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Driven onward by Li Daoxuan's giant hand, the eight of them ran for their lives. As they ran, a huge "wooden castle" appeared before them.
The wooden crate of "Hamster Adventure" was undoubtedly a massive wooden fortress in their eyes.
The sight of the enormous wooden castle startled them, but the colossal palm behind them offered no time for thought. It pressed relentlessly forward, forcing them to keep running. Ahead stood a huge gate.
A small door meant for a hamster was, to them, a "giant gate," as imposing as a city entrance.
Such a bizarre wooden castle stood before them, its equally bizarre large “city gate” wide open. What ordinary person would dare enter carelessly?
But a glance back at the approaching giant hand erased any hesitation—delaying even a second was disrespectful to their own lives. They charged straight for the massive gate...
Boom!
The giant hand slammed against the gate right behind them...
Looking back, they rejoiced: "Thank goodness! This gate is giant to us, but too small for the Dao Xuan Deity. His huge hand can't get through!"
Their relief lasted less than two seconds before realisation struck: "There’s no ceiling above us!"
"Ah! Doesn’t that mean... the Dao Xuan deity's giant hand could attack from the sky?!"
"Oh no! Quick, run forward!"
Old Nan Feng took the lead, sprinting ahead...
As he raced into a narrow passage, a terrifying sight greeted him: a colossal axe hung suspended in the air ahead. The enormous axe swung rhythmically back and forth.
"My god! Careful, watch for traps!" Old Nan Feng yelled, "Careful everyone! Trap!"
The other seven immediately stopped behind him. Their path forward was blocked by the massive swaying axe.
"What do we do?"
"Do we stay here?"
"No... we can’t stop... The dreadful Dao Xuan Deity could catch up any moment..."
"Then we have to dash through."
"Watch the timing... Look at the axe's gap."
"There’s a two-breath interval. We can make it."
Old Nan Feng took a deep breath. The axe whooshed from left to right. He leaped forward—shuu!—jumping just as it swung back from right to left, barely missing him as it passed behind.
He’d made it!
The other seven spirits soared: "Brother Nan Feng, wait for us!"
Timing their leaps to the gap, they slipped past the axe one by one.
Phew!
All eight passed unharmed. Running wildly again, they turned a corner to find a long, angled downward slope.
"What kind of trap is this?"
Before the words fully left their mouths, a thunderous noise erupted behind them. They whipped around: a massive black iron sphere was rolling straight towards them.
"Aaaaaaaaa!"
"Run!"
The eight men charged down the slope in utter disarray, a massive black iron ball rolling menacingly at their heels. Summoning every last ounce of their strength, they somehow made it down the incline and swerved through a small door to the side...
With a resounding boom, the iron ball slammed into the wall directly behind them.
Having narrowly escaped death, they gasped for breath.
One subordinate cried out frantically, "Brother Nan Feng, what kind of bizarre place did we wander into?"
Old Nan Feng: "I don’t know. It’s terrifying, whatever it is. Everyone must tread carefully at every step to avoid triggering any more strange mechanisms..."
His words were barely out when one man stepped onto a loose tile. The panel flipped instantly, sending him tumbling downward. Below, a giant plastic cockroach, electric and buzzing, its eyes glowing red, advanced toward him.
The remaining seven men peered over the edge of the hole, their faces turning pale.
"What’s that?"
"A cockroach that big?"
"It must be a cockroach monster!"
"It’s over. Old Seven is going to get eaten."
"Can we save him?"
"No way! It’s too high. We don’t even have a rope..."
Old Seven, who had fallen below, roared, "Don’t worry about me! Run! I’m done for! Just run! If you make it out... take care of my son for me..."
Before he could finish, the giant plastic cockroach reached him. Old Seven screamed "Ahhh!" and fainted on the spot.
Old Nan Feng gritted his teeth. "Old Seven's done for. Let’s move!"
