pathetic weapons, beneath notice.”
The Ushan Tribe Leader paused: “...Huh. That sounds right.”
“Charge!”
Done talking, the Otoqi Tribe Leader spurred ahead.
The Ushan Tribe Leader echoed: “Charge!”
Both wings of Mongolian cavalry thundered toward the “Ming army.”
This Ming army was, of course, Zao Ying's cavalry camp.
When the cavalry camp saw the Mongolian troops charging over, they were somewhat panicked in their hearts.
The Mongolian cavalry was renowned throughout the world.
The people of the Gaojia Village Cavalry Camp held a certain reverence for the Mongolian cavalry in their hearts. They knew full well that their skills in archery and horse riding were far inferior to the opponents, but fortunately... the Gaojia Village people did not use bows.
The cavalrymen recalled the standard actions from training in their minds, and then swiftly pulled out their cavalry firearms.
This firearm also used the rear-loading technique, but its barrel was a full thirty centimeters shorter than the infantry firearm, so its range was naturally much shorter; it was mainly designed for convenient use on horseback.
Facing the charging Mongolian troops, the Gaojia Village soldiers nervously began loading.
Someone's hand shook, and a bullet dropped; one could not bend down to pick it up while on horseback, so they just wasted that bullet and grabbed the next one.
Zao Ying saw this scene and could not help but laugh loudly and scold, "What are you panicking about? Fight properly as you were trained, don't be afraid."
"Click!" The sound of the bullet entering the chamber.
One thousand cavalrymen quickly finished loading all their bullets...
The Mongolian cavalry had already arrived like the wind, entering within two to three hundred meters.
"They're in range, fire!"
At Zao Ying's command, the cavalry camp opened fire.
"Bang, bang, bang, bang!"
The short firearms emitted bursts of blue smoke...
Interestingly, though their firearms were short, they were after all rear-loading rifled guns, and they could shoot farther than the incredibly long smoothbore firearms used by the Ming army.
The Otoqi Tribe cavalry charging at the front instantly fell in large numbers.
The Otoqi Tribe Leader was greatly shocked, "Huh? Aren't firearms used on horseback the Three-Eyed Divine Firearm? How can they shoot this far?"
The Ushan Tribe Leader felt a jolt in his heart, "Oh no, it's indeed like that again."
After finishing one round, the cavalrymen hurriedly began loading again. But seeing the Mongolian cavalry rapidly closing in, the militia cavalrymen felt somewhat panicked inside.
Zao Ying laughed and scolded, "Why do you have to load while standing still? We're cavalry! Run! Load while running."
"Run!"
The inexperienced cavalrymen finally woke up, urgently pulled the reins, and ran backward. While running, they used the stirrups and the strength of their waists and horses to clamp down on the horse's belly, controlled their body balance, freed both hands, and desperately loaded bullets.
This riding speed, of course, could not compare to a full-throttle gallop, but it was enough to maintain a certain distance from the Mongolian cavalry.
Later, the middle school students at Gaojia Village's Thirty-Two Middle School had a practical math problem: the Gaojia Village Militia was running at 50 kilometers per hour, two hundred meters ahead of the Mongolian cavalry chasing at 70 kilometers per hour. How long would it take to catch up?
Zheng Daniu could never solve such a difficult problem, but he knew that time was definitely much longer than the time he took to load his firearm.
In an instant, he had already loaded a bullet, turned around, and fired casually.
"Bang!"
A Mongolian cavalryman chasing the closest plummeted from his horse and died.
Zheng Daniu roared with laughter, "I'm not only good at throwing grenades, I'm also strong at playing with firearms, ha!"
Zao Ying said, "Daniu is so awesome!"
Shi Jian said, "Damn moron, don't show off your affection on the battlefield."
"Bang, bang, bang!"
The cavalrymen ran while firing backward, and soon after, the Otoqi Tribe suffered heavy losses.
The tribe leader felt a bit confused in his head, "What's happening? These Han people..."
The Ushan Tribe Leader said, "I already told you to be careful of the firearms. We can't chase, we can't chase. They're loading firearms while fleeing, so every time our men catch up, they become targets, and become targets again."
The Otoqi Tribe Leader said, "Damn it, stop chasing, halt!"
The two Mongolian cavalry teams simultaneously stopped.
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As soon as the Mongolian troops stopped, Zao Ying at the front shouted loudly at the same time: "Turn back! Turn back!"
The cavalry camp members immediately understood what to do!
A group of people laughed loudly on horseback, all turned around together, and the horse team drew a curved arc in the grassland, completing a large half-circle...
This movement was not unfamiliar in the eyes of the Mongolians.
This was something the Mongolians themselves often did!
The world-famous Mongolian light cavalry tactics: hit and run!
The Ushan Tribe Leader and the Otoqi Tribe Leader almost shouted at the same time: "Oh no, those guys are coming at us again!"
After making a curved movement, the Gaojia Village Cavalry Camp indeed charged toward the Mongolians again. Although still far away, the cavalrymen fired their short firearms.
"Bang! Bang! Bang!"
The gunfire sounded again. The Mongolians, who had just stopped pursuing, were immediately struck again, and in an instant, several people fell off their horses.
"Damn it!" A group of Mongolian cavalrymen were very angry. They spurred their horses toward the Gaojia Village Cavalry Camp again, but what greeted them was just a series of firearm sounds. Once again, the Mongolians suffered heavy casualties.
Then, the Gaojia Village Cavalry Camp swiftly drew an arc and ran away again.