The seven men ran onward, tears in their eyes. They reached a fork in the path, unsure which way was safe. Forced to split up to test the routes, one man stepped onto the leftmost path only for it to flip downwards instantly. He fell into a huge net below where a giant plastic spider crawled relentlessly toward him.
He shrieked, "Ahhh! A spider monster... Run! Just get away!... Take care of my child...!”
The faces of the remaining six men paled further. They quickly tried the right path and finally found the correct route. But then, the ground gave way beneath one man, plunging him into a large pool. He was just congratulating himself on knowing how to swim when a super-sized plastic shark surfaced nearby...
"Ahhhhhh!"
Old Nan Feng wailed, "Heavens! What kind of godforsaken place is this? Such a hideous place! It took three of my good brothers in the blink of an eye!"
The other four men hauled Old Nan Feng up, urging him onward. "Brother Nan Feng, we can’t stop. We have to run. Keep running! If we don’t, the Dao Xuan Deity will just release more monsters to eat us."
As soon as the words were spoken, the path suddenly split open. The two men in front plummeted into a pitch-black, bottomless void. Their “Ahhhh!” screams echoed as they fell.
A sense of rush with pride surged through Old Nan Feng. Now was no time for despair. He grabbed his remaining two comrades, leaped across the gaping chasm in the path, and kept running.
Only three were left!
But finally, they reached the exit of the maze.
Seeing the landscape, mountains, and trees outside, the three men instantly heaved a sigh of relief. They had escaped the dreadful castle. Whew...
Old Nan Feng fell to his knees with a thud. "If I’d known I’d lose five brothers, I would never have run. Digging mud back at the labor camp would have been better than causing everyone to die!"
No sooner had he spoken than the golden hand reappeared. This time, it didn’t strike or shoo them away. Instead, it opened its palm before them, revealing his five brothers lying there – alive, but unconscious.
Li Daoxuan had retrieved the five little men who had "failed the challenge."
Heh heh heh. The perilous Hamster Adventure wasn't meant for every little hamster to complete successfully. To see one victorious hamster reach the end, mountains of 'fallen comrades’ were required.
It was truly tragic!
Seeing the golden hand, they knew they hadn’t escaped at all.
Seeing his five brothers alive in the hand, Old Nan Feng understood. He kowtowed fervently. "Thank you for sparing us, great Deity! I will lead all my brothers back obediently for labor reform. We won’t dare to run away ever again."
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An undercurrent of instability rippled through the labor reform worksite.
The atmosphere felt a bit off!
After Old Nan Feng and his seven companions had fled, the remaining labor offenders couldn't help but feel an itch in their hearts. Seeing that not a single guard had moved or given chase when Olf Nan Feng escaped, they secretly wondered: Could it really be that easy to get away? If it’s truly that simple, I want to escape too.
Zao Ying, a seasoned figure in the Jianghu, immediately sensed this shift. She lowered her voice and said, "Thirty-Two, if you don't come up with something soon, I’m afraid all six hundred-plus men are going to riot."
Thirty-Two smiled. "No need to worry. Hold your horses."
Zao Ying was both exasperated and amused: This wasn’t a reason to worry? Then when would it be time to worry?
She was deeply concerned about the atmosphere growing increasingly tense.
Just then, the eight who had run away earlier actually returned. One was drenched, his clothes dripping wet. The other seven looked dreadful. Their faces were unnervingly pale, as if they’d just been chased five blocks by a zombie while crossing a graveyard ridge.
The other labor offenders gaped in shock. "Huh? They’re back?"
"No one’s escorting them back."
"Why do they look so utterly miserable?"
"Like they’ve been chased by monsters."
Old Nan Feng trudged dejectedly to Head Guard Zhong Gaoliang. "Head Guard, we were wrong. We won’t try to escape again."
Zhong Gaoliang glanced up at the low cloud overhead, seemingly unsurprised by their wretched return. His lips twisted in a smirk. "Pick up your tools and get back to work. Since you skipped out on work for a while, you’ll each work two extra hours today. Understood?"
Old Nan Feng replied: "Understood!"
His head hung low, he obediently picked up his tools and began working with vigorous effort.
The other labor offenders were inwardly stunned. That was Old Nan Feng! The fiercest warrior under Captain Wolf, notoriously rebellious and constantly defying even his own commander. Yet here he was, cowed into utter submission? What on earth had happened to him?
As they worked, the other offenders gravitated towards the eight men. Digging the earth, they asked questions: "What exactly did you run into out there?"
"A terrifying fortress machine! I urge you never to go inside that place."
"It must be a special punishment structure built by the Dao Xuan Deity. Horrifying."
"I’ll never go in there again in this lifetime, that’s for sure."
Thirty-Two beckoned to Zao Ying and grinned. "Seems the situation here is under control now. Once Old Nan Feng is dealt with, the rest of the labor offenders won’t cause trouble anymore."
Zao Ying was intensely curious. "What exactly stopped him? Did you have a hidden cavalry unit stashed around the worksite? Did they intercept and beat Old Nan Feng somewhere out there before letting them come back?"
Thirty-Two spread his hands. "Maybe. Hahaha."
He continued the tour with Zao Ying. They visited the imposing Gaojia Fortress, then he took her to ride on the small train, showing her the vast fields of corn in Refugee Valley. "Look, these fields belong to Dian Deng Zi Zhao Sheng’s group, numbering about three thousand people in total."
Zao Ying made a surprised sound. "So Dian Deng Zi Zhao Sheng settled here? Jianghu rumors said Zhao Sheng was pushed into rebellion by the authorities, joined Bu Zhan Ni’s army as the leader of the Second Team, then mysteriously vanished. Never thought he ended up joining Gaojia Village."
Thirty-Two pointed and said, "See? That’s Zhao Sheng over there!"
Zao Ying followed his finger and saw a scholarly man strolling along the ridges of the cornfield with a group of elderly farmers, animatedly explaining various "key points of knowledge" about planting corn.
Zao Ying’s expression turned peculiar. "A scholar teaching farmers how to plant? Is this... backwards?"
Thirty-Two laughed. "All the corn we grow in our village uses the celestial farming methods imparted by the Deity. Those methods are written in celestial books. Only literate scholars can understand them; the farmers can’t read."
Zao Ying: "..."
Thirty-Two called out to Zhao Sheng: "Mr. Zhao! Come meet this distinguished visitor. This is Zao Ying of Yichuan, a very formidable leader of a horse bandit group." (The term "horse bandit group" was a euphemism for mounted bandits.)
Zhao Sheng momentarily froze, then understood. Jogging up from the edge of the cornfield, he started towards them.
His attempt at jogging went poorly. He wheezed like pumping bellows. Arriving before them, he gasped for breath: "Boss... Zao... cough... Greetings... I am... Dian... Dian... Deng Zi... Zhao Sheng..."
Zao Ying eyed him: "You are the renowned Dian Deng Zi Zhao Sheng, Captain of Bu Zhan Ni’s Second Team?"
Zhao Sheng fought for breath: "Pant... cough... yes... mere... humble me... though... it’s... hardly... worth... mentioning... cough..."
Zao Ying covered her face with one hand. "In this state, why on earth would you go into rebellion?"
Zhao Sheng: "Cough... I didn’t... want to rebel! Don’t... know how... suddenly... cough... my fellow Villagers from Qingjian County... hailed me as their leader."
Zao Ying was speechless. Qingjian County was a place producing fierce warriors and towering heroes. This Dian Deng Zi Zhao Sheng was clearly an anomaly among them.
Zhao Sheng panted for a while, finally catching his breath: "Has Boss Zao also come to join Gaojia Village? Ah! You’ve truly found the right place. Look at our people from Qingjian County here. Not only do we have good houses and vast fields to farm, many have also found jobs. Every day they ride the big train to work... Everyone’s life here is incredibly joyous."
A smile spread across his face. "When we first rebelled, I often felt sorrow. But after coming here, I realized rebelling was the right choice. If we hadn’t rebelled, we wouldn’t have left our hometown. If we hadn’t left our hometown, how could we have come here?"