At the very moment they drew the arc, the Mongolian light cavalry at the front suddenly got excited: "They've entered our bow range! These damned Han people have finally entered our bow range."
A Mongolian soldier drew his bow, placed an arrow, and shot at a warrior of the cavalry camp.
Truly worthy of a Mongolian light cavalry skilled in archery and horse riding, this man's archery technique was excellent. Even at the extreme edge of the range, this arrow truly hit the vital spot on that militia warrior's back...
However!
The arrow had lost its strength and could not even penetrate thin silk!
Although this arrow hit, it was of no use to that militia warrior. It was easily blocked by the cloth armor on his body.
But then this warrior was scolded!
Zao Ying was furious: "I told you to train your riding skills properly. Look now, you can't even control the distance in a hit-and-run properly, and you got hit? Thankfully, it didn't hit your eyes, or you'd be a one-eyed dragon! Go back and write me a five-hundred-word self-criticism."
Being scolded was a small matter. Writing the self-criticism was almost fatal.
Illiterate people fear writing self-criticism the most!
Write five hundred words? This damn thing was more painful than heartbreak.
The warrior just had to vent his anger on the Mongolian cavalry. With a click from loading the bullet, he swung the firearm around and fired at a Mongolian soldier, who fell off his horse instantly.
The Mongolians quickly realized that if they charged toward these Han people, the Han people would run away while firing their guns.
If they did not pursue, the Han people would turn back and charge at them while firing.
This tactic was something the Mongolians were most familiar with.
In the past, they had used it on others, but now it had become others using it on them.
Only when they suffered this move did they feel miserable! Miserable! So miserable!
With the weapon range differing by one or two hundred meters, they didn't expect the battle to be so difficult.
However, the Mongolian cavalry did have one advantage, that was their riding skills!
As long as they ran freely, the Han people definitely couldn't catch up.
The Ushan Tribe Leader and the Otoqi Tribe Leader almost simultaneously ordered, "Go, leave the battlefield."
The two units of Mongolian cavalry, one heading northwest and one northeast, fled in two separate directions.
Their splitting escape indeed made things a bit tricky for the Gaojia Village Cavalry Camp.
Zheng Daniu asked, "Which direction should we chase?"
Zao Ying replied, "Maybe we should chase the Ushan Tribe; our target is Ushan."
Shi Jian thought seriously for a second and said, "Don't chase either side! We can't catch up. At a time like this, the only thing we should do is head straight to the Ushan Tribe's settlement."
The Mongolians had no fixed abode; they were always drifting constantly.
However, when they drifted somewhere with ample grass and water, they would set up tents and congregate for a while, turning their gathering into a settlement of many tents in a short time.
It was just that this settlement was always changing locations, preventing the Han people from finding it accurately.
But Gaojia Village had no such problem!
They released a Kongming lantern, and in no time, the supreme directive from the Deity arrived: Northeast, eighteen li away.
Shi Jian declared, "Let's go!"
Zao Ying laughed and said, "Let's go, counter-raid the Mongolians."
The cavalry camp neither pursued the Ushan Tribe Leader nor the Otoqi Tribe Leader; instead, it charged directly toward the Ushan Tribe's current settlement.
At this charge, the Ushan Tribe Leader panicked and yelled, "Oh no! They're heading to our tribe!"
The Otoqi Tribe Leader, however, chuckled, "Yo, this will be entertaining to watch."
The Ushan Tribe Leader said angrily, "Quickly, we must rush back to defend!"
A subordinate replied, "How do we defend? How can we fight against such firearm cavalry?"
The Ushan Tribe Leader said nothing for a moment.
He couldn't find words, but undefendable or not, they had to try; otherwise, the settlement would be doomed. The cattle and sheep, children, women... all would be ruined.
The Ushan Tribe Leader could only roar, "Chase after them at once..."
But what should they do after catching up? The tribe leader didn't know.
Thus, a strange scene unfolded: Gaojia Village Cavalry Camp ran ahead, the Ushan Tribe Leader led the Ushan cavalry along the flank, and far away, the Etko Tribe cavalry observed from a distance.
The three cavalry units trailed in order, arriving at the Ushan Tribe's settlement.
Here were many yurts scattered across a vast area, with cattle and sheep grazing everywhere around them; the central zone among the yurts resembled a Han marketplace, where some women sat...
As the cavalry troops approached, the thunderous hoofbeats frightened the women. They rose in shock, looked into the distance, and realized the cavalry weren't their Mongolian troops but Han cavalry; in panic, the women desperately scrambled into their family tents.
In truth, Mongolians often raided Han people on the border, and Han cavalry also routinely raided Mongolians; it was mutual raiding.
Mongolian women were equally afraid of Han cavalry; they were human too, fearing massacre.
Luckily, they encountered Gaojia Village's cavalry camp this time.
The Gaojia Village Cavalry Camp, trained in the Three Main Rules and Eight Points for Attention and educated in humanitarianism, was not a sword for killing but a sword for saving people.
The strong only wielded weapons against the strong, not against the weak.
Bullies harming the helpless, like assaulting a retirement home or a kindergarten, never occurred in Gaojia Village.
The warriors didn't massacre these women and children; they just fired their firearms symbolically a few times into the air on purpose, pretending to miss.
But this was enough to terrify the women, making them wail and cry wildly.
The Ushan Tribe cavalry following from afar couldn't endure it... not at all...
With a howl, the cavalry charged again, eyes blazing red.
"Don't go!" the Ushan Tribe Leader shouted urgently. "Don't go..."
However, the subordinates ignored him entirely.
All that
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