He raised his hands emphatically. "Coming here is the best decision we three thousand Qingjian people ever made! Haha! Oh, here, try an ear of corn."
He actually pulled an ear of corn from his sleeve and thrust it into Zao Ying’s hands.
Zao Ying: "..."
Zhao Sheng laughed heartily. "Corn grown by Qingjian County folks! Deliciously fragrant! Hahaha! Pardon me, I must return to the discussion with my Villagers about fertilizer application."
He dashed off in the direction of the cornfield again.
Thirty-Two yelled after him, "Try walking slowly for once, would you?"
Zhao Sheng was already back to wheezing: "The Villagers... huff... cough... shouldn’t... keep them... waiting..."
Zao Ying: "..."
Zao Ying could see it clearly: Zhao Sheng was genuinely happy living here. This utter disregard for personal dignity - the sweat, the dishevelment, the undignified gasping – was itself a mark of profound relaxation. It meant he felt no need to cloak himself in a mask for protection.
Her thoughts drifted to Old Ghost from Guyuan, and to Xing Honglang of Yongji – legendary figures of both the martial and the common worlds. Yet here they all were, living quite contentedly under the shadows of Gaojia’s fortress walls. Xing Honglang was even reportedly courting someone.
For the first time, a flicker of doubt – a wavering – stirred within Zao Ying.
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Zao Ying felt somewhat shaken.
During this year of great disaster, being a horse bandit was truly difficult.
She couldn't bring herself to rob common folks, while looting government offices grew increasingly challenging. Yesterday, when Hong Chengchou's private soldiers chased after her, she genuinely felt a little panicked. For the first time, she worried about the future of her promising horse bandit career.
Since old ghost, Xing Honglang, and Dian Deng Zi Zhao Sheng could all live happily here... perhaps she could too?
After finishing the tour, Thirty-Two left her alone to consider it and returned to the main fortress.
Zao Ying continued wandering aimlessly through Gaojia Village. After circling widely, she ended up back in front of the military camp. There, she spotted the militia handling the five hundred warhorses captured just yesterday.
With steady rainfall around Gaojia Village, grass grew abundantly. The horses here had no worries about food or drink. Having eaten their fill, they now flicked their tails in satisfaction.
Gao Chuwu led a tall horse and grinned at Zheng Daniu: "Daniu, I even helped you mount up yesterday. Can you do it by yourself now?"
Zheng Daniu snorted, "Tsk, what's so hard about mounting a horse? Watch me."
He pressed his hands on the horse's back and vaulted upward with a whoosh. His movement was quite agile.
However...
His momentum carried him too far. He flipped clean over the horse's back, landing with a thump on the other side. His heavy frame raised a cloud of dust upon impact.
Gao Chuwu roared with laughter, "Hahaha! Daniu, you're such a fool!"
Zheng Daniu retorted, "I'm no fool! Keep watching!"
He pushed off the horse's back again, flipping with a whoosh.
This time, he managed to land seated. But the warhorse disliked his rough handling, tossing its hindquarters irritably. Before Zheng Daniu could find his stirrups, he toppled sideways and hit the ground again with another thump.
"HAHAHAHA!"
Gao Chuwu doubled over with laughter beside him.
Zao Ying shook her head and walked over. "Watch closely. This is how you mount up."
She slid one foot into a stirrup, then swung her body aboard with effortless grace. Her other foot traced a smooth arc through the air as she settled firmly into the saddle. The horse offered no resistance, merely giving an obedient snort as if ready to charge into battle.
Gao Chuwu exclaimed, "Wow, that lady is amazing!"
Zheng Daniu muttered, "Oh... I see now."
Cheng Xu stepped out from nearby. "Boss Zao's horsemanship is truly impressive."
Zao Ying sighed, shaking her head again, "It pales compared to the Mongolians or Jurchens."
Cheng Xu replied, "Why compare them? Let's start with how our own men stack up first. Surely you notice how far behind my boys are."
Zao Ying nodded quietly.
Cheng Xu continued, "That's precisely why Gaojia Village sincerely hopes Boss Zao will stay. Only then can our future cavalry unit begin to take shape. Otherwise... with just these clumsy lads here? Even with horses, we couldn't form a proper cavalry."
Zao Ying remarked, "Your village harbors significant ambitions."
Cheng Xu smiled faintly. "Big and not so big."
Zao Ying asked, "How so?"
Cheng Xu answered, "Not so big? Because Gaojia Village doesn't have plans for this world."
Zao Ying: "What about the scale?"
Cheng Xu: "Regarding scale, what we schemed was to save all the common people under heaven."
Zao Ying didn't know how to retort at that moment; it took several seconds before she rolled her eyes. "You act too much like an official, saying nice and nasty words with just your mouth. The previous statement sounded grandiose, but then the next one revealed your true intent."
Cheng Xu laughed heartily: "I wouldn’t say this to ordinary people. Only to someone like a boss of your stature. You'd have seen it anyway, whether I said it or not."
Zao Ying understood: This group was plotting rebellion! But their method seemed ingenious; they hid in the small mountain village at the border between Chengcheng County and Heyang County, built up the town, improved farming, accumulated power... Yet in the martial world, only names like Wang Er, King of Disruption, Wang Jiayin, Bu Zhan Ni, and Wang Zuogua were heard; Gaojia Village was unknown.
If she hadn't come here herself, she wouldn't have known such a powerful force was hidden here.
A great figure in the early Ming Dynasty had done this kind of thing.
He built high walls, stored grain widely, and delayed declaring kingship.
His name was Zhu Yuanzhang!
Zao Ying: "To be honest, I'm quite interested in joining. But I'm used to freedom and dislike being controlled. If I join, what rank would I be? How many people would give me orders?"
Cheng Xu considered the question seriously before spreading his hands. "Unfortunately, we don't have such ranks."
Zao Ying: "?"
Cheng Xu smiled: "Gaojia Village started from scratch with everything needing rebuilding, so each department is being set up step by step. I can't manage Xing Honglang, nor Dian Deng Zi Zhao Sheng, nor Thirty-Two... Of course, they can't manage me either; we each handle our own tasks and manage our own areas. If Boss Zao Ying joins, you'd definitely manage the cavalry camp; it's an independent department, and probably no one would oversee you."
Zao Ying made a surprised sound. "Then who is the ultimate authority?"
Cheng Xu pointed to the sky. "The Deity is, naturally!"
Zao Ying: "Where is the Deity?"
Cheng Xu: "The Deity is a god. If He wished to appear, He would. If He didn’t, no one could see Him. If you, Boss Zao Ying, insist on someone managing you, then from now on, it must be the Deity overseeing you."
Zao Ying raised her head and looked at the sky.
The sky was cloudless, clear and blue.
Li Daoxuan had covered the lid of the box, so the people inside couldn’t see him at all, and even the low cloud representing him disappeared.
Zao Ying thought to herself: Since arriving in this village, she’d heard about the Deity several times but hadn’t seen Him. That meant this village had no real manager.
What a lovely, free place it was!
Zao Ying: "Then I'll stay here."
Cheng Xu smiled. "We welcome you very warmly."
Zao Ying: "Next, what should I do?"
Cheng Xu: "I think first we must establish the cavalry camp. Find a suitable spot nearby for building a stable, fence in the land, then find Thirty-Two and get him to send laborers to build barracks for the cavalry. If the Deity feels inclined, He might bestow a barracks directly from heaven. If the Deity isn't inclined, building slowly is fine."
"Before the cavalry camp is constructed, your people can stay with me. After all, we're all responsible for fighting; we are one family."
Zao Ying: "So next is recruiting soldiers and buying horses?"
Cheng Xu nodded. "Recruit cavalrymen, breed warhorses, train cavalry... You surely know more about these than I do, so I won't elaborate. All necessary supplies can be handled through Thirty-Two."
Zao Ying cupped her fist. "Thank you for the guidance."
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At the same time Gaojia Village absorbed Zao Ying and began forming a cavalry camp.
Huanglong Mountain.
Wang Zuogua, who had just clashed with Yansui General Wu Zimian, resulting in mutual heavy losses, led the four leaders under his command to sit around a large rock.
"Damn it all," Wang Zuogua scowled, displeasure etched on his dark face. "I almost had it. Wu Zimian's five hundred warhorses were practically mine, then some band popped out of nowhere and snatched the goose right out of my mouth!"
Second Leader Miao Mei whispered, "That group came from the south. The strongest among them was called Old Ghost from Guyuan, flanked by Yongji Xing Honglang and Yichuan Zao Ying. Seems like a formidable rebel force."
Wang Zuogua's expression remained grim. Even though they were all technically "rebels," he didn't bother wasting breath cursing them as "turncoats" or "backstabbers".
Though numerous rebel forces existed under heaven, they were far from united. Inter-faction fighting was unsurprising.
When it came down to it, they were all thieves licking blood from blades; "black eating black" was perfectly normal.
Wang Zuogua brooded silently for a long moment. "If that group headed south, they must’ve gone to Chengcheng County, right?"
"Yes!" Feishan Hu confirmed. "South would lead into Chengcheng County territory."
Wang Zuogua: "That reminds me of something. Last year, Bu Zhan Ni and I combined forces and attacked Chengcheng County once. We were beaten back at the Bai Family Fortress by strange weapons... still fresh in my memory."
He had been floored by a "block missile," an unforgettable experience due to its sheer absurdity.
"This time, those strange bombs they used exploded and killed a bunch of our men the moment they landed. Could they also be from the Bai Family Fortress?"
Wang Zuogua seemed to recall something, turning to Big Honglang: "Did you figure it out? How did those suddenly killed men die?"
Big Honglang opened her palm, revealing a small round iron ball: "This thing! When the bombs they threw exploded, these little iron balls flew out everywhere. If you got hit, you either died or were badly injured. Extremely vicious."
Wang Zuogua, Miao Mei, and Feishan Hu leaned in to look. After examining it, they shook their heads helplessly. "How can you guard against something like this? Such an outrageous weapon must come from Bai Yuan."
Big Honglang nodded emphatically: "Definitely!"
Wang Zuogua's expression turned serious: "So this means every time we attack the Bai Family Fortress from now on, as long as Bai Yuan is there, we'll face these things?"
Big Honglang nodded: "We can't overpower it."
Wang Zuogua: "Then are we just going to let that ambush stealing our horses slide?"
Big Honglang: "Of course not! Big brother, we must avenge this, or else the heroes of the rivers and lakes will look down on us."
Wang Zuogua: "We can't fight them head-on; how do we get revenge?"
Big Honglang: "We disguise ourselves, get close to Bai Family Fortress’s commander, Bai Yuan, then suddenly strike. We can assassinate him."
Wang Zuogua: "The plan sounds good, but the defenses at Bai Family Fortress are tight. How can we easily sneak in?"
Just then, a scout rushed up to report: "Leaders! We’ve received news that Chengcheng County is assembling a 'large militia,' supposedly gathering several thousand men to guard against roaming bandits."
Wang Zuogua flared up: "Isn't that clearly aimed at me?"
Scout: "It’s said the organizer is Bai Yuan, commander of the Bai Family Fortress. He’s in Chengcheng County right now, gathering militia instructors from every village and town to discuss major plans."
An idea seemed to light up over Wang Zuogua’s head: "That guy left the Bai Family Fortress and went to the county capital? Heh heh heh. The county is chaotic, full of refugees and snakes mixed with dragons. Disguising our men to sneak in there will be much easier than infiltrating the fortress!"
He turned to Big Honglang: "Fourth Sister! Immediately arrange a team. I need top-skilled men from the rivers and lakes, disguised as refugees, to infiltrate Chengcheng County. Scout the situation inside the county capital. If you find a good chance, kill that Bai Yuan fellow for me!"
Big Honglang grinned: "Don't worry, big brother. Leave it to me."
...
In the early dawn, Li Daoxuan woke up as usual.
Munching on coconut-gold cake and a stewed egg, he checked how his Tiny Kingdom was developing.
Gaojia Village was peaceful. The newly-arrived Zao Ying had started organizing the cavalry camp. The first batch of cavalry naturally was her own group of one hundred and twenty mounted bandits.
Although these bandits had superb horsemanship, their equipment was shoddy, and they hadn't been eating well. Their current morale and appearance still seemed rather lacking.
But that wasn't a problem!
Handcarts soon emerged from the artisans' well, loaded with over a hundred sets of armor, standardized waist knives, spears, and small crossbows designed for easy use from horseback.
However...
Zao Ying glanced at the small crossbow and chuckled: "Why do you prefer crossbows? This crossbow is too small; it can't shoot far, and it's inconvenient to use on horseback."
Cheng Xu looked a bit awkward: "Our militia members in Gaojia Village are all selected from among farmers and trained from scratch. None had fought before. Becoming proficient with a bow requires lengthy training. The Deity said practicing with bows is a waste of time since we'll eventually switch to firearms anyway. So we skipped archery training entirely, and naturally went for crossbows."
Zao Ying almost quibbled with this reasoning. But thinking back to the battle at Duzhucun, the Gaojia Village Militia's "firearms" were indeed quite effective. Perhaps the Deity’s plan was correct.
She refrained from further criticism and instead smiled, "Fine. Your men can use crossbows. But my men can use bows; they already know how. No extra training is needed, no time wasted."
So... the small crossbows suffered a swift return.
Cheng Xu smiled: "If you want bows, we don’t actually have many here, Lady Zao. Head to the school and find Mr. Song. Ask him to help draw a blueprint for a good bow. Then take that design to the artisans' well to have it custom-made."
"School? Mr. Song?"
Following these instructions, Zao Ying headed towards the school.
Li Daoxuan also became interested: He hadn't paid much attention to Song Yingxing lately. What had that fellow been up to? He decided to follow Zao Ying and see.
Zao Ying entered the school building, walking through the corridors. Seeing children reciting lessons in classrooms on either side, she couldn't help but feel secretly astonished: I knew Gaojia Village's ambitions were great, but I never dreamed this vast! What grand vision requires setting up private schools on such a scale? Are they nurturing talent for rebellion?
Other rebel forces were simply incomparable! They couldn't hold a candle!
She quickened her pace, took the stairs two at a time to the fifth floor, and arrived before the library.
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Zao Ying was startled when she peeked into the study. Manuscript paper was scattered everywhere inside.
A middle-aged man was slumped over a desk, buried under a huge pile of manuscript paper.
Beside him, a young gentleman of about thirteen or fourteen was arguing with the middle-aged man.
After listening for a few moments, Zao Ying felt dazed. Terms like mass, friction coefficient, horizontal force, vertical force... all unfamiliar, incomprehensible words.
Li Daoxuan, however, caught the gist.
Song Yingxing was indeed learning remarkably fast. It seemed he had grasped all of Elementary Math in just a few days. His current subjects were first-year physics and first-year chemistry.
He was just a little slower than Young Master Bai’s progress, but catching up quickly.
This made Young Master Bai feel the pressure!
Song Yingxing was sketching on paper: "After learning that matter is made of things like molecules and atoms, I can guess why a spring regains its elasticity after being heated red-hot and rapidly cooled. It must be because the heating and cooling process causes changes at the molecular or atomic level, changes we just can’t observe right now."
Young Master Bai suggested: "Then we should build a magnifying glass to see it, right? We’ve already learned the principle of the magnifying glass. Find a glassmaker to craft one and test it out."
Song Yingxing shook his head: "Hard, too hard... Our glassmakers can only make magnifying glasses that enlarge things two or three times. To see molecules or atoms, we might need hundreds of times magnification. The glassmakers don’t possess that level of skill."
Hearing their discussion, Li Daoxuan recalled something. When modern people study subjects like physics, chemistry, or biology, they always use "microscopes" in lab classes to observe things like cells, bacteria, molecules, and atoms. It helps them understand the world alongside the physics book.
But his little people didn’t have this luxury. The "celestial experimental instruments" mentioned in the "Heavenly Books" were beyond their reach, and making their own was nearly impossible.
How could they learn without experiments?
He had to help them!
He opened the online shopping site and searched...
"Miniature microscopes" suitable for the little people didn’t exist, impossible to buy. Only microscopes for regular human size were available, which were far too big for them.
However, Li Daoxuan quickly realized a small upright microscope seemed only slightly taller than the five-story rooftop terrace of the school building. He could place the microscope right next to the teaching building. Then, the little people could climb to the fifth-floor terrace, build a scaffold on the rooftop, and climb up onto the microscope to look down through it.
The microscope’s tray, where the "specimen" is placed, was at about the height of the second floor.
The little people could climb out from a second-floor window onto the tray to place whatever item they wanted to observe.
Following this principle, they could manage to use all sorts of modern lab equipment.
Excellent. Li Daoxuan immediately added a batch of physics, chemistry, and biology lab apparatus to his cart. Buy it all, purchase everything.
Meanwhile, Zao Ying finally spoke up: "Excuse me... who is Mr. Song?"
Song Yingxing raised his head from the sea of papers: "I am. How do you do?"
Zao Ying replied: "Instructor He sent me to find you. He said you could provide blueprints for bows suitable for cavalry use."
Song Yingxing sighed: "Oh, this again? Such a small matter. Let me think... suitable for cavalry? Well, of course, that's the Kaiyuan Bow. Cavalry units of the border army generally use the Kaiyuan Bow. Can Gaojia Village still not make it?"
Young Master Bai chuckled beside him: "Cannot! We've never dealt with the technology for the Kaiyuan Bow here. The Deity completely bypassed all the tech trees related to bows and arrows."
Song Yingxing relented: "Fine then, I'll draw one."
He grabbed his paper and pen, scratched away rapidly, and in moments, the Kaiyuan Bow was drawn. He added copious annotations beside it, then pushed the blueprint into Zao Ying's hands: "Take it, take it."
With that, he buried his head back into the pile of manuscripts.
Zao Ying was taken aback. Who exactly was this? Sketched the border army's standard weapon on the spot? How was this even possible? It felt almost unbelievable!
Li Daoxuan watched as Zao Ying left, looking bewildered, and couldn't help but smile.
He thought: This Kaiyuan Bow is just a transitional toy; after our firearms are mass-produced, even the cavalry will need to use firearms...
"Dragon cavalry, aren't you scared?"
Just then, Li Daoxuan suddenly noticed that outside the box, a line of words was flashing.
He had thought it was some village ringing a bell to summon him.
Looking closer, he realized it was actually the Rescue Index that, unwittingly, had reached the round number of 1500 points.
Below the Rescue Index, a strange button had appeared: "Expand".
The one flashing was this newly appeared "Expand" button.
"A new function? Hey, 'expand', could it mean what I think?"
Li Daoxuan truly felt the box needed to be expanded.
The box was only a bit over two meters long and a bit over one meter wide, allowing him to see only a 500m x 300m visual area.
This view was too small; as his territory grew, it became increasingly inadequate.
Lately, he had felt the "rainfall" couldn't cover everything anymore.
Because he could only see in the 500m x 300m range, he could make it rain only in such a tiny area.
If the rainfall time was too short, it wouldn't moisten the land properly; he had to make it rain for a few hours every few days at least.
How could he possibly handle that?
So he could only provide a large pool for each village and let the villagers dig channels themselves to divert water.
But this method’s effect wasn’t as good as rainfall.
Now, with this "Expand" function

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